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TEMPEST. 


It Ts observed of Tbs Tempest, that its plan is regular; tins the author of The Revisal thinks, what I think too, n 
accidental effect of the story, not intended or regarded by our author. But, whatever might be Shakspeare’s intention in 
forming or adopting the plot, he has made it instrumental to the production of many characters, diversified with boundless 


a desert island, the native ellusu>n*of untaught affection, the punishment of guilt, and the final happiness of the pair lot 
wiiom our passions and reason are equally interested. Johnson. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED 

°f Naples- STEPHANO 

Brother. Master of a 

a vtSa 1 ! /l « r *»htful Duke or Mi/an. MIRANDA, 

AMOMO. ins Drat/ter. the us, Duke nf Tilth™. AKIRL. an 


yri ivv?' Brother, the usurping Duke of Milan, 
fyu to the Kina of Navies. 


....... , . , - o the King of Naples. 

* i * v- an honest old Counsellor of Naples. 
JK 1/1{ t A IN . * r i 

FRANCISCO, } Lar(ls - 

savage and deformed Slave. 
HUNCLLO, a Jester. 


STEPHANO, a drunken Butler . 

Master of a Ship Boatswain. — and Mariner *• 
MIRANDA, Daughter to Prosper o. 

ARIEL, an airy Spirit . 

IRIS, 


Reapers, ' 

Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 


Scene , — The Sea , with a Ship; afterwards an uninhabited Island. 


ACT I. 

Scene L~~On a Ship at Sea.— A storm , with 
thunder and lightning. 

Enter a Ship-master and a Boatswain. 

Master. Boatswain, — 

Boats. Here, master : What cheer? 

Master. Good ; Speak to the ^mariners : fall to’t 
varely, or we ran ourselves aground; bestir, bestir. 

Enter Mariners. [Exit. 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts; cheerly, cheerly, my 
hearts; yare, yare : Take in the top-sail ; Tend to 
the master’s whistle. — Blow till thou burst thy wind, 
if room enough! 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand, 
Gonzalo, and others. 

AIm. Good Boatswain, have care. Where’s the 
master? Flay the men. 

Boats. 1 pray now, keep below. 

Ant . Where is the master, Boatswain? 

Boats. l)o you not hear him? You mar our la- 
bour; keep your cabins : you do assist the storm. 

(km. Nav, gbod, be patient. 

Boats. When the sea is. Hence ! What care 
these roarers for the name, of king? To cabiu: si- 
lence ; trouble us not 

Gon. Good ; yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 

Boats. None that I more love than myself. You 
are a counsellor; if you can command these ele- 
ments to silence, and work the peace of the present, 
we will not hand a rope more; use your authority. 
If you cannot, give thanks you have lived so long, 
and make yourself ready in your cabin for the mis- 
hance of the hour, if it so hap. — Cheerly, good 
hearts. — Out of onr way, Isay. ' .. . [ Exit 

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow ; me- 
s, he hath no drowning mark upon him; his 
complexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good fate, 
to his hanging! make the rope of his destiny our 
cable, for our own doth little advantage I If he be not 
bom tp be hanged, our case is miserable. [Exeunt. 
Re-enter Boatswain. 

Boats. Down with the topmast ; vare ; lower, 
lower; bring her to try with main course. {Aery 
within.) A plague upon this howling! they are 
louder than the weather, or our office.— r v t . t • > / 

Re-enter .Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 
Yet again ? what do you here ? Shall we give o'er* 
and drown? Have you a mind to sink? 

Seb. A pox o’ your throat! you bawling, blas- 
phemous, inchantnbie dog! 

Boats. Work you, then. 


, A f ... .’ ’’ 


Ant. Hang, cur, hang ! you whoreson, insolent 
noise-maker, we are less afraid to be drowned than 
thou art. 

Gon. I’ll warrant him from drowning; though 
tine ship were no stronger than a nut-shell, and as 
leaky as an nnstaunched wench. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold; set her two 
courses; off to sea again, lay her offi 
Enter Mariners, wet. 

Mar . All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all lost. 

[Exeunt. 

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? [them, 

Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let us assist 
For our case is as theirs. 

Seb. I am out of patience. [drunkards, — 

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by 
This wide-chapped rascal ; — ’ Would, thou might’st 
The washing often tides! [lie drowning, 

Gon. He’ll be hanged yet ; 

Though every drop of water swear against it. 

And gape at wid’st to glut him. 

(A confused noise within.) — Mercy on us! We 
split, we split ! — Farewell, my wife and children ! 
Farewell, brother ! We split, we split, we split !~- 
[ Ant. Let’s all sink with the king. [Exit. 

Seb. Let’s take leave of him. * [Exit. 

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs oh 
sea for an acre of barren ground ; long heath, brown 
furze, any thing; The wills above be done! but I. 
would fain die a dry death. [Exit. 

Scene II. — The Island: before the Cell of 
* Prospero. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them: 

The sky, it seems, would poor down stinking pitch. 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s cheek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered 
With those that I saw suffer! a brave vessel, 

Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her, 
Dash’d all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish’d 
j Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have stink the sea within the earth, or e’er 
It should the good ship so have swallow’d, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected 1 

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart, 
There’s no harm done. 

Mira. 0, woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm* 

I have done nothing hut in care of thee, 

'■ M mi 1 \ 
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,f thee, my dear one! thee, my daughter!) who 
rt ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
f whence I am; nor that 1 am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell. 

And thy no greater father. 

Mira. * More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro . ’Tis time 

1 should inform thee further. Lend thy hand, 

And pluck tny magic garment from me.— -So ; 

{Lays doian his mantle.) 
Lie there my art. — Wipe thou thine eyes; have 
comfort. 

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch’d 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 

I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely ordered, that ti^ere is no soul — 

No, not so much perdition as an hair. 

Betid to any creature in the vessel [down ; 

Which thou heard’st cry, which thou savv’st sink. Sit 
For thou must now know further. * 

Mira . You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am; but stopp'd. 

And left me to a bootless inquisition ; 

Concluding, Slay, not yet. — 

Pro. The hour’s now come ; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 

Obey, and be attentive. Can’s! thou remember 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 

1 do not think thou can'st; for then thou was not 
Out three years old. 

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro. By what? by any other house, or person ? 
Of any tiling’ the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. ) ’Tis far off; 

And rathe* like a dream than an assurance, 

That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or five women once, that tended me? [is it, 
Pro . Thou had’st, and more, Miranda : but how 
That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time ? 

If thou re member'st aught, ere thou cam’st here. 
How thou cam’st here, thou may’st. 

Mira. \ But that I do not. 

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years 
Thy father was the duke of Milan, and [since, 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said — thou wast my daughter ; and thy father 
Was duke of Milan; and his only heir 
A princess; no worse issued. 

Mira. 0, the heavens 1 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ? 
Or blessed was’t, we did? 

Pro. Both, both, my girl : 

By foul play, as;' thorn say’st, were we heav’d thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. 0, my heart bleeds 

To tnink o’ the teen that X have turn’d you to, 

Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further. 

Pro. My brotuer, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio,— 
I pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ! — he, whom next thyself. 

Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at that time. 

Through all Uie siguiories it was the first, 

And Prospero the prime duke; being so reputed 
i v In dignity, and, for the liberal arts, 

Wituout a parallel : those being all my study, 

) The government I cast upon my brother, 

I And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 

J And rapt m secret studies. Thy false uncle 

Dost thou attend me ? 

Mi r a. Sir, most heed fully. 

XVo. Being once perfected how to grant suits. 
How to. deny them ; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash for over-topping; new created [them. 
The creatures that Were mine; I say, or chang'd 


Or else new form’d them ; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts 
To what tune pleas’d Isis ear ; that now he was 
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, [not, 
And suck’d my verdure out ou’t.— Thou attend’sh 
I pray thee, mark me. 

Mira. O, good sir, I do. 

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, But by being so retir d, 

O er-priz’d all popular rate, in my false brother 
Awak'd an evil nature : and my trust. 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood, in its contrary as great 
As my trust was ; which had, indeed, no limit, 

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded. 
Not only with what my revenue yielded.) 

But what my power might else exact .——like one. 
Who having, unto truth, by telling of it. 

Made such a sinner of his memory, 

To credit his own lie, — he did believe 
He was the duke ; out of the substitution, 

And executing the outward face of royalty, 

With all prerogative : — Hence his ambition 
Growing, — Dost hear ? 

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pro. To have no screen between this part ha 
play'd, 

And him he play’d it for, he needs will be. 

Absolute Milan: Me, poor man! — my library t 
Was dukedom large enough; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
{So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples, 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage; 

Subject his coronet to i he crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unhow’d, (alas! poor Milan!) 

To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O, the heavens ! 

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event; then tell 
If this might be a brother. . .me, 

Mira. I should sin 

To think but nobly of my grandmother; 

Good wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pro. Now the condition. 

The king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s suit; 
Which was, that he in lieu o’ the premises, — 

Of homage, and I know not how nmph tribute, — 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom; and confer fair Milan, 

With all the honours, on my brother: Wnereon, 

A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan : and, i’ the dead of darkness. 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying seif. 

Mira. ) Alack, for pity! 

I, not remembering how I cried out then, 

Will cry it o’er again : it is a hint, 

That wrings mine eyes. 

Pro. Hear a little further. 

And then I’ll bring thee to the present business, 
Which' now’s upon us: without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mira. Wherefore did they not 

That hour destroy us ? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench; 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst no4j 
(So dear the love my people bore me) nor set 
A mark so b ooclv on the business ; but 
With colours fairer painted their fail ends. 

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 

Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepar’d 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg'd, 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it ; there they hoist us, 

To cry to the sea, that roar’d to w : to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again. 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mira. 


Alack ! what trouble 
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Was I then to yoL l 

Pro. Ola cherubim 

Thou vvast, that di 3 preserve Me ! Thou didst smile. 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 

When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt; 
Under iny burden groan’d ; which rais’d in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mira. How came we ashore ? 

Pro. By Providence divine. 

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his charity (who being then appointed 
Master of this design,) did give us ; with 
Rich garments, linens stalls, and necessaries, 

Which since have steaded much ; so of his gentleness, 
Knowing I lov’d my books, he furnish’d me. 

From my own library, with volumes that 
L priz’d above my dukedom. 

Mira. ’Would I might 

But ever see that man ! 

Pro. Now I arise ; — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 

Here in this island vve arriv’d ,* and here 
Have I, thy school-master, made thee more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful, [you, sir, 
Mira. Heavens thank you for’t ! And now, I pray 
(For still ’tis beating in my mind,) vour reason 
For raising this sea-stonn ? 

Pro. Know thus far forth. — 

By accident most strange, hountif ul Fortune, 

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 

Brought to this shore : and by my prescience 

I find my zenith doth depend upon 

A most auspicious star; whose influence 

If now' I court not, but omit, my fortunes 

Wid ever after droop. — Here cease more questions ; 

Thou art inclin’d to sleep ; ’tis a good dulness, 

And give it way; — I know thou carfst not choose. 

(Miranda sleeps.) 

Come away, servant, come: l am ready now; 
Approach, my Ariel; come. 

J Enter Ariel. 

in. AH hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; be’t to fly, 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 

On the curl'd clouds: to thy strong bidding, task 

Ariel, and all his quality. 

Pro. Hast thou, spirit, 

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee ? 
Ari . To every article. 

I boarded the king’s ship: now on the beak. 

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 

I flam’d amazement : sometimes I’d divide, 

And burn in many places ; on the top-mast. 

The yards and bowsprit, would l flame distinctly, 
Then meet and join : Jove’s lightnings, the precursors 
O’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight* out- running were not: the fire and cracks 
)f sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
eem’d to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble ; 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pro. My brave spirit ! 

VVho was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
W ould not infect his reason ? 

Ari. Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play’d 
Some tricks of desperation : ail, but mariners, 
Piung’d in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all a- fire with me : the king’s son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring, (then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leap’d ; cried, u Hell is empty, 
And all the devils are here.” 

Pro. ' v Why, that’s my spirit! 

But was not this nigh shore ? 

Ari. Close by, my master. 

Pro. But are they, A iel, safe? 

Ari. Not a hair perish’d ; 


On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 

But fresherthan before : and, as thou bad' st me. 


In troops 1 have dispers’d them ’bout the isle 
The king’s son have I U 


,, t . landed by himself ; 

Whom I left, cooling A’ the air with sighs 
In an odd angle of the isle and sitting, 

His arms in this sad knot. 

Pro. _ Of the king’s ship, 

The mariners, say, how thou hast dispos’d. 

And all the rest o’ the fleet? r 

Ari. # _ Safely in harbour 

Is the. king’s ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou cal feist me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the stili-vex'd Bennoothes, there she's hid: 
The mariners all under hatches stow’d ; 

Whom, with a charm join’d to their suffer’d labour 
1 have left asleep : and for the rest o’ the fleet, 
Which I dispers’d, they all have nut again ; 

And are upon the Mediterranean Hole, 

Bound sadly home for Naples ; 

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck’d, 
And his great person perish. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 

Exactly is perform’d ; but there’s more work : 

What is the time o' the day? 

4ri. Past the mid season. 

Pro. At least two glasses : the time ’twixt six and 
Must by us both be spent most preciously, [now, 
Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me 
pains. 

Let me remember thee what thou hast promis’d. 
Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro . How now ? moody * 

What is’t thou can’s! demand ? 

Ari. My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be out? no more. 

Ari. I pray thee 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service : 

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv’d 
Without or grudge or grumblings : thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro. ' Dost thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee ? 

Art. ' No 

Pro. Thou dost ; and think’st 
It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 

To do me business in the veins o' the earth, 

When it is bak’d with frost. 

Ari. ,■ m I do not, sir. 

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast thou forgot 
The fbnl witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy. 
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her? 

Ari. No, sir. 

Pro . Thou hast : where was she born ? 

speak ; tell me. 

Ari. Sir, in Argier. 

Pro. O, was she so? I mist. 

Once in a month, recount what thou hast been. 
Which thou forget’st. This damn’d witch, Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, _ . 

Thou know’st, was banish’d ; for one thing si e did. 
They would not take her life . is not this true ? f * 
Ari. Ay, sir. f child. 

Pro. This bhie-ey’d hag was hither brought with 
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave. 
As thou report’s! thyself, was! then her servant : 
And, for thou wert a spirit too delicate 
To act ta r earthly and abhorr’d commands, 
Refusing her grand hosts, she did confine the# 

By help of her more potent ministers, 

And in her most unmiligable rage, ^ 

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprison’d, thou did9f painfully remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died. 

And U ft thee there; where thou did’st ventth jr groan# 
As fast as mill-wheels strike : then was this island, 
(&su e for the SOn that she did litter here,' 

A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not honour'd with 
..... .... , .... .. fS . . .' v. . '• -v * ■ 
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n shape. 

A.l. Yes; Caliban, her son. 

Pro. Dull tiling, I say so ; lie, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st 
What torment I did find thee in : thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lav upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art, 

When I arriv’d, and heard thee, that made gape 



The pine, and let thee out. 

Art. I thank thee, master 

Pro. If thou more murmur’st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howl’d away twelve winters. 

Ari. Pardon, master: 

I will be correspondent to command, 

And do my spiriting gentlv. 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days 

I will discharge thee. 

Ari. That’s my noble master • 

What shall 1 do? say what? what shall I do ? 

Pro, Go, make thyself like to a nymph of the sea; 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape. 

And hither come in't: hence, with diligence. 

[Exit Ariel. 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake ! 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me, 

pro. Shake it off: come on ; 

We’ll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mira. ’Tis a villain, sir, 

l do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as ’tis. 

We cannot miss him : he does make our fire, 

Fetch in our wood, and serve in offices 
That profit us. What, ho! slave ! Caliban! 

Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

Cal. (Within.) There’s wood enough within. 
Pm Come forth, I say : there’s other business for 
Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ?— fthee ; 

Re-enter Ariel, like a water-nymph . 

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel, 

Hark in thine ear. 

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit 

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dew as e’er my mother brush’d 
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen. 

Drop on you both ! a south-east blow on ye. 

And blister you all o’er! ; [cramps. 

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work. 

All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Cal. _ I m nst eat my dinner. 

Tnis island’s pone, by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak’sfc from me. When thou cam’st first 
Thou strok'st me, and mad’st much of me ; would’st 
give me 

Water with berries in’t ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 

burn by day and night : and then I lov’d thee, 
And shevv’d thee all th§* qualities o’ the isle, [tile; 
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place, ana fer- 
Cursed be I that did so ! — All the charms 

bats, light on you ! 
have, 

and here you sty me 
keep from me 

most lying slave, fthee, 
move, not kindness : I have us’d 


Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodg’d the 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate , 

The honour of my child. 

Cal: 0 ho, 0 ho ! — -’would it had been done * 

Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pro. Abhorred slave. 

Which any print of goodness will not take. 

Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee, 

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each horn 
One thing or other: when thou did’st not, savage. 
Know thine own meaning, but would’st gabble like 
A thing most brutish, 1 endow’d thy purposes 
With words that made them known : but thy vile race. 
Though thou did’st iearn, had that in’t, which good 
natures 

Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou. 
Deservedly confin'd into this rock. 

Who hacl’st deserv’d more than a prison. 

Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit on't 
Is, I know ho, w to curse : the red plague rid you, 
For learning me your language ! 

Prc. t Hag-seed, hence ! 

' Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best, 

To answer other business. Shrug's! thou, malice ? 
If thou neglect’st, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I’ll rack thee with old cramps; 
Fill all thy bones with aches : make thee roar, 

That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

Cal. No, ’pray thee !— 

I must obey : His art is of such power, [Aside 
It would control my dam’s god, Setebos, 

And make a vassal of him. 

Pro . So, slave: hence! 

[Exit Caliban. 

Re-enter Ariel, invisible , playing and singing ; 
Ferdinand following him. 

ARIEL’S SONG. 

Come unto these yellow sands , 

And then take hands: 

Court sied when you have, and kiss'd, 

( The wild waves ivkist) 

Foot it featly here and there; 

And , sweet sprites, the burden bear. 
Hark, hark 1 . 

Bur. Bowgh, wowgli. (Disperse dig.) 

The ivatch-dogs bark : 

Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. (Dispersedly.) 

Hark , har ! I hear 
The strain of strutting chaniicle 
Cry , Cock-a-doodle-doo. 

Fer Where should this music be? i’ the air, of 
the earth? 

It sounds no more and sure, it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my father’s wreck. 

This music crept by me upon the waters ; 

Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 

With its sweet air : thence I have follow’d it. 

Or it hath drawn me rather : — But ‘tis gone. 

No, it begins again. 

Ariel sings. 

Full fathom jive thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made; 

Those are pearls that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fade , 

But doth, suffer a sea- change 
Mto something rick and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 

Hark! now I hear them,— ding-dong, heU 
[Burden, ding-dong 
Fer . The ditty does remember my drown’d father: 
This ie no mortal business, nor no soiled 
■ That the earth owes: — I hear it now above me. 

Pro . The fringed curtains of thine eye advance. 
And say, what thou seest yond’. 

Mira. What in’t? a spirit’ 

Lord, how it looks about 1 Believe me, sir. 
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It carries a brave form : — Bat ’tis a spirit. [ senses 
Pro. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath such 
As we have, such: this gallant, which thou seest, 
Was in the wreck; and but he’s something stain’d 
With grief, that’s beauty’s canker, thou might’st call 
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows, [him 
Aik? strays about to find them. 

Mira. I might call him 

A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pro. It goes on, _ (Aside.) 

As my soul prompts it .-—Spirit, fine spirit! I’ll free 
Within two days for this. [thee 

Per. Most sure, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend ! — Vouchsafe my prayer 
May know', if you remain upon this island : 

Ana that you will some good instruction give, 

How I may bear me here : My prime request, 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O, you wonder! 

If von be maid or no? 

Mira . No wonder, sir; * 

But, certainly a maid. 

Per. My language! heavens! — 

. am tlie best of them that speak this speech, 

Were I but where ’tis spoken. 

Pro . How ! the best ? 

What wert thou, if the king of Naples heard thee ? 

Per. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me ; 
And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, ne’er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck’d. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Per. Yes, faith, and alibis lords; the duke of Milan 
And his brave son, being twain. 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 

Arid his more braver daughter, could control thee 
If now’twere fit to do’t ; — At the first sight (Aside.) 
They have chang’d eyes: — Delicate Ariel, ^ 

1*11 set thee free for this!— A word, good sir; 

I fear you have done yourself some wrong: A word. 

Mira. Why speaks my father so nngently ? This 
Is the third man that e’er I saw ; the first 
That e’er I sigh’d for : pity move my father 
To he inclin’d my way ! 

Per. O, if a virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, I’ll make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. * Soft, sir; one word more.— 

They are both in either s powers; but this swift 
business 

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning (Aside.) 
Make the prize light— One word more; 1 charge 
thee, 

That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow’st not; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord ou’t 

Per. No, as I am a man. 

M ir. There’s nothing ill can dwell in such atemple: 
If the ill spirit have so fair an house,’ 

Good things will strive to dwell with’t. 

Pro. ' Follow me.— (To Ferd.) 

Speak not you for him ; he’s a traitor. — Gome. 

I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together: 

Sea-water shaft thou drink, thy food shall be 
The fresh* brook muscles, wither’d roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 

Per. .No; 

I will resist such entertainment, till 

Mine enemy has more power. (Ide draws.) 

Mira. t O, dear father, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He’s gentle, and not fearful. 

Pro. ‘ What. I say, 

Mv foot my tutor! Put thy sword up, traitor; 

Who mak’st a shew, but dar’st not strike, thy con- 
science 

I» so possess d with guilt: come from thy ward; 
fori can herb disarm thee with this stick. 


And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beseech you, father! 

Pro. Hence ! hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity 

I’ll be his surety. 

P**o. Silence ! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What • 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush ! * 

Thou fhink’st, there are no more such shapes as he 
Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to him are arigels. 

Mira. My affections 

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pro. * Come on ; obey : (To Ferd. 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 

And iiave no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are : 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 

My father’s loss, the weakness which I feel. 

The wreck of all my friends, or this man’s threats. 

To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 

Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners else o’ the earth. 

Let liberty make use of; space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 

Pro. It works Come on.— 

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel !— Follow me.— 

(To Ferd. and Mir.) 
Hark, what thou else shalt do me. (To Ariel.) 

Mira. ' Be of comfort ; 

My father’s of a better nature, sir. 

Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted, 

Which now came from Uitn. 

Pro. Thou shnlt be as free 

As mountain winds : but then exactly do 
A 11 points of my command. 

A ri. To the syllable. 

Pro. Come, follow : speak not for him. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene \,— Another part of the Island. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Francisco, and others. 

Gon. ’Beseech you, sir, be merry : you have cause 
(So have we all) of joy ; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe 
Is common; every day, some sailor’s wife. 

The masters of some merchant, and the merchant, 
Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle, 

I mean our preservation, few in millions 

Can speak like us: then vvisely, good sir, weigh 

Our sorrow with our comfort. 

; Alon. ' Pr’ythee, peace. 

Seb . He receives comfort Hke cold porridge. 

Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so. . 

! Seb. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his wit, 

[ by and by it will strike. 

Gon. Sir, — 

Seb. One Tell. 

Gon. When every grief is entertain’d, that’s offer 5 d, 
Comes to the entertainer — 

Seb. A dollar. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you have 
spoken truer than you purposed. [should 

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant von 
Gon. Therefore, my lord,— _ . . 

Ant. Fy, what a spendthrift is he of bis tongue i 
Alon. I pr’ythee, spare. 

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet— 

Seb. He will be talking. . 

Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian for a goo* 
wager, first bfgins to crow ? 

Seb. The old cock. 

Ant. The cock re I. 

Seb. Done ; The wager? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Sbb. A"'mitch.' ' / ' 

. 
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Adr. Though this island seem tube desert, 

Seh. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ant. So, you’ve pay'd. 

A dr Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible, — 
Seb Vet. 

A at Yet — 

Ant. He could not miss it. 

A dr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and de- 
licate temperance. 

AwA Temperance was a delicate wench, flivered. 
Seb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly de- 
Adr. The air breathes upon us her e most sweetly. 
Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as ’t were perfumed b» a fen. 

Gon. iiete is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. True ; save means to live. 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little. [green! 
Gan. How lush and lusty the grass looks ! how 
Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny, 

Seb. With an eye of green in*t. 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No ; he d. th but mistake the truth totally. 
Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed almost 
oeyond credit), — 

Seb. As many vouch’d rarities are. 

Gon. That our garments being, as they were, 
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding., their 
freshness, and gh sses ; beiug rather new dy’ti, than 
stain’d with salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would 
it not say, he lies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report 
Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh as 
when we put them on first in Airic, at the marriage 
of the king’s fair daughter, Claribel, to the king of 
Tii his.’ 

Seb. ’Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper well 
*n our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a 
paragon to their queen. 

6 on. Not since widow Dido’s time. 

Ant. Widow? a pox o’ that! How came that 
widow in ? Widow Dido ! 

Seb. What if lie had said, widower ^Eneas too? 
good lord, how you take if 
Adr. Widow Dido, said yon ? you make me study 
of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr. Cartilage ? 

Gon. I assure you, Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 
Seb. He hath rais’d the wall, and nouses too. 

Ant. What impossible matter will he make easy 
next? 

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his 
pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 
bring forth more islands. 

Gon. Ay ? 

Ant. VVhy, in good time 
Gon. Sir, we wvre talking, that our garments seem 
now' as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at tae mar- 
riage of your daughter, who is now queen. 

Ant. And the rarest that e’er came there. 

Seb. Bate,. I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido; ay, Widow D.do. 

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first 
day I wore it? [ mean, in a sort. 

Aiu Tfiatsoit was w'ell fish'd for. 

Gon When I w ore it at your daughter's marriage ? 
Aten, i ou cram these words into mine ears, against 
The stomach of my sense. Would i had never 
Marr i» Ci iny daughter there ! for, -coming thence. 
My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too, 

Who is so far from Italy remov'd, 

I ne’er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Nap es and of Milan, what stra ige fisn 
Hath made his meal on thee! 

Fran. Sir, he may live; 

I saw him beat th? surges under him 


And ride upon their backs; he trod the water. 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; bis bold head 
’Buve the contentious waves he kept, and -oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o'er his wave- worn basis bow’d 
As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt, 

He came alive to land. 

Alon. No, no, he’s gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss, 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter. 
But rather lose her to an African; 

W here she, at least, is banish’d from your eye. 
Who hath cause to wet the grief on i 
Alon. Pr’vthee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneel’d to, and importun’d other- 
By all of us ; and the fair soul hers> if [wise 

Weigh’d, between lothness and obedience, at 
Winch end o the beam she’d bow. We have lost 
I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have [your son, 
More widows in them of this business’ making. 

Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault’s 
Your own. 

Alon. So is the dearest of the loss. 

Gon. My lord Sebastian, 

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness. 
And time to speak it in ; you rub the sore, 

When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very well. 

Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir. 

When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather ? 

Ant. Very foul 

Gon. Had T plantation of this isle, my lord, — 

Ant. He’d sow it with nettle-seed. 

,_Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon. And were the king of it, What would I do? 
Seb. 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 

Gon. I’ the commonwealth, I would by contraries 
Execute all things : for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magistrate; 

Letters should not be known ; no use of service, 

Of riches, or of poverty ; no contracts, 

Successions; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none: 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil : 

No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 

And women too; but innocent and pure : 

No sovereignty: — 

Seb. And yet he would be king on’i 

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets 
the beginning. 

Gon. All things in common nature should produce 
Without sweat or endeavour; treason, telony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would 1 not have ; but nature should bring iorth, 
01’ its own kind, all foizon, all abundance. 

To iced my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying among his subjects? 

Anl. None, man ; all idle; whores, and knaves. 

. Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir. 

To excel the golden age, 

Seb. . ’ Save his majesty ! 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo! 

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir? — fme. 

Alon. IV ythee no more : thou.dost talk nothing to 
Gon. I do well believe your highness , and did it 
to. miuiste/ occasion to these gentlemen, who are 
of sneh sensible and nimble lungs, that they always 
use to laugh at nothing. 

Ant. ’Twas you we laugh’d at. 

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am no- 
thing to you; so you may continue, and laugh at 
nothing .still. 

Ant. Wimt a blow was there given! 

Seb. An it had not fallen flat- long. 

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you 
would hit the moon out of her sphere, if she would 
continue in it five weeks without changing 
Enter A riel invisible , jAuyiny sblesnn mime. 
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Seb. We would so, and then go a bat- fowling. 

4 «nt, Nav, good niv lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No, I warrant you; I will not adventure 
my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, 
for I am very heavy? 

Ant. Go sleep, aud hear us. 

(All sleep but Alon, Seb, and Ant ) 
Alon. What, all so soon asleep! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts; I 
They are inclin'd to do so. f find, 

Seb. Please you, sir, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 

1 1 seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth. 

It is a comforter. 

Ant. We two, my lord, 

Will guard your person, while you take your vest, 
And watch your safety. 

Alon. Thank you : Wondrous heavy. — 

[Alonso sleeps . Exit Ariel . 
Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them ! 
Ant. lt is the ft utility o' the climate. 

Seb. t .. Why 

Doth it not then our eye-lids sink? I find not 
Myself dispos'd to sleep. 

Ant. Nor T ; my spirits are nimble. 

They fell together all, as by consent; 

They dropp’d, as by a thunder stroke. What might, 
Worthy Sebastian ? — O, what might? — No more : — 
And yet, methinks, 1 see it in thy face, [and 

What thou should'st be : the occasion speaks thee ; 
My stiong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon tiiy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking? 

Ant . Do you not hear me speak ? 

Seb, I do ; and, surely, 

It is a sleepy language; and thou speak’st 
Out of thy sleep: What is it thou did st say? 

This is a strange repose, to be asleep 

With, eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving. 

And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 

Thou let's! thy fortune sleep — die, rather; wink’st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb . Thou dost snore distinctly ; 

There’s meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am move serious than my custom : you 
Must be so too, if heed me ; whicii to do, 

Trebi s thee o’er. 

Seb. Well ; I am standing water. 

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do so : to ebb, 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O, 

If you but knew, how you the purpose cherish, 
Whiles thus you mock’ it! how, in stripping it, 

You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed, 

Most often do so near the bottom run. 

By their own fear, or sloth. 

Seb, Pr’ythee, say on : 

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed. 

Which throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Thus, sir; 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, tins 
(Who shall be of as little memory, 

When he is earth’d,) hath here almost persuaded 
(For lie’s a spirit of persuasion only,) 

The king his sou’s alive ; 'tis as impossible 
That he's 'undrown’d, as he that sleeps here, swims?. 

Sab. I have no hope 
That he’s uudrown d. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 

What great hope have you ! No hope, that way, is 
Another way so high an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 

But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, with 

That Ferdinand is drown’d? tme, 

Seh \ He’s gone. 

Ant t 1 hen. tell me, 

Who’s the next heir of Naples? 


Seb. ■■ Claribei. 

^ Ant. She, that is queen of Tunis ; she, that civ A 
Ten leagues beyond man’s life ; she, that from Napl 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post, 

(The man i 1 the moon’s too slow,) till new born chins 
Be rough and razorable; she, from whom 
We were all sea-swai low’d, though some cast agair, 
And by that destin’d to perform an act. 

Whereof what’s past is prologue ; what to come. 

In yours and my discharge, 
f Seb. What stuff is this ? — Row vay you 

’Tis true, my brother’s daughter’s queen of Tunis 
So is she heir of Naples ; twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

( Ant. A space whose every cubit 

Sterns to cry out. How shall that Claribei 
Measure us' bach to Naples? — Keep in Tunis, 

And let Sebastian wake! — Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz’d them ; why, they were no worse 
Than now they are : there be, that can rule Naples, 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prate 
As amply, and unnecessarily, 

As this Oonzalo ; I myself could make 
A chough of as ’deep chat. 0, that you bore 
The mind that I do! what a sleep were this 
For your advancement! Do you understand met 

Seb. Methinks, I do. 

Ant. And how does your cont* 1 

Tender your own good fortune ? 

Seb . T remember. 

You did supplant your brother Pmspero. 

Ant. True. 

And, look, how well my garments sit upon me; 

Much feater than before: My brother’s servants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 

Seb. But, for your conscience— 

Ant. Ay, sir; where lies that? if it were a kibe, 
’Twould put me to my slipper : but I feel not 
This deity in my bosom ; twenty consciences, 

That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be they, 
And melt, ere they molest! Here lies your brother. 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 

If he were that which now he’s like ; whom I, 

With this obedient steel, three inches of it. 

Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus. 

To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest 
They’ll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk; 

They’ll tell the clock to any business that 
Wesay befits the hour. 

Seb. Thy case, dear friend. 

Shall be my precedent; as thou gofst Milan, 

1 11 come by Naples. Draw thy sword ; one stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay’st; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together : 

And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 

To i'all it on Gonzalo, 

Seb. 0, but one word. ( They converse apart.) 

Music. Re-enter Ariel, invisible. 

Ari • My master through his ai t foresees the danger 
That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth, 
(For else Ids project dies,) to keep them living. ^ 
(Sings m Gonzalo' s ear.f 
While you here (to snoring 
Qpen-ey'd Conspiracy 
His time doth take: 

If of life yov keep a care. 

Shake off slumber .and beware: 

Awake! Awake! 

Ant. Then let us both be sudden (They woke )* 

Gon. Now, good angels, preserve the king . 

A fan Why, now now, ho! awake! Why are you- 
Wherefore this ghastly looking? [drawn? 

q ii71 What’s the matter? 

Seb Whiles we stood here securing y our repos* 
Even now, we heard a hollow burst of OeUowipg 
1 .ike, bulls, or rather lions; did it not wake you • * 

It struck mine ear most terribly. • ,. 

. ^i on , I heard.no things 
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Ant. 0, ’twas a din to fright a monster’s ear; 
o make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lious. 

Aim. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? 

Con, Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me : 
l shak’d you, sir, and cry’d ; as mine eyes open’d, 
saw their weapons drawn : -—there was a noise, 
'hat’s verity : best stand upon our guard ; 

>r that we quit this place: let’s draw our weapons. 
Alon. Lead off this ground ; and let’s make further 
or my poor son. [search 

Con. t Heavens keep him from these beasts ! 
or he is, sure, i’ the island, 

Alon. Lead away. 

Ari. Prospero, my lord, shall know what I have 
done: (Aside.) 

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. TExeunt. 


So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. (Exeunt. 

Scene II .— Another part of the Island. 

Enter Caliban, with a burden of ivood. 

A noise of thunder heard. 

Cat All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear rne. 

And yet X needs must curse. But they’ll nor pinch, 
Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me ? the mire. 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, m the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 

Sometime like apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after, bite me; then like hedge hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare- foot way, and mount 
X heir pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am X 
All wound with adders, who, with cloven tongues, 
D> hiss me into madness : — Lo ! now ! lo! 

Enter Trinculo. 

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me, 

I’or bringing wood in slowly: I’H fall fiat; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Trin. Here’s neither bush nor shrub, to bear off 
any weather at all, and another storm brewing: X 
hear it sing iV the wind: yond’ same black cloud, 
yond’ huge one, looks like a foul bumbard that 
would shed his liquor. If it should thunder, as it did 
before, I know not where to hide my head : yond 1 


This is a scurvy tune too : but nere’s my comfort. 

(Drinks.) 

Cal. Do not torment me : O ! 

Ste. What’s the matter ? Have we devils here ? 
Do you put tricks upon us with savages, and ine» 
of Inde ? Ha ! X have not 'scap’d drowning, to be 
afeard now of your four legs; for it hath been said, 
As proper a man as ever went on four legs, cannot 
make him give ground : and it shall be said so again, 
while Stephano breathes at nostrils. 

Cal. The spirit torments me : 0 ! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with fon* 
legs; who hath got, as I take it, an ague: Wnere 
the devil should he learn our language? X will give 
him some relief, if it be but for that, of I can re 
I cover him, and keep him tame, and get to Naple* 
with him, he’s a present for any emperor that ever 
trod on neat’s-leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me, pr’ythee ; 

I’ll bring my wood home faster. 

Ste. He’s in his fit now ; and does not talk after 
the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle: if lie have 
never drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove 
his fit : if I can recover him, and keep him tame, l 
will not take too much forhitn: he shall pay for him 
that hath him, and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou wilt 
Anon, I know it by thy trembling : 

Now Prosper works op6n thee. 

. Dome on your ways ; open your month: here 
is that which will give language to you, cat: open 
your mouth : this will shake your shaking, I can tell 
yon, mid that soundly: you cannot tell who's your 
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friend : open your chaps again. 

Trin. I should know that voice: It should be~ 


same cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls.— VVhat 
J ave we here ? a man or a fish? Dead or alive ? A 


V — Ti * T.% „ , ”° ,x ; w aiive i a 

jish: he smells like a fish; a very ancient and fish- 
Iike smell ; a kind of, not of the newest, l^oor-John. 
A strange fish: Were I in England now (as once 
i was,) and had but this fish painted, riot a holyday 
tool there but would give a piece of silver: there 
would this monster make a man; any strange beast 
there makes a man: when they will not give a doit 
^relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see 
a dead Indian. Legg’d like a man ! and his fins like 
arms J YV arm, o’ my troth 1 I do now let loose my 
opinion, hold it no longer, this is no fish, but an 
islander, that hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt. 

{ I tiunaer.) Alas ! the storm is come again ; my best 
way is to creep under his gaberdine; there is no 
other shelter hereabout: Misery acquaints a man 
with strange bedfellows. I will here shroud, till 
Uie dregs of the storm be past. 

Enter Stephano, singing; a lottle in his hand. 
Stepk. 1 shall no more to sea , to sea , 

. . Here shall I die ashore 

1 ms js a very scurvy tune to sing a man’s funeral ; 
VVell, here’s my comfort. (Drinks.) 

^ the swabber, the boatswain, and I 

l he gunner, and his mate, 

Lov'd Mad, Meg , and Marian, and Margery, 

Jiut none of us ear'd for Kate : 

For she had a tongue with a tang, 

Would ary lo a sailor , Go hang : 

She loo d not the savour of tar nor of pitch, [itch : 
Xet a tailor might scratch hex where er she did 
T hen to sea, buys, and let her go hang. 
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iiut he is drowned; and these are devils : 01 de- 
fend me! — 

Ste. Four legs and two voices; a most delicate 
i n ]. 0 , n ? te 5 • His forward voice now is to speak well 
or his friend; his backward voice is to utter foul 
speeches, and to detract. If all the wine in my 
bottle, will recover him, I will help his ague : Come, 

rr , m . en * P onr s °oie in thy other month. 

Trin. Stephano, — 

® te - ( Hojh thy ether mouth call me? Mercy! 
mercy! Ibis is a devil, and no monster: X will 
leave him ? I have no long spoon. 

Trin. Stephano ! — if thou beest Stephano, touch 
rne, and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo ; — be not 
afeard, — thy good friend Trinculo. 


these are they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed! 
How camst thou to be the siege of this moon-calf'* 
Lan he vent Trinculos ? 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder- 
stroke But art thou not drowned, Stephano? I 
hope now, thou art not drowned. Is the storm 
overblown ? I hid me under the dead moon-calf’s 
gaberdine, for fear of the storm : And art thou living 
Stephano? 0 Stephano, two Neapolitans ’scap’d j 

o/e. Pr’ythee, do not turn me about; my stomach 
is not constant. 

rnF?J' T , ,iese be fi , ne thin ? s > an if they be not sprites. 

J hats a brave god, and bears celestial liquor* 

X will kneel to him. 

Ste. How didst thou ’scape? how cam’st thou 
hither ? swear by this bottle, how thou cam’st hither, 
l escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailots 


l escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailots 
heaved over-board, by this bottle! which I made 
of the bark of a tree, with mine own hands since I 
was cast a shore. 4 

Cal. I'll swear, upon that bottle, to be thy 

Trim cnKiari* . ft.. v: . • , 7 ,1 , * 


1 rne subject ; for the liquor is not earthly. 
&te : Here ; Swear then how thou escap’dst. 


rn * V, 7 ~ wvu cisurt j ua 

Inn. Swam a- shore, man, like a duck; I can 
swim like a duck, I'll be sworn. 

AY* Here kiss the book : though thou cans! 
swim .like a duck, thou art made like a goose. 

Itin. O Stephano, hast am? .mure of this ? — 
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Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock 
hv the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now, 
moon-calf? how does thine ague? 

Cal. Hast thou not dropped from heaven? 

Ste. Out o’ the moon, I do assure thee : I was 
the man in the moon, when time' was. 

Cal. I have seen thee in her, and 1 do adore thee : 
My mistress shewed me thee, thy dog, and bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that ; kiss the book : I will 
farnish it anon with new contents : swear. 

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow 
monster: — I afeard of him ? — a very weak monster: 
—The man i’ the moon?— a most poor credulous 
monster : Well draw n, monster, in good sooth. 

Cal. I’ll shew thee every fertile inch o’ the island; 
And kiss thy foot : I pr’ythee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
monster; when his god’s asleep, he’ll rob his bottle. 

Cal. I’ll kiss thy foot : I’ll swear myself thy sub- 

Ste, Gome on then ; down, and swear. ' fleet. 

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy- 
headed monster : A most scurvy monster 1 1 could 
find in my heart to heat him, — 

Ste. Come, kiss 

Trin , —but that the poor monster’s in drink : an 
abominable monster ! [thee berries ; 

Cal. I’ll shew thee the best springs; I’ll pluck 
I’ll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve l 
I’ll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee. 

Thou wond’rous man. 

Trin. A most ridiculous monster; to make a 
wonder of a poor drunkard. 

Cal. I pr’ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow; 
And I, with my long nails, will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Shew thee a jay’s nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble mannozet ; I’ll bring thee 
To ciust’ring filberds, and sometimes I’ll get thee 
Young sea-melts from the rock. Wilt thou go with me? 

Ste. I pr’ythee now, lead the way, without any 
more talking.— Trinculo, the king and all our com- 
pany else being drowned, we will inherit here. — 
Here; bear my bottle. Fellow Trinculo, we’ll fill 
him by and by again. 

Cal. Farewell, master ; far etc ell, farewell. 

(Sings dt'unkenly.) 

Trin . A howling monster ; a drunken monster. 

Cal. No more clams Til make for fish; 

Nor fetch in firing 
At requiring , 

Nor scrape Irene hering, nor wash dish; 
’Ban, "Ban, Ca — Caliban, 

Has a new master— -Get a new man. 
Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom, 
hey day, freedom ! 

Ste . 0 brave monster! lead the way. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Before Prospero's Cell. 

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log. 

Fer. There be some sports are painful ; but their 
labour 

Delight in them sets off : some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as ’tis odious ; but 
The mistress, which i serve, quickens What’s dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures: 0, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father’s crabbed ; 
And he’s compos’d of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction : my sweet mistress 
Weeps, when sue sees me work ; and says, such 
Had ne’er like executor. 1 forget: ’ [baseness 

But these sweet thong hts do even refresh my labours; 
Most busy -less, when 1 do it. 

Enter Miranda; and Prospero at a distance. 

Mira Alas, now 1 pray you, 

Work not so hard : I would, t/ie lightning had 


Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin’d to pile! 
Pray, set it down, and rest yoft • when this burns, 
’Twill weep for having wearigd you. My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself; 

He’s safe for these three hours. 

Fer. O most dear mistress 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mira. # If you’ll sit down. 

I’ll bear your logs the while • Pray give me that; 

I’ll carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, precious creature. 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, 

While I sit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me 

As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it. 
And yours against. 

Pro . Poor worm ! thou art infected. 

This visitation shews it. 

Mira. You look wearily, [me 

Fer . No, noble mistress ; ’tis fresh morning with 
When you are by at night, ' I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that X might set it in my prayers,) 

What is your name? 



What is your name? 

Mira. Miranda : — 0 my father, 

I have broke your hest to say so .' 

Fer. Admir’d Miranda. 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What’s dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I lik’d several women ; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d. 

And put it to the foil hut you, 0 you, , 

So perfect, and so peerless, are created j 

Of every creature’s best. 

Mira. I do not know 

One of my sex ; no woman’s face remember, 

Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have 1 Seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend. 
And my dear father* how features are abroad, 

I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty, 

(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 

Nor can imagination form a shape, 

Besides yourself, to like of - but 1 prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts 
Therein forget. 

Fer . I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda ; 1 do think, a king ; 

(I would, not so ! ) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak: 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides. 

To make me slave to it; and, for your sake,' 

Am I this patient log-man. 

Mira. Do you love me ? 

Fer. 0 heaven, 0 earth, bear witness to this sound* 
And crown what I profess with kind ev'ent. 

If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief ! I, 

Beyond all limit of what else i’ the world. 

Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool. 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Hea\ ens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mice nn worthiness, that dare not offer 
•What I desire to give; and much less take. 

What I shall die to waut : but this is tiifiiug ; 

And all the more it seeks to inde itself. 

The bigger bulk it shews. Hence, bashful canning] 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence 
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am your wife, if you will marry me , 

_ f not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me; but I’ll be your servant. 
Whether you will or no, 

E'er. My mistress, dearest, 

And 1 thus bumble ever. 

Mira. My* husband then ? 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
A s bondage e’er of freedom ; here’s my hand. 

Mira And mine, with my heart in t : And now 
farewell, 

Till half an hour hence. ' 

J? erm A thousand ! thousand ! 

[Exeunt Fer. arid Mir. 
Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 

Who are surpris’d with all ; out my rejoicing 
At nothing can he more. I'll, to my book ; 

For yet, ere supper time, must I perform . 

Much business appertaining. LEntf. 

Scene —Another part of the Island. 
Enter Stepha.no and Trinculo ; Caliban fol- 
lowing , with a bottle. 

Ste. Tell not me when the butt is out, we will 
drink water; not a drop before : therefore bear up, 
and board ’em : Se mint-monster, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant monster? the folly of this island ! 
They say, there’s but five upon this isle : we are 
three of them ; if the other two be brained like us, 
the state totters. 

Sie. Drink, servant -monster, when I bid thee; 
thy eyes are almost set in thy head. 

Trin. Where should they be set else? he were a 
brave monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Sie. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue 
in sack : fur my part, the sea cannot, drown me : I 
swam, ere I could recover the shore, five-and-thirty 
leagues, off and on, by this light Thou-sha.lt be my 
lieutenant, monster, or my standard. ^ [standard. 
Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list; he’s no 
Sie. We’ll not run, monsieur monster. 

Trin. Nor go neither: but you'll lie, like dogs; 
and yet say nothing neither. 

Ste, Mooncalf’, speak once in thy life, if thou 
beest a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy shoe : 
I’ll not serve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou best, most ignorant monster; I am 
in case to jostle a constable. Why, thou deboshed 
fish thou, was there ever a man a coward that hath 
drunk so much sack as I to-day ? Wilt thou tell a 
monstrous lie, being but half a fish, and half a 
monster ? 

Cal. Lo, How he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, 
my lord ? 

Trin. Lord, quoth he! — that a monster should 
be such a natural ! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr’ythee. 
Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head ; 
if you prove a mutineer, the next tree — The poor 
monster’s my subject, and he shall not sutler in- 
dignity. 

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d 
to hearken once again the suit I made thee? 

Ste. Marry will I : kneel and repeat it; I will 
stand, and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariel, invisible. 

Cal. As I told thee 
Before, I am subject to a tyrant ; 

A sorcerer, that by his cunning hath 
Cheated me of this island. 

Arh . Thou liest. 

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ! 
would mv valiant master would destroy thee : 

I do not lie. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in his 
tale, by this hand, l will supplant some of your 
Trin. Why, 1 said nothing. [teeth. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more. — (To Caliban.) 
Proceed ' 


Cal. I say, by streery he got this isle , 

From me he got it. If thy greatness will 
Revenge it on him — Tor, I know, thou dar’st ; 

But this thing* dare not. 

Ste. Thai’s most certain. . . . 

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it, and Til serve thee, 

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? Lausi 
thou bring me to the party ? , 

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord ; I’ll yield him thee asleep 
Where thou rnay’st knock a nail in his head. 

Ari. Thou liest, thou canst not. , [patch.-** 

Cal. What a pied ninny’s this? Hum scurvy 
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows, 

And take his bottle from him : when that’s gone, 

He shall drink nought but brine ; tor i’ll not shew 
Where the quick freshes are, [him 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger ; inter* 
ru t the rnonster one word further, and, by this 
hand, I’ll turn my mercy out of doors, and make a 
stock-fish of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing: I'll go 
further off. 

Ste. Didst thou not say, he Tied ? 

Ari Thou liest ,, , . , ' 

Ste. Do I so ? take thou that. (Strikes him.) As 
you like this, give me the lie mother time 

Trin. I did not give tne lie Out o’ your wits, 

and hearing too ? A pox o’ your bottle ! this can 

sack, and drinking do.— A murrain on your monster, 
and the devil take your fingers! 

Cal . Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Pr’ythee 
stand further off. 

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time, 

I’ll beat him too. 

Ste. Stand further. — Come, proceed. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a custom with him 
I’ the afternoon to sleep : there thou may's! brain (run 
Having first seiz’d his hooks; or vyitli a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake. 

Or cut his wezand with thy knife : remember, 

First to possess his books ; for without them 

He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 

One spirit to command : they all do hate him. 

As rootedlv as I : burn but his books ; 

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,) 
Which, when he lias a house, lie’ll deck withal 
And that most deeply to consider, is 
The beauty of his daughter; he himself 
Calls her a nonpareil : I ne’er saw woman 
But only Sycorax my dam, and she ; 

But she as far surpassed! Sycorax, 

As greatest does least. 

Ste. Is it so brave a lass ? 

Cal. Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Ste. Monster, I will kill this man : his .daughter 
and I will be king and queen ; ( save our graces ! } 
and Trinculo and thyself shall be viceroys : — Dost 
thou like the plot, Trinculo? 

Trin, Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand; l am sorry I beat thee; 
but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 
Wilt thou destroy h.rn then? 

Ste. _ Ay, on mine honour. 

Ari This will 1 tell my master. 

Cal. Thou rnak’st me merry : I am full of pleasure 
Let us be jocund : will you troll the catch 
Yon taught me but while-ere ? 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, 
any reason : Come on, Trinculo let us sing, (Sings ) 

Float 'em, and shout 'em ; mid shout 'em, and 
Thought is free. [flout 'em ; 

Cal. That’s not the tune. 

(Ariel plays the tune ot a tabor and pipe.) 

Ste. What is this same ? 

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played by the 
picture of No -body. 
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Ste. If thou 'freest a man, chew thyself in thy 
likeness : if thou freest a devil, take it as thou list. 
Trin. 0, forgive me my sins! 

Ste. He that d es, pays all debts ; I defy thee : — 
Mercy upon us! 

Cal. Art thou afeard? 
rate. No, monster, not L 
Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is fall of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears; and sometimes voices, 
Thg.t, if 1 then had wak’d after long sleep, 

Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming, 
The < loads, methought, would open, and shew riches 
Heady to drop upon me ; that, when 1 wak’d, 

I cry’d to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to roe, 
where I simll have my music for nothing. 

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall he by and by : I remember the 
store. [and after, do our work. 

Trin. The sound is going away : let’s follow it, 
Ste. Lead, monster; we’ll follow. — I would, l 
could see this' laborer ; he lays, it on. 

Trin. Wilt come ? I’ll follow, Stephano. [ Exeunt . 

Scene III. — Another part of the Island. 
Enter Alonso. Sebastian. Antonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Francisco, and others. 

Go??.. By’r lakin, i can go no further, sir; 

My old bones ache : here’s a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth* rights, and meanders! By your pa- 
I needs must rest me. [fcience, 

Alon. Old lord, 1 cannot blame thee. 

Who am mvseif attach’d with _ weariness, 

To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest. 
Even here I will put oil’ my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown’d, 

Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on laud. Well, let him go. 
A?it. I am right glad that he’s so out of hope. 

(Aside to Sebastian 

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That yo \ resolv’d to effect 
Seb. The next advantage 

Will we take thoroughly. 

Ant. Let it be to-night ; 

For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance. 

As when they are fresh. 

Seb. I say, to-night ; no more. 

Solemn, and strange music ; and Prospero above , 
invisible Enter several strange Shapes y bring- 
ing in a banquet ; they dance about it with gentle 
actions of salutation ; and, inviting the King, 
§fc. to eat , they depart. 

Alon. .What harmony is this? my good friends, 
Gon. Marvellous sweet music ! [hark ! 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens! What 
were these ? 

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe. 

That there are unicorns ; that in Arabia 

There is one tree, . the phoenix’ throne; one phoenix 

At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. I’ll believe both ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me, 

And I’ll be sworn 'tis true: Travellers ne’er did lie. 
Though tools at home condemn them. 

% Gon. If in Naples 

l should report this now, would they believe me Y 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, 

(For, certes, these are people of the island,) 

Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet y note. 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pro. Honest lord. 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present, 
Are worse than devils, (Aside.) 

Alon . I cannot too much muse. 




Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound * 
pressing 

(Although they want the nse of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. . ■ 

Pro. Praise in departing. 

Fran. They vanish’d strangely. 

Seb. No matter, sines 

They have left their viands behind ; for we have 
stomachs. — 

Will’t please you taste of what is here ? 

Aloti. ' Not I. 

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. W hen we 
were boys, 

Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had banging 
at them 

Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men, 
Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now we 
Each putter-out on five for one, will bring us [find 
Good warrant ol’. 

Alon. I will stand to, and feed. 

Although my last : no matter, since I feel 
The best is past: — Brother, my lord the duke. 

Stand to, and do as we. 

Thunder and lightning Enter Ariel like a harpy 
claps his wings upw the table , and with a quaint 
device, the banquet vanishes. 

Ari. You are three tnen of sin, whom destiny 
(That hath to instrument tins lower world, 

And what is in’t,) the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit; you ’mongst men 
Being most unfit to live, I have made yon mad ; 

(Seeing Alon. Seb . §'c. draw their swords.) 
And even with such like valour, men hum* and drown 
Their proper selves. You fools! 1 and my fellows 
Are ministers of fate ; the elements, 

Of whom your swords are temper’d, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with be mock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that’s in my plume ; my fellow-minister 
Are like invulnerable: if you could hurt. 

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths 
And will not be uplifted ; but, remember, 

(For that’s my business to you,) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero , 

Expos’d unto the sea, which hath requit. it 
Him, and his innocent child : for winch foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
fneens’d the seas and shtfres. yea, all the creatures 
Against your peace : thee, of thy son, Alonso, 

Tney have bereft ; and do pronounce by me, 
Ling’ring perdition (worse than any death 
Can be at once,) shall step by step attend [from 
You and your Ways; whose wraths to guard you 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart’s sorrow, 
And a clear life ensuing. 

He vanishes in thunder : then, to soft music , enter 
the Shapes again , and dance with mops and 
znowes. and carry out the table. [hast thou 
Pro. (AszWe.) Bravely tin* figure of this harpy 
Perform’d, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring . 

Of my instruction hast thou nothing ’hated. 

In what thou hadst to say ; so, with good life, 

And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done: mv high charms woi k. 
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in my power; 
And in these fits i leave them, whilst I \ tsit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,. 
And his and my lov ed darling. 

[Exit Pro. from above. 
Gon. I’ the name of something holy, sir, why stand 
In this strange stare r * . [you 

Alon. . 0, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
Tfre winds did sing it to me; and the thunder, 

That deep and dreadful oigan-nipe, pronounc'd; 

The name of Prosper ; it dio oass my trespass 
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therefore tny son i’ the ooze is bedded ; and 
’ll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded, 

And with him there lie xnudded. [Exit. 

Seb. But one fiend at a time, 

1 11 fight their legions o’er. _ 

I’ll be thy second. 
[Exeunt Seb. and Ant 
Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their great 
Like, poison given to work a great time after, [guilt, 
Now ’gins to bite the spirits I do beseech you, 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly. 

And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

^ FoUow ’ Ipr &. 
ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Before Prosperous Cell. 

Enter Prospero, Ferdinand, an ^Miranda, 
Pro. If I have too austerely punish’d you, 

Vour compensation makes amends j for 1 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life. 

Or that, for which I live ; whom once again 
l tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore heaven, 

I ratify this my rich gift. 0 Ferdinand, 

Do not smile at me, that I boast her off. 

For thou shall find she will outstrip all praise. 

And make it halt behind her. 

per. 1 do believe it, 

Against an oracle. 

Pro . Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition 
Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter : but 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister’d, 

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow; but barren hate, 

Sour ey’d disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly. 

That you shall hate it both: therefore, take heed, 

As Hymen’s lamps shall light you. 

Par. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life, 

With such love as ’tis now; the murkiest den, 

The most opportune place, the strong’st suggestion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust ; to take away* 

The edge of that day’s celebration, 

When 1 shall think, or Phoebus’ steeds are founder’d. 
Or night kept chain’d below. 

Pro. Fairly spoke: 

Sit, then, and talk with her, she is thine own. — * 
What, Ariel ; my industrious servant, Ariel ! 

Enter Ariel. 

Art. What would my potent master? here I am. 
Pro , Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such another trick ; go, bring the rabble, 

O’er whom I gave thee power, here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art ; it is iny promise. 

And they expect it from me. 

Art. Presently? 

Pro Ay, with a twink. 

in, Before you can say, Come, and go, 

And bieathe twice ; and cry, so, so; 

Each one, tripping on his toe, 

Will be here with mop and mowe: 

Do you love me, master? no. 
v Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach. 
Till tiio.u dost hear me call, 
in. Well, I conceive. [Exit. 

Pro . Look, thou be true : do not give dalliance 
Too much the r^in : the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire f the blood : be more abstemious. 

Or else, good night, your vo w ! 


Per. I warrant you, sir; 

The white-cold virgin snow udoii mv heari 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pro. ' . Well.— * 

Now come, my Ariel ; bring a corollary, 

Rather thau want a spirit : appear, and pertly.-- 
No tongue ; all eyes ; be silent (Soft music.) 

A Masque. Enter Iris 
Iris, Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ; 

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 

And flat meads, thatch’d with stover, them to keep 
Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims, 

Which spongy April at thy hest betrims, [groves 
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and the broom 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 

Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard ; 

And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard, 

Where thou thyself dost air : the queen o’ the sky. 
Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I, 

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace 
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place. 

To come and sport: her peacocks fly amain 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain 
* Enter Ceres 

Cer Hail! many- colour’d messenger, that ne’et 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; 

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers; 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshrnbb’d down, 

I Rich scarf to my proud earth ; why hath thy queen 
Summon’d me hither, to this short-grass'd green? 

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate; 

And some donation freely to estate 
On the bless’d lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow, 

If Venus, or her son, as thou dost, know. 

Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got. 

Her and her blind boy’s scanaal’d company 
I have forsworn. 

Iris. Of her society 4 

Be not afraid ; I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-drawn with her; here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and rnaicl. 
Whose vows are that no bed ride shall be paid 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain ; 

Mars’s hot minion is return’d again ; 

Her waspish-headed son lias broke his arrows, 
Swears lie will shoot no more, but play with sparrows 
And be a boy right out. 

Cer. Highest queen of state. 

Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait 
Enter Juno. 

Jun. How does my bounteous sister? Go with mi* 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be 
And honour'd in their issue. 

SONG. 

Jun. Honour , riches, marriage-blessing , 

Long continuance, and increasing. 
Hourly joys be stilt upon you l 
Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Cer. Earth’s increase, and foizon plenty; 
Bands and garners never empty ; 

Vines , with dust' ring bunches growing # 
Plants , with goodly burden bowing ; 
Spring come to you. at the farthest. 

In the very end of harvest : 

Scarcity, and want . shall shun you ; 
Ceres’ blessing so is on you. 

Fer. Tins is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits? 

Pro. Spirits, which by mi* ■ «ri 

I have from their confines call’d to enact 
My present fancies. 
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Per. Let me live here ever ; 

So rare a wonder’d father, and a wife, 

Make this place Paradise. (Juno and Ceres whisper, 
and send Iris on employment.) 

Pro. Sweet now, silence ; 

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously ; 

There’s something else to do: hush, and be mute, 
Or else our spell is marr’d. ■■ [brooks, 

Iris. You nymphs, call’d Naiads, of the wand'ring 
With your s edg’d crowns, and ever harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons ; Juno does command : 

Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

Yon sun -burn’ d sicklenten, of August weary. 

Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; 

Make holy day : your rye- straw hats put on, 

And these fres.it nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter' 'certain Reapers, properly habited: they 
join with ike Nymphs in a graceful dance; 
towards the end whereof Prospe.ro starts sud- 
denly , and speaks ; after which, to a strange, 
hollow, and confused noise, they heavily vanish. 
Pro. (Aside.) I had forgot that lout conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates, 

Against my life; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. — (To the Spirits.) Well done ; — 
avoid ; — no more. [passion 

Per. This is most strange : your father’s in some 
That works him strongly. 

Mira. Never till this day, 

Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper’d. 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov’d sort, 

As if you were dismay’d : be cheerful, sir: 

Our revels now are ended : these our actors. 

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 

The cloud- capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces. 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 

And, like this unsubstantial pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind : we are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. — Sir, I am vex’d ; 

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturb d with my infirmity : 

If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 

And there repose ; a turn or two I’ll walk. 

To still my beating mind. 

Per. Mira. We wish you peace. 

[Exeunt. 

Pro. Come with a thought : — I thank you : — 
Ariel, come. 

Enter Artel. 

Art. Thy thoughts I cleave to : What’s thy plea- 
Pro. Spirit, [sure ? 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Art . Ay, my commander; when 1 presented Ceres, 
I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear'd, 

Lest I might anger thee. [varlets? 

Pro. Say again,, where didst thou leave these 
Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drink- 
So full of valour, that they smote the air [ing ; 
For breathiug in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet : yet always bending 
Toward their project : then I beat my tabor, 

At which, like unback’d colts, they prick’d their ears, 
Advanc'd their eye lids, lifted up their noses. 

As they smelt music ; so I charm’d their ears, 

That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d, through 
Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and 
thorns. 

Which enter’d their frail shins : at last I left them 
I’ the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 

There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O’erstimk their feet 


Pro . „ This was well done, my bird* 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still : 

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither. 

For stale to catch these thieves. 

Ari I go, I go. . [Exit. 

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains, 

Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost , 

And as, with age, his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers I will plague them all, 

Re-enter Ariel Joaden with glistering apparel, § c 
Even to roaring : — Come, hang them on this line. 

(Prospero and Ariel remain invisible.) 
Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet 
Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole 
may not 

Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell, 

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a 
harmless fairy, has done little better than played the 
Jack with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at 
which my nose is in great indignation. 

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster ? If I 
should take a displeasure against you ; look you, 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Good, my lord, give me thy favour still ! 

Be patient, for the prize I’ll bring thee to [softly. 
Shall hoodwink tins mischance : therefore, speak 
All’s hush’d as midnight yet. 

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool, — 
Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in 
that, monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting : yet 
this is your harmless fairy, monster. 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er 
I ears for my labour. 

Cal. Pr’y thee, my king, be quiet : seest thou here, 
This is the month o’the cejl : no noise, and eufe* 

Do^ that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 

For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Give me thy hand : Ido begin to have bloody 
thoughts. 

Trin. O king Stephano ! Opeerl O worthy ** 
Stephano ! took, what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, ho, monster; we know what belongs U 
a frippery: — O king Stephano ! 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by.this hand, 

I’ll have that gown. 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it. [mean, 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you 
To doat thus on such luggage ? Let’s along, 

And do the murder first : if he awake, 

From toe to crown he’ll fill our skins with pinches ; 
Make us strange stuff. 

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. — Mistress line, is not 
this my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line : 
now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, and pro^e 
a bald jerkin. 

Trin. Do, do: we steal byline and level, and 
like your grace. 

Ste. I thank thee for that jest ; here’s a garmen 
fort, wit shall not go unrewarded, while I am king 
of this country * Steal by line and level, is an oxcel- 
” lent pass of pate ; there’s another garment for’t 
Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon your 
fingers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I will have none on’t : we shall lose our time, 
And all be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers; help to near 
this away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I’ll 
turn you out of my kingdom : go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

Ste. Ay, and this. 

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits pi 
shape of hounds, and mint ' them about; Pro* 
t pero and Ariel setting them on . . 
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Pro. Hey, Mountain hey! 

Ari. Silver ! there it goes. Silver ! 

Pm Fury , Fury! there. Tyrant , there ! hark, 
hark ! [Cal. Ste.and Trin. are driven out. 
Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten op their sinews 
With aged cramps ; and more pinch-spotted make 
than pard, or cat o’ mountain. [them, 

Ari. Hark, they roar. 

Pro. Let them he hunted soundly. At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies: 

Shortly .shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom.: for a little, 

Follow, and do me service. [ Exeunt . 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — Before the Cell of Prosperd. 
Enter Prospero in his magic robes ; and Ariel. 

Pro . Now does my project gather to a head : 

My charms crack not; my spirits obey; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How]s the day ? 

Ari. On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 

Pro. I did say so. 

When first I rais’d the tempest. Say, my spirit, 
How fares the king and his ? 

Ari. Confin’d together 

In the same fashion as you gave in charge , 

* Just as you left them, sir; ail prisoners 

In the lime grove, which weather- fends your cell; 
They cannot budge, till you release. The king, 

His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 

Brim-full of sorrow, and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him you term’d, sir. The good, old lord Gonzalo ; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter’s drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works 
That if you now beheld them, your affections [.them. 
Would become teuder. 

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Ari. Mine would, sir, were 1 human. 

Pro. ' And mine shall. 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling, 

Of thei r afflictions '/ and shall not myself, 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 

Passion as they, be kindlier mov’d than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs, 1 am struck to the 
Yet, with my nobler reason gainst my fury [quick. 
Do 1 take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent. 

The sole drift ol rnv purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further: .Go, release them, Ariel; 

My charms Til break, their senses I’ll restore, 

And they shall be themselves. 

4 n * v , - , M1 PH fetch them , sir. [Exit. 

Pro. j e elves of lulls, brooks, standing lakes, and 
And ye, that on the sands with printless foot [groves 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, ’ 
When lie comes back ; you demi-puppets, that 
Bv moon-shine do the green-sour ringlets make, 

VY hereof the ewe not bites ; and yon, whose pastime 
,*f to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 
A? r , r solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
'(Weak masters though ye be,)'l have be-dimm’d 
1 he noon tide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds. 
And twixt the green sea and the asur’d vault 
roaring war ; to the dread rattling thunder 
fire, and ri.-ted Jove’s stout oak 
With his own bolt : the strong-bas’d promontory 
Have 1 made shake ; and by the spurs pluck’d up 
i he pine and cedar: graves, at my command. 

Have waked their sleepers; oped, and let them forth 
By my so potent art. But tuis rough magic 
I here abjure : and, when t have requir’d 
home heavenly musk, (which even now I do ) 

1 o work mine end upon their senses, tha 
I his airy charm is for. 111 break my staff 
bfiry it certain fathom! in the earth. 


And deeper than did ever plummet sound. 

I’ll drown my book. [Solemn music,) 

Re-enter Ariel: after him Alonso, with a frantic 
gesture, attended by Gonzalo ; Sebastian ana 
Antonio in like manner , attended by Adrian 
and Francisco ; they all enter the circle which 
Prospero had made , and there stand charmed ,* 
which Prospero observing, speaks. 

A solemn air, and the best comfortei k 

. To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, ■ 

: Now useless, bail’d within thy skull ! There stand. 

For you are speil-stopp’d. — 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man. 

Mine ’eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine, 

Fall feflowly drops.— 1 The charm dissolves apace ; 
And as the morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer reason.— 0 my good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 
To him thou folio w’st ; 1 will pay thy graces 
Home, both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso use me and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act; — 

Thpu’rt pinch'd fort now, Sebastian.— -Flesh and 
You brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, [blood 
Ex pell d remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian, 
(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,} 
Would here have kill’d your kina ; I do forgive thee. 
Unnatural though thou art ! — Their understanding 
Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide 
Will shortly fill the reasonable shores, 

That now lie foul and muddy, Notone of them. 
That yet looks on me, or would know me :— Ariel 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell* [Exit Art 
1 wiil dis-case me, and myself present. 

As I was sometime Milan : — quickly, spirit; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. fptrs 

Ariel re-enters singing, and helps to attire Pr&t* 
Ari. Where the bee sucks, there suck I ; 

In a cowslip's bell I lie : 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat s back / do jhj, 

After summer,' merrily : 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live noio, 

Tinder the blossom that hangs on the hough 
Pro. Why,that’3 my dainty Ariel : 1 shall miss thee* 
But yet thou shalt have freedom: so, so, so. — 

To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art : 

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 

Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain* 

Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 

And presently, I pr’ythee. 

Ari. 1 drink the air before me, and return 
Or e’er your pulse twice beat. [Exit 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here. Some heavenly power guide ns 
Out of this fearful country i 
m^ r0 ‘ , , , Behold, sir king, 

1 he wronged duke of Milan, Prospero : 

For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body; 

And to thee, and thy company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alan. Whe’r thou beest he, or no. 

Or some enchanted trifle to Abuse me, 

As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 


£An if this be at all,) a most strange story 
Thy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat [perc 

Thou pardon me my wrongs * — But how should Bros- 
Be living, and be here ? 

Pro. ' First, nolie friend, 

Bet me embrace thine age ; whose honour cannot 
Be measur’d or confin’d. 

^i° n ‘ i r „ Whether this bo, 

Or be not. I’ll not swear 
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Pro. f You do yet taste 

Some subfilties o’ the isle, that will not let yon 
Believe things certain.— Welcome, my friends all •— 
JJqt you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

{Aside to Seb. and Ant.) 

I here could pluck his highness’ frown upon you, 
And justify you traitors ; at this time 
111 till no tales. 

Seb. The devil speaks in him. {Aside.) 

Pro. ' # No ; — 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect mv mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault; all of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know. 

Thou must restore. 

Alan. If thou beest Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation : 

How thou hast met us here, who three hours since, 
Were wreck’d trpon this shore ; where l have lost, 
How sharp the point >f this remembrance is 1 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro. lam woe for’t, sir. 

A/ on. Irreparable is the loss ; and Patience 
Says it is past her cure. 

Pro. I rather think, 

You have not sciugKt her help; of whose soft grace 
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid, 

And rest myself content. 

A! on. You the like loss ? 

Pro . As great to me, as late ; and, portable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you; for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

A Ion. A daughter? 

0 heavens ! that they were living both in Naples. 

The king and queen there 1 that they were, I wish 
Myself were madded in that oozy bed [ter ? 

Where my son lies. When did you lose yourdaugh- 

Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire, 

That they de vour their reason ; and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but, iiowso’er you have 
Been jostled from your senses, know for certain. 
That. I am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was .thrust forth of Milan ; who most strangely 
Upon this shore, where you were wreck’d, was lauded, 
To be the lord on’t. No more yet of this; 

For ’tis a chronicle of day by day, 

Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir; 

'Hus cell’s my court : here have I few attendants, 
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing; 

At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye. 

As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the Cell opens, and discovers Fer- 
dinand. and M l ran da playing at chess. 

Mir. Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Per. No, my dearest love, 

l would not for the world. 

Mira. Yes, fora score of kingdoms yon should 
And I would call it fair play. [wrangle, 

A Ion. { If this prove 

A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose, 

Seb, A most high miracle ! 

Per. Though the. seas threaten, they are merciful : 
1 have curs’d them without cause. {Per. kneels to At.) 

Alon. Now ail the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about ! 

Arise, and say how thou cam’st here. 

Mira. O ! wonder ! 

How many goodly creatures are there here ! 

How beauteous mankind is 1 O brave new world, 
That has such people iift ! 

Pro. Tis new to thee, [at play ? 

Alon. What is thjs maid, with whom thou wast 


Ycur eld’st acquaintance cannot be three hours : 

Is she the goddess that hath sever’d us. 

And brought us tnus together ? 1 

Per. Sir, she’s mortai; 

But, by immortal Providence, .she’s mine; 
i chose her^ when i could not ask my father 
For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 

Of whom so often I have heard renown. 

But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Receiv’d a second life, and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

Alon. I amber’s; 

But 0, how oddly will it sound, that 1 
Must ask my child forgiveness 1 
Pro. There, sir, step; 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that’s gone. 

Gan. I ha^e inly wept. 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, gods 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown; 

For jt is you, that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

Alon, I say. Amen, Gonzato. 

Gan. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples ? 0, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy ; ana set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars: in one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis ; 

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife, 

VV here he himself was lost; Prospero his dukedom. 

In a poor isle : and all of us, ourselves, 

When no man was his own 
Alon. Give me your hands: {To Fer. and Mir.) 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart, 

That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be’t so ! Amen! 

Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boatswain 
amazedly following. 

0 look, sir, look, sir; here are more of us ! 

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown.— Now, blasphemy, 

That swear’s*, grace o’erboard, not an oath on shcre ? 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news? 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found 
Onr king and company ; the next, our ship,— 

.Which, but three glasses since, vve gave out split, 

Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg’d, as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Ari. Sir, all tins service ) 

Hawe I done since I went. . \[Asid*.) 

Pro. My tricksy spirit ! ) 

Alon. Theseare notnatural events;they strengthen. 
From strange to stranger: — Say, how came you hi* 
Boats. Il l did think, sir, I were well awake, [ther? 

I’d strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, 

And (how we know not,) all clapp'd under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with strange and several noises, 

01 roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains. 

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible, 

We were awak’d; straightway, at liberty : 

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master 
Capering to eye her : on a trice, so please you. 

Even in a dream, were we divided from them. 

And were brought moping hither. 

Ari. Was't well done ? ) 

Pro. Bravely, »ny diligence. Thou shall ! (Aside.) 

be free. ■ ■ V 

A Ion. This is as strange a maze as e’er men tr dd l 
And there is in this business more than nature 
W as ever conduct of : some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pro. ' . Sir, my liege. 

Do nut infest your mind with beatiug on 
The strangeness of this business; at pick’d leisnr®. 
Which shad be sho.tly, single I’ll resolve you 
(Wnich to you shall seem probable,) of every 
These happen’d accidents till when, be ‘ 
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Act V. 


And thint of each thing well-Come hither s^rit: 
Set Caliban and his companions tree : [Asiae.y 

Untie tile spell [Exit Ariel.] How tares my gracious 
There are yet missing ot your company Lsir i 

Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 

Re-enter Ariel driving in Caliban, Stephano, 
and Trincclo, m their stolen apparel 
Ste. Every man shift for all the vest and let no 
man take care for himself; for a 1 is but iortime 
Coragio, bully-monster, Coragio . 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my 
head, here’s a goodly sight. . 

Cal O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed. 
How fine my master is J I am airaid 
He will chastise me. 

Seb. Ha, ha! . 

What things are these, my lord Antonio? 

Will money buy them? 

Ant . Very like ; one of them 
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pro . Mark but the badges of these men, my lords, 
Then sav, if they be true: — This mis-shapen knave, 
His mother was a witch ; and one so strong , , , 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs. 
And deal in her command, without her power : 

These three have robb’d me: and this demi-devil 
(For he’s a bastard one,) had plotted with them 
To take my life : two of these fellows you 
Must know, and own; this thing of darkness I 
AcknowWse mine, j ^ be ^ ^ 

A/on . Is not this Stephano, my drunken hut or ? 

Seb. He is drunk now: where had he wine/ [they 

Alon. And Trmculo is reeling ripe. Where should 
Find this grand liquor, that hath gilded them/— 
w cam’st thou in this.pickle / . 

Trin. I liave been m such a pickle, since I saw you 
hist, that, 1 fear me, will never out ot my bones : l 
thal] not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano? [cramp. 

Ste. 0, touch me not; I am not Stephano, but a 
Pro . You’d be king of the isle, sirrah l 
Ste. I should have been a sore one then. 

Alon This is as strange a thing as e’er I took d on. 

( Pointing to Caliban.) 
Pro. He is as disproportion^ in his manners, 


r ro, ii e is as uisprupuiuuu vi ***** 

As in his shape : — Go, Sirrah, to my cell ; 
Take with you your companions pas you took 


your companions : as you 

To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

Qal Ay, that I will; and FU be wise hereafter, 


Ana seek for grace. What a tbrice double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a god, 

And worship tins dull ^ to; away , [fonnj;t 

Alon. Hence, and bestow your lnggage where you 
Seb. Or stole it rather. [Exeunt Cal.Ste.and Trin. 
Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your tram 
To mv poor cell : where you shall take your rest 
For tliis P one night; which (part of it,) 1 11 
With such discourse, as, 1 not doubt, shall maktt 
Go quick away: the story ot my hie. 

And the particular accidents, cone by. 

Since 1 came to this isle : and m the inorn. 

I’ll bring you to your ship, and so to iNapies, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized ; 

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. ^ 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. I ll deliver all ; 

.And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel ; chick. 

That is thy charge ; then to the elements 
Be free, and tare thou well ; — [aside.) Please you 
draw near. lExeunt, 

EPILOGUE .—Spoken by Prosfero. 

Now my charms are all overthrown, 

And what strength I have's mine own 
Which is most faint: now, ’tis true. 

I must be here confin’d by you, 

Or sent to Naples. Let me not, 

Since I have mv dukedom got. 

And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island, by your spell; 

But release me from my bands, 

With the help of your good hands. 

Gentle breath of yours my sails 
Must fill, or else my project fails, 

Which was to please : now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant ; 

And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be reliev’d by prayer ; 

Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercv itself, and frees all faults. , 

As you from crimes would pardon’d he, 

Let your indulgence set me tree. 
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mentions him more; lie makes Proteus, after an interview with Silvia, say he lias only seen her picture- and if we 
may credit the old copies, lie has, by mistaking places, left his scenery inextricable, 'file reason of all nils confusion 
seems to he, that he took Ins story mini a novel, which he sometimes followed, and sometimes forsook ; sometimes remem- 
bered, and sometimes forgot. 

That this play is rightly attributed to Shakspeare, I have little doubt. If it be taken from him,, to whom shall it 
he given ? This question may be asked of all the disputed plays, except Tit us Amironicus; and it will be found more 
credible, that Shakspeare might sometimes sink below his highest flights, than that any other should rise up to hit 
tow®**. Johnson . 


rrjKE OF MILAN, Father to Silvia. 
PROTEUS^ } Gentlemen of Verona. 
ANTONIO, Father to Proteus. 

THU RIO, a foolish Rival to Valentine. 

EG LA HO UR, Agent for Silvia, in her escape. 
SPEED, a clownish Servant to Valentine. 
LAUNCE, Servant to Proteus. 


PANTHINO, Servant to Antonio, 
Must, where Julia lodges in Milan. 
Outlaws . 


I), 'a foolish Rival to Valentine. IU L ,UV * ^ ad .l f ?/ Verona, beloved hy Proteus. 

OUR, Agent for Silvia, in her escape. r UA4A.F* Jd u H s Daughter, beloved by Valentine, 

a clownish Servant to Valentine. LICL1TA, Waiting-woman to Julia. 

E, Servant to Proteus. Servants, Musicians. 

Scene, — Sometimes in Verojia ; sometimes in Milan; and on the Frontiers of Mantua. 


ACT T. Is turn'd to folly; blasting* in the bud. 

Scene I .—An open Place in Verona. Losing his verdure even in the prime, 

t, . -xr 7 m And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

Fnter Valentine and 1- roteus. But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee, 

Val Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus; That art a votary to fond desire ? 

Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits : Q nce more adieu : my father at the road 

v> er t not, affection chains thy tender days Expects my coming, there to see me shipp’d. 

To the sweet glances ot thy honour’d love p ro . And thither will I bring thee, Valentine 

I rather would entreat thy company, Val. Sweet Proteus, no ; now let ns take our leave 

10 see trie wonders 01 the world abroad, At Milan, let me hear from thee by letters, 

I nan living dully s niggard iz d at home, Of thy success in love, and what news else 

VV ear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. Betideth here, in absence of thy friend ; 

But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein, And I likewise will visit thee with mine.' 

liven as I would, when I to love begin. Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan 1 

Pro. Wilt thou begone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu ! Val. As much to you at home! and so, farewell. 

I hink on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, seest [Exit ValenhK* 

Some rare note- worthy object in thy travel : Pro. He after honour hunts, T after love, 

vvish me partaker in thy happiness, ^ He leaves his friends, to dignify them more ; 

v> lien thou dost meet good hap ; and, m thy danger, J leave myselfV my friends, and all for love. 

11 ever danger do em iron l fcce. Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me ; 

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, Made me neglect my studies, lose mv time,! 

for I will be thy bead's- man, Valentine. War with good counsel, set the world at nought? 

Val And on a love-book pray for my success. Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought 

Pro. Upon some hook I love, I’ll pray for thee. 

Val. That’s on some shallow story of deep love, Enter Speed. 

How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont. Speed. Sir Proteus, save you: saw you my master? 

Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love; Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for 

Forjie was more than over shoes in love. Milan. 

Val. ’Tis true ; for you are over boots in love. Speed. Twenty to one then, he is shipp'd already 

And yet you never swam the Hellespont. And I have play’d the sheep, in losing him. 

Pro. Over the boots ? nay, give me not the boots. Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray, 

Val. No, I’ll not, tor it boots thee not. An if the shepherd be awhile away. 

Pro. What? Speed. You conclude that my master is a shepherd 


In love, where scorn is bought with groans; coy 
looks. 

With heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment’s mirth, 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights ; 

If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain ; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won; 

However, but a folly bought with wit, 

Or else a wit hy folly vanquished. 

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool. 
Val. So, by your circumstance, I fear, you’ll 
, prove. 

Pro. ’Tis love you cavil at ; I am not love- 
Val. Love is your master, for he masters you ; 
And he, that is so yoked by a fool, 

Methinks. should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro. Yet writers say, As in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Val. And writers say. As the most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 


v . w„.:: ... 


To be then, and I a sheep? 


Pro. I do. [ I wake or sleep. 

Speed. Why then my horns are his horns, whether 

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep 

Speed. This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro. True ; and thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that Tran deny by a circumstance. 

Pro. It shall go hard, but I’ll prove it by another 

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the 
sheep the shepherd; but 1 seek my master, and my 
master seeks not' me ; therefore, I ain no sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, 
the shepherd for food follows not the sheep ; thou for 
Wages followest thy master, thy master for wages 
follows not thee : therefore, thou art a sheep. 

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry baa. 

Pro. But dost thou hear ? gav’st thou my letter (to 
Julia? 

Speed. Ay, sir; I, a lost mutton, gave your letter 
to her, a laced mutton; and she, a laced mutton, 
ga ve me, a lost mutton, nothing for my labotr . 

Pro , Here’s too small a pasture for such a store. 

2 
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it u . [best stick her. 

9t Speed. If the ground be overcharged, you ■ 
l^o. Nay, hi that you are « 

Vm SpJct' Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me 
Pro. You mistake; I mean the pound, a pmlold. 
Speed, from a pound to a pm? fold it orermd 

>Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your 

£ieJ*l. tWhat ^ * S ” [Speed nods. 

A Nod, I; why, that's noddy. 

Speed. You mistook, sir ; I say, she did nod : and 
you ask me, if she did nod ; and I say, *. 

..... a 

IMM Srars . » r fJg 

Speed. Well, i perceive, I must be lain to beai 

Why, sir, how do you bear with me ? 

Speed. Marry, sir, the letter very orderly ; hav- 
W nothing but the word, noddy, for my pains. 

' °p ro Beslirew me, but you have a quick wit. 

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief: what 

^Speel Open your purse, that the money, and the 
matter, may be both at once delivered. I she . 

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains: what said 
Speed. Truly, sir. I think you’ll hardly win her. 
Pro. Why ? Could’st thou perceive so much Irom 

^ Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from 
her: no, not so much as a ducat tor delivering your 
letter : and being so hard to me that brought your 
mind, I fear, she’ll prove as hard to you m telling 
her mind. Give her no token but stones; tor shes as 
hard as steel. 

Pro. VV hat, said she nothing ? 

Speed. No, not so much as— take this jar thy 
pains. To testify your bounty, I thank you, you have 
testem’d me : in requital whereoi, henceforth earr 
your letters yourself: and so, sir, I’ll commend you 
to my master. I wrecic ; 

Pro. Go, go, be g'me, to save your ship irom 
Which cannot perish, having thee aboard, 

Being destined to a drier death on shore :— 

I must go send some better messenger ; 

I fear, my Julia would not deign my lines. 

Receiving them trom such a worthless 

Scene II . — The same. Garden of Julia s House . 
Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 

. WouPdst thou then counsel me to fall in love l 

Luc. Ay, madam, so you stumble not unhecmE' y. 
Jul . Of all the fair resort of gentlemen. 

That every day with purle encounter me, 

In thy opinion, which is worthiest love? 

Luc. Please you, repeat their names, I'll shew 
According to my shallow simple skill. [my mind 
Jul. What tmnk’st thou of the fair sir Eg l amour . 
Luc . As jf a knight well-spoken, neat and fine ; 
But, were I yon, lie never should be mine. 

Jul. What think’st thou of the rich Mercatio? 
hue. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so, so. 
ful. Wnat think’st tlion of the genhe Proteus? 
Luc . Lord, lord. 1 to see what folly reigns in us! 
Jul. How now ! w hat nieaus this passion at his 
name ? 

Luc. Pardon, dear madam ; ’tis a passing shame, 
Tiiat 1, unworthy body as 1 am, 

Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. 

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest? 

Luc Then thus, of many good I think him 

Jul . Your reason? [best. 

Luc. I have no other but a woman s reason ; 

I think him so. because I think him so. 


Jul And would’st thou have me cast my love on him? 
Xtc Ay?if you thought your love not cast away. 
Jul Wiiv, he of all rhe rest hath never nwv d m<?. 
Luc. Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. 
Jul. His little speaking shews his love b ' ‘ "...all. 
Lne Fire, that is closest kept, burns most of all. 
Jul They do not love, that do not show their love. 
Luc. O, they love least, that let men know heir 
Jul I would, I knew his mind. L > ov ® 

£uc. Peruse this paper, madam 

Jul To Julia, — Say, from whom ? 

jj UC That the contents will shew 

JW.Say, say ; who gave it thee ? 

Luc. Sir Valentines page ; and sent, I think, troic 
^rot6us * 

He would have given it you, but I, being in the way 
Did in your name receive it ; pardon the lault, 1 pray 
Jul Now, by my modesty, a goodly biok.tr . 

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ( 

To whisper and conspire against my youth . ^ 
Now, trust me, ’tis an office ot great worth, % 
And you an officer fit for the place. ^ 

There, take the paper, see it be return d ; 

Or else return no more into my sight. L 

Luc . To plead for love, deserves more fee than 
Jul. Will you be gone ? . . f ™ 

Luc. That you may ruminate. LA*?* 

Jul. And yet, l would, I had o’erlook d the letter 
It were a shame to call her back again. 

And pray her to a fault lor which 1 chid her. 

What fool is she, that knows 1 am a maid, 

And would not force the letter to my view . 

Since maids, in modesty, say N o, to that . 

Which they would have the profterer construe, 

Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love, 

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse. 

And presently, all humble, kiss the rod . 

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence. 

When willingly I would have had her here 
How angrily I taught my brow to frown, 

When inward joy enforc’d my heart to smile . 

My penance is, to call Lucetta b|ck, 

And ask remission for my lolly past:— 

W hat ho ! Lucetta 1 

Re enter Lucetta. 

Lite. What would yout ladyship? 

Jul. Is it near dinner-time ? 

Luc. I would it were- 

That you might kill your stomach on your meat. 
And not upon your maid. 

j u l t W hat is t you tooK. up 

So gingerly ? 

Luc. Nothing. „ , „ 

Jul Why didst thou stoop, then f 

Luc. To take a paper up, that I let fall 
Jul. And is that paper nothing ? 

Luc . Nothing concerning me. 

Jul Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 
Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns 
Unless it have a false interpreter. , 

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you m rhyme. 
Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune * 
Give me a note : your ladyship can set. 

Jul. As little by such toys as may be possible: 
Best sing it to the tune of Liyht o' lore. 

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a lane. 

Jul Heavy ? belike, it hath some burden then. 
Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you 
Jul And why not you? [sing it, 

Luc. I cannot reach so high. 

Jul. Let’s see your song : — How now, minion ? 
Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out 
And vet, rnethinks, l do not like this tune 
Jul. You do not? _ 

Luc. No, madam, it is too sharp. 

Jul You, minion, are too saucy. 

. Luc. Nay, now you are too flat. 

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant : 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your song. 
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Jul. The mean is drown’d with your uurulv base. 
hue. Indeed, l bid the base for Proteus. 

Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a coil with protestation ! — [Tears the letter.) 
Go, get you gone ; and let the papers lie : 

You would be lingering them, to anger me. 
hue. Sue makes it strange ; but she would be 
best pleas’d 

To he so anger'd with another letter. _ [Exit, 
Jul. Nay, would 1 were so anger’d with the same! 

0 hateful hands, to tear such loving words’ 
Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey, 

And kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings! 

I'll kiss each several paper for amends. 

And, here is writ — kind Juliet; — unkind Julia! 

As in revenge of thy ingratitude, . 

1 throw thy name against the bruising stones. 
Trampling contemptuously 'on thy disdain. 

Look, here is writ — love-wounded Proteus * — 

Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed, 

Shall lodge thee, tiil thy wound be throughly heal’d ; 
And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus written down? 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away, 

Till 1 have found each letter in the letter, 

Except mine own name ; that some whirlwind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock, 

And throw it thence into the raging sea! 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,- — » 
Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus , 

To the sweet Julia; that I'll tear away; 

And yet 1 will not, sith so prettily 
lie couples it to his complaining names ; 

Thus will 1 fold them one upon another; 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will. 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc. Madam, dinner’s ready, and your father 
Jul. Well, let us go. . [stays. 

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales 
here ? 

Jul. If you respect them, best to take them up, 
Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down. 
Yet h< re they shall not lie, for catching cold. 

Jul. £ see you have a month’s mind to them. 
Luc. Ay, madam, yon may say what Sights yon 
1 see things too, although you judge I wink, [see ; 
Jul. Come, come will’t please you go ? f Exeunt. 

Sc. III. — The same. A Room in Antonio's house. 
Enter Antonio and Panthino. 

Ant. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that? 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister? 
Pan. ’ Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son. 
Ant. Why, what of him? 

Pan. * _ He wonder’d, that your lordship 

W ould suffer him to spend his youth tut home ; 
While other men, of slender reputation, 

Put forth their sons, to seek preferment out: 

Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 

Some, to discover islands far away ; 

S >me, to the studious universities. 

For any, or for all these exercises, 

He said, that Proteus, your son, was meet; 

And did request me, to importune you, 

To let him spend his time no more at home, 

Which w •mid be great impeachment to his age, 

In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor need’st thou much importune me to that, 
Wh ereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time ; 

And how he cannot be a perfect inan. 

Not b,*iug trv’d and tutor’d in the world : 
Expetiei.ce is by industry atchiev’d. 

And peril cted by the swift course of time : 

Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him ? 

Pan . I think, your lordship is not ignorant. 

How his companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends tue emperor in his royal court 


Ant. 1 know it well. _ [ thither 

Pan. Twere good, l think, your lordship *ent him 
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments. 

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen ; 
And be in eye of every exercise, 

Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counsel ; well hast thou advis’d 
And, that thou may’st perceive how well l like it. 
The execution of it shall make known; 

Even with the speediest execution 
I will despatch him to the emperor’s court. 

Pan. To morrow, may it please you, Don A!* 
With other gentlemen of good esteem, Iphonso, 
Are journeying to Salute the emperor, 

And to commend their service to his will. 

• Ant. Good company ; with them shall Proteus go $ 
And, in good time, — now will we break with him. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Sweet love! sweet lines, sweet life ! 

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart; 

Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn. 

0, that our fathers would applaud our loves. 

To seal our happiness with their consents? 

0 heavenly Juba ! [there? 

Ant. How now ? what letter are you reading 
Pro. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word or 

Of commendation sent from Valentine, [two 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me see what news. 
Pro. There is no news, mv lord ; but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well-belov’d, 

And daiiy graced by the emperor ; 

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish? 
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will, 

And not depending on his friendly wish. 

Ant. My will is something sorted with his wish 
Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed : 

For what I will, 1 will, and there an end. 

1 am resolv’d, that thou shalt spend some tim* 
With Valentinus in the emperor’s court ; 

What maintenance he from his friends receives 
Like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 

To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. ’thee * 

Ant. Look, what thou want’st, shall be sent after 
No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go.— 

Come on, Panthino; you shall be employ’d 
To hasten on his expedition. [ Exeunt Ant . and Pan. 
Pro. Thus have I skunifd the fife, for fear oi 
burning ; 

And drench’d me in the sea, vvhere T am drown’d 
I fear’d to shew my father Julia’s letter, 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love * 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath he excepted most against my love. 

O, how this spring of love resembieth 
The uncertain glory of an April day; 

Which now shews all the beauty of the sun, 

And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

Re- enter Panthino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you , 

He is in haste; therefore, I j ray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it is! my heart accords thereto; 
And yet a thousand times it answers no. {Exeunt 

ACT II. 

I Scene I. — Milan , An Apartment in the Rules 
Palace . 

: Enter Valentine and Speed 

Speed. Sir, your glove. 

Val Not mine; my gloves are on. [but one 
i Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is 
Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it’s mine — 
Sw*-et ornament that decks a thing divine ’ ’ 

. Ah Silvia! Silvia! 
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Act IL 


'Speed. Madam Silvia! madam Silvia! 
val. How now, sirrah ? ■ ■■• , 

Speed . She is not within hearing, sir. 

Val. Whv, sir, who bade you call her? 

Speed. Your worship, sir ; or else I mistook. 

Val. W ell, you'll still be too forward. [slow. 
Sneed. And vet I was last chidden for being too 
Val. Go to, ‘sir; tell me, do you know madam 
Speed. She that your. worshi p loves [Sil via ? 
Val. Why, how ‘know you that I am in love ? 
Speed. Marry, by these special marks : — First, 
you have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreath your 
arms like a male-content; to relish a love-song, like 
a Bobin-red-breast ; to walk alone, like one that 
hath the pestilence ; to sigh, like a school-boy that 
had lost his A, B, 0 ; to weep, like a young wench 
that had buried her grandam ; to fast, like one that 
takes diet : to watch, like one that fears robbing ; 
to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallowmas. Y era 
were wont, when you laughed, to crow like a cock; 
when you walked, to walk like one of the lions; 
when you fasted, it was presently after dinner ; 
when you looked sadly, it was for want of money : 
and now you are metamorphosed with a mistress, 
that, when I look on you, I can hardly think you 
my master. ^ # # *• 

Val Are all these things perceived in me ? 
Speed. They are all perceived without you. 

Val Without me ? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you; nay, that’s certain, for. 
Without you were so simple, none else would; but 
you are so without these follies, that these follies are 
within you, and shine through you like the water in 
an urinal ; that not an eye, that sees you, but is a 
physician to comment on your malady. 

Val But tell me, dost thou know my lady Sylvia ? 
Speed. She, that you gaze on so, as she sits at 
supper? 

Val. Hast thou observed that? even she I mean. 
Speed. Why, sir, I know her not. 

Val Dost thou know her by my gazing on her, 
and yet knowest her not ? 

Speed. Is she not hard-favoured, sir? 

Val Not so fair, boy, as well favoured. 

Speed. Sir, X know that well enough. 

Val What dost thou know ? [favoured. 

Speed. That she is not so fair, as (of you) well 
Val I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but her 
favour infinite. 

Speed. That’s because the one is painted, and 
the other out of all count. 

Val How painted? and how out of count? 

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted to make her fair, 
that no man counts of her beauty. [beauty. 

Val. How esteemest thou me ? I account of her 
Speed.You never saw her since she was deformed. 
I al How long hath she been deformed ? 

Speed. Ever since you loved her. 

Val I have loved her ever since I saw her; and 
still I see her beautiful. 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Val. Why ? 

Speed. Because love is blind. 0,.that you had 
mine eyes; or your own had the lights they were 
wont to have when you chid at sir Proteus forgoing 
ungartered ! 

Val What should T see then? 

Speed. Your own present folly, and her passing 
deformity : for he, being in love, could not see to 
garter his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot see 
to put on your hose. 

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love ; Tor last 
morning you could not see to wipe my shoes. 

Speed. True, sir, I was in love with my bed : I 
thank yon, you swinged me for my love, which 
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val. In conclusion, I stand affected 'to her. 

Speed. I would you were set; so your affection 
would cease. [lines to one she love*. 

Val Last night she enjoined me to write soms 


Speed. And have you? 

Val. I have. . 9 

Speed. Are they not lamely writ * t 

Val No, boy, but as well as I can do tnera *— * 
Peace, here she comes. 

Enter Silvia. 

Speed. 0 excellent motion ! O exceeding puppet | 
now will he interpret to her. (Aszdfc.) [morrows. 
Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-* 
Speed. 0, ’give you good even! here’s a million 
of manners. (AsTofe.) ■ 

Sil Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thou- 
sand. # Lit him. (Aside.) 

Speed. He shotiId*give her interest, and she gives 
Val As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter 
Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ; 

Which 1 was much unwilling to proceed in 
But for my duty to your ladyship. > [done. 

Sil I thank you, gentle servant ; ’tis very clerkly 
Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off; 
For, being ignorant to whom it goes, , 

I writ at random, very doubtfully. [pains ? 

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much 
Val. No, madam; so it stead you, I will write, 
Please you command, a thousand times as much ; 

And yet, — 

Sil. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the sequel; 
And yet 1 will not name it:— and yet 1 care not;— 
And yet take this again and yet 1 thank you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will ; and yet another yet. 
(Aside.) . [like it? 

Val. What means your ladyship ? dd you not 
Sil. Yes, yes; the lines are very quaintly writ: 
But since unwillingly, take them again » 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for yon. 

Sil Ay, ay : you writ them, sir,jat my request; 
But 1 will. none of them ; they are for you • 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val Please you, I’ll write your ladyship another 
Sil. And when it's writ, for my sake read it over: 
And if it please you, so ; if not, why, so. 

Val. If it please me, madam! what then? 

Sil Why, if it please you, take it for your labour 
And so good morrow, servant. [IftnV Silvia . 

Speed. 0 jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible, 

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on a 
steeple ! [suitor 

My master sues to her; and she hath taught her 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor 
O excellent device! was there ever heard a setter? 
That my master, being scribe, to himself should 
write the letter? 

Val How now, sir? what, are you reasoning with 
yourself? 

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming ; ’tis you that have 
the reason. 

Val. To do what? 

Speed. To be a spokesman from madam Silvia, 
Val. To whom ? [figure. 

Speed. To yourself: why, she wooes you by a 
Val. What figure ? 

Speed. By a letter, I should say. 

Val Why, she hath not writ to me? 

Speed. What needs she, when she hath made yon 
write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive the jest? 
Val. No, believe me 

Speed. No believing you indeed, sir; but did yon 
perceive her earnest? 

Val She gave me none, except ati angry word* 
Speed. Why, she hath given yon a letter. 

Val. That’s the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And that letter hath she deliver’d, and 
there an end. 

Val. I would, it were no worse. 

Speed. I’ll warrant you, ’tis as well . 

For often you have writ to her; and she, in modesty. 
Or else for want of idle time , could not again reply; 
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r fearing else some m cssenger, that might her i 
mind discover, .... ! 

Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto 
her lover . — 

rtll this I speak in print, for in print I found it— 

Why muse you, sir? ’tis dinner time. 

Yah I have dined. 

Speed , Ay, but hearken, sir; though the cameleon 
Love can feed on the air, I am one that am nourished 
by my victuals, and would fain have meat; 0. be not 
like your mistress ; be moved, be moved. [Exeunt. 

Scene IT. — Verona , A Room in Julia's House. 

Enter Proteus and Julia. * 

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia. 

Jut. I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro. When possibly I can, I wilt return. 

Jut If you turn not, you will return the sooner; 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 

( Giving a ring.) 

Pro. Why then we'll make exchange ; here, take 
you this. 

Jul And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy; 

And when that hour o’er-slips me in the day, 

Wherein I sigh not, Julia, tor thy sake, 

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness] 

My father stays my coming; answer not; 

The tide is now : nay, not the tide of tears; 

That tide will stay me longer than I should ; 

[Exit Julia. 

Julia, farewell. — What! gone without a word ? 

Av, so true love should do; it cannot speak ; 

Fot truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it 
Enter Panthino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, yon are staid for. 

Pro. Go; I come, I come; — 

Alas i this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene TII . — The same. A Street. 

Enter Launce, leading a dog. 

Latin. Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have done 
weeping; all the kind of the Lannces have this very 
fault; I have- received my proportion, like the pro- 
digious sou, and am going with Sir Proteus to the 
Imperial’s court I think, Crab my dog be the 
sourest-uatured dog that lives: my mother weeping, 
my fattier wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, 
our cat wringing her hands, and all our house in a 
great perplexity, yet did not this cruel -hearted cur 
shed one tear ; he is a stone, a very pebble-stone, 
and has no more pity in him than a dog; a Jew would 
have wept to ha ve seen our parting ; why, my grandam 
having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my 
parting. Nay, I’ll show you the manner of it : Tnis 
shoe is my father; — no, this left shoe is my father; — 
no, no, this left shoe is my mother nay, tnat cannot 
be so neither;— yes, it is so, it is so; it hath the 
worser sole; this shoe, with the hole in it, is my 
mother, and this my father; a vengeance out! there 
’tis : now, sir, this stall' is my sister ; for, look you, 
she is as white as a lily, and as small as a wand : ! 
this hat is Nan, our maid; I am the dog: — no, the 
dog is himself, and I am the dog, — O, the dog is me, 
*nd I am myself; ay, so, so. Now come I to my 
father; Father, your blessing ; now should not the 
shoe speafe a word for weeping; now should I kiss 
my father; well, he weeps on : — now come I to my 
mother, (O, that she could speak now!) like a good 
worn* n; — well, I kiss her; — why, there ’tis ; here's 
my m jther's breath up and down; now come I to my 
sister; murk the moan she makes : now, the dog alt 
his while sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word; but 
ee how I lay tue dust with my tears. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard-; thy master is 
ihipped and thou art to post after with oa* s. VV hat s 
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the matter? why weep’st thou, man? Away, ass 
you will lose the tide, if you tarry any longer. 

hann. It is no matter if the ty’d were lost j. for it 
is the unkindest ty’d that ever anv man ty’d. 

Pan. What’s the unkindest tide? 

Laun. Why, he that’s ty’d here; Crab, niy dog 
Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou’it lose the Hood ; and 
in losing the flood, lose thy voyage; and, in losing 
thy voyage, lose thy master, and, in losing thy master, 
lose thy service ; arid, in losing thy service,— Why 
dost thou stop niy mouth ? 

Latin. For fear thou should’st lose thv tongue 
Pan. Where should I lose my tongue ? 

Laun. In thy tale. 

Pan. In thy tail ? 

Laun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the 
master, and the service? The tide f— Why, man, 
if the river were dry, l am able to fill it with iny 
tears; if the wind were down, I could drive the boat 
with my sighs. [thee. 

Pan. Come, come away, man ; l was sent to call 
Laun. Sir, call me what thou durest. 

Pan. Wilt thou go ? 

Laun. Well, I will go [Exeunt 

Scene IV. — Milan. An Apartment in the Duke's 
Palace. 

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and Speed 
Sil. Servant— 

Vat. Mistress ? 

Speed. Master, sir Thurio frowns on you. 

Val. Ay, hoy, it’s for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 

\al. Of my mistress then. 

Speed. ’Tvvere good, you knocked him. 

Sil. Servant, you are sad. 

Val. Indeed, madam, l seem so. 

Thu. Seem you that yon are not? 

Val. Haply I do. 

Thu. So do counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 

Thu. What seem I, that I am not? 

Val. Wise. 

Thu. Wnat instance of the contrary ? 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quote you my folly? 

Val. I quote it in your jerkin. * 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 

Val. Well, then. I’ll double yoi r folly. 

Thu. How ? txnoar 

Sil. What, angry, sir Thurio? do you change 
Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of 
cameleon. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood* 
than live in your air 
Val. You have said, sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

Val. I know it well, sir; you always end ere yon 
begin. 

Sil. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly 
shot off. 

Val. ’Tis iudeed, madam; we thank the giver. 
Sit. Who is that, servant? 

Val Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the fire 
sir Tluirio borrows his wit from your ladyship’s 
looks, and spends what he borrows, kindly in your 
companv. 

Thu. " Sir, if you spend word for Word with me, I 
shall make your wit bankrupt, 

Val 1 know it well, sir; you have an exchequer 
of words, and, 1 think, no other treasure to gi v e your 
followers; for it appears by their bare liveries, that 
they live by your bare words. [father. 

Sil No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes my 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. Now, daughter S.lvia, you are hard besot 
Sir Valentine* your tatu r’s in good health* 

: What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much goo. i news 
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FaiS My lord, I will be thankful 

To anv happy messenger from thence. 

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your countryman l 
Val Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To he of worth, and worthy estimation, 

And not without desert so well reputed. 

Duke. Hath he not a son? 

Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well deserves 
The honour and regard oi such a father. -I 

Duke. You know him well ? 

Val . I knew him, as myself ; lor from our infancy 1 
W e have convers'd, and spent our hours together : 

And though myself have been an idle truant. 

Omitting the sweet benefit oi time, 

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection ; 

Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that’s his name. 

Made use and fair advantage of his days ; ■ 

His years but young, but his experience old ; 

His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe ; 

And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but, if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for au empress’ love, 

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor. 

Well, sir; this gentleman is come to me. 

With commendation from great potentates ; 

And here he means to spend his time a-whi e • 

I think, ’tis no unwelcome news to you. 

Val. Should I have wish’d a thing, it had been he. 
Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth ; 
Silvia, I speak to you ; and you, sir Thuno:— 

For Valentine, I need not ’cite him to it: 

111 send him hither to you presently. I Ex it Duke. 

Val This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship. 
Had come along with me, but that his must! ess 
Did hold his. eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

Sil Belike, that now she hath enfranchis d them 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. . 

Val . Nay, sure, i think she holds them prisoners 
Sil Nay, then he should be blind ; ami, being 
blind, 

How could he see his way to seek out you l 
Val. W by, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 
Thu. They say, that love hath not an eye at all. 
Val To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself; 

Upon a homely object love can wink. 

Enter Proteus. 

Sil Have done, have done; here comes the gen- 
tleman. ■ [seech you, 

Val Welcome, dear Proteus !— Mistress, I be- 
Cenfirm his welcome with some special favour. 

Sil His worth is warrant for his welcome hither. 
If this be he, you oft have wish'd to hear from.; 

Val Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 

Sil Too low a mistress lor so high a servant. 

Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a worthy misti ess. 

Val Leave off 'discourse of disability 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant 
Pro. My duty will I boast ol, nothing else. 

Sil And duty never yet did want his meed ; 
Servant, you are welcome -to a. worthless mistress. 
Pro. I'il die on him that says so, but yourself. 

SH That you are welcome ? 

Pfo . No; that you are worthless. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, my lord your father would speak 
with you 

Sil. I’ll wait upon his pleasure. ( Exit Servant .) 
Come, sir, Thurio, 

Go with me •— -Once more, new servant, welcome : 
1*11 leave you to confer of home affurs; 

When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
Pro. We’U both attend upon v<»ur iurlyship. 

L Exeunt Silvia , 1 Thurio and Speed. 


Val Now, tell me, how do all from whence you 

pro . Youririends are well, an I have them much , 
Val And how do yours? .commended. 

p ro I left them all m headh. 

Val. How does your lady? and how thrives youi 
love? 

Pro My tales of love were wont to weary you; 

I know, vuu joy not in a love-diseou.se, 

Y#l m Ay, Proteus, but that hie is alter d now; 

I have done penance for contemning 

Whose high imperious thoughts nave puuudi d ine 

With bitter lasts, with penitential groans. 

With nightlv tears, and daily htat t sore sighs. 

For, in revenge of my contempt ol 

Love hath chas'd sleep from my entlnalle I c >es 

And made them watchers of unite ow n heart s sot row 

O gentle Proteus, love's a mighty mtd» 

And hath so humbled me, as, l couiess, 

There is no woe to his correction, 

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth . 

Now, no discomse, except it be oi love. 

Now can 1 break my fast, dine, sun, and sleep, 

Upon the very naked name td love, > . 

Pro . Enough; I read your fortune m your eye. 

Was this the 'idol that you worsmp so t 

Val Even she ; and is she not a heavenly samt? 
Pro . No; but she is an earthly paragon. 

Val Call -her divine. 4 . 

p ro I will not flatter her. ^ 

Val 0, flatter me; for love del. guts in praises. 
Pro. When 1 was sick you gave me bitter pills; 
And 1 must minister the like to you. . 

Val Then speak the truth by her; if not divine. 
Yet let her be a principality, 

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

y a l Sweet, except not any; 

Except thou wi’l except against mv love. _ 

Pro. H <ve i not reason to j reier mine own? 

Val And I will help thee to prefer her too: 

She shall be dignified with tins high honom,— 

To bear my lady’s train ; lest the We earth 
Smmld i Vo m her vesture chance to steal a kiss. 

And. of so great a favour growing; proud, 

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, 

And make rough winter ever.astn g, . Al . _ 

pro. Whv, Valentine, what braggart! isin is tins? 
Val Pardon me, Proteus: all l can. is noting 
To her, u nose worth makes other worthies nothing; 
Sue is alone. r 

Pro. Then let her alone. , L (J w»; 

Val Not for the world: why, man, she is imswi 
And i as ricli in having such a jewel. 

As twenty seas, if all their sands were pearl. 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold, 

Forgi, e me, that I do not drt am on thee. 

Because thou seest me dote upon my love. 

My foolish rival, that her father likes, 

Only for his possessions are so huge, 

Is gone with her along ; and I must alter. 

For love, tnuu k now's t, is full of jealousy. 

Pro. But she loves you? 

y a l Ay, we a.e betroth d ; 

Nay, more, our marriage hour. 

With ail the cunning banner of our flight, 
Determin’d of: how I must climb tier window; 

Toe ladder made of cords; and all the means 
Plotted ; and greed on, for my happiness 
Good Proteus, go with me to my eUatabei, 

In these affairs to aid me witu thy counst 1. 

Pro. Go on before ; I shuli enquire you fbrtn. 

I m .st unto tue road, to disemhaik 
) Some necessaries, that I needs must use ; 

And then I’d presently attend you. 

: Val. Wul you make haste? „„ , 

Pro. i vv.U. 4 * al * 

Even as one neat another he -t expels, 

O. as one nud by strength drives out another, 

. So tue remembrance of my former love 
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is by a newer object quite forgotten. 

Js it mine eye, or Valentinus’ praise, 

Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 
That makes me reasonless, to reason thus? 
She’s fair; and so is Julia, that Move; — 

That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d; 
Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a fire, 
Bears no impression of the tiling it was. 
Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold ; 

And that I love him not, as 1 was wont: 

0 1 but I love his lady too. too much ; 

And that's the reason I love him so little. 

How shall I dote on her with more advice, 
That tli us without advice begin to love her? 
’Tis but her picture 1 have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazzled my reason’s light; 

But when i look on her perfections. 

There is no reason but I shall he blind, 
if I can check my erring love I will ; 

If not, to compass her I’ll use my skill. 


[Exit. 


Scene V.— The same. J. street . 


Enter Speed and Launce. 

Speed. Launcel by mine honesty, welcome to 
Milan. 

haun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for I 
am not welcome. I reckon this always — that a man 
is never undone, tilt he be hanged ; nor welcome to 
a place, till some certain shot be paid, and the hostess 
say, welcome 

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap, I’ll to the ale 
house with you presently ; where, for one shot of 
five-pence, thou shait have five thousand welcomes. 
But, sirrah, how did thy master part with madam 
Julia? 

Laun. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they 
parted very fairly in jest. 

Sjjeed- But shall she marry him? 
haun. No. 

Speed. How then? shall he marry her? 
haun. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken ? 
haun. No, they are both as whole as a fish. 
Speed . Why then, how stands the matter with 
them? 

haun. Marry, thus ; when it stands well with 
him, it stands well with her. [not. 

Speed. What an ass art thou ? I understand thee 
haun. What a block art thou, that thou caVst 
not ! My statF understands me. 

Speed. What thou say’st ? 
haun. Ay, and what l do, too; look thee. I’ll but 
lean, and my staff understands me. 

Speed. i t stands under thee, indeed. 
haun. Why, stand under and understand is all one. 
Speed. But tell me true, will’t be a match ? 
haun. Ask my dog: if he say, ay, it will; if 'he 
say, no, it will ; if he shake his tail, and say nothing, 
it will. 

Speed. The conclusion is then, that it will. 
haun. Thou shait never get such a secret from 
me, but by a parable. 

Speed. Tis wed that I get it so. But, Launce, 
how say’st thou, that my master is become a noiable 
lover? 

haun. I never knew him otherwise. 

Speed. Than how ? 

♦ haun. A notable lubber, as thon reportest him 
to be. ■ • “ [me. 

4 Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest 
* haun. Why fool, I meant not thee, I meant thy 
master. 

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot lover. 
Laun. Why, f teh thee, I care not though he 
burn himself in love. If thou wilt go with me to the 
ale-house, so ; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, 
and not Wvirth the uame of a Christian. , 

Speed. Why? 

Laun. Because thou hast not so much charity 
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in thee, as to go to the ale with a Christian Will 
thou go ? 

Speed. At thy service. [ Exeunt 

Sc. VI. — The same. An Apartment in the Palace 
Enter Proteus. 

Pm To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To wrong my iriend, I shall be much forsworn ; 

And even tuat power, which gave me first my oath 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury. 

Love bade me swear, and love bids me forswear , 

0 sweet-suggesting love, if thou hast sirm’d, 

Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it. 

At first l did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. 

Unheedful vows may heedi’tilly be broken; 

And he wants wit, that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to change the bad for better.— " is 
Fye, fye, unreyerend tongue ! to call her bad, 

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast pveferr’d 
With twenty thousand soul confirming oaths. 

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

But there I leave to love, where I should love 
Julia I lose, and Valentine I lose; 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself; 

If I lose them, thus find I by their loss, 

For Valentine, myself: for Julia, Silvia. %- 
I to myself am dearer than a friend ; 

For love is still more precious in itself: 

And Silvia, witness heaven, that made her fair! 

Shews Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

I will forget that J ulia is alive, 

Rememb’ring that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine I’ll hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself, 

Without some treachery used to Valentine:— 

This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder. 

To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window ; 

Myself in counsel, his competitor: 

Now presently I’ll give her father notice 
Of their disguising, and pretended flight; 

Who, all enrag’d, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thorio, he intends, shall wed his daughter 
But, Valentine being gone. I’ll quickly cross. 

By some sly trick, blunt Thurio’s dull proceed’ ng. 
Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, - 
As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift. f Exit. 

Scene VII. — Verona. A Room in Julia's House. 
Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

Jul. Counsel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, assist me l 
And, even, in kind love, I do conjure thee,— 

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character’d and engrav'd,— 

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean, 

How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. * 
hue. Alas! the way is wearisome and long, 

Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; 

Much less shall she, that hath love’s wings tolly; 

And when the flight is made to one so dear. 

Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus. 
hue. Beiter forbear, till Proteus make return. 

Jul. 0, know’st thou not, his looks are my soul’s 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in, [food? 

By longing for that food so long a time. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch.- of love, 

Thou vvould’st as soon go kindle fire with snow, 

As seek to quench the fire of love with words. t 

hue. 1 do not seek to quench your love’s hot fire;, 
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage, j. 

Lest it should bum abpve the bounds of reason. 1 
Jul. The more thou dam’st it up, the more it burnai Vj 
Tire current, that with gentle murmur glides, 

Tnou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage ; 

But, when his fair course is not himiered,- 
He makes sweet music with the enamel ’d stone*, •$ 
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Giving a genie, kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketli iu his pilgrimage ; 

And so by many winding nooks he strays. 

With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my course : 

I’ll be as patient us a gentle stream, 

And make a pastime of each weary step. 

Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 

And there I’ll rest, as, alter much turmoil, 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Luc. But in what habit will yon go along ! 

Ml. Hot like a woman; for L would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men : 

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 

As may beseem some well- reputed page. . 

Luc. Why then, your ladvship must cut your hair. 
ML No, girl; I’ll knit it up in silken strings. 

With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots: 

To be fantastic, may become a youth 

Of greater time than I shall show to be. [breeches { 
Luc . What fashion, madam, shall I make your 
Ml. That fits as well, as— u tell me, good my lord, 

“ What compass will you wear your farthingale > 
Why, even that fashion thou best lik’st, Lucetta. 

Luc. You must needs have them with a cod-piece, 
madam. , , 

ML Out, out, Lucetta; that will be ill-favour d. 
Luc. A round hose, madam, now’s not worth a pin, 
Unless you have a cod- piece to stick pins on. 

ML Lucetta, as thou lov’st me, let me have 
What thou think’st meek and is most mannerly : 

But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me. 
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ? 

I fear mel it will make me scandaliz’d. 

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home, and go not. ‘ 
ML Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. Then never dream of infamy, but go. 

If Proteus like your journey, when you come. 

No matter who’s displeas’d, when you are gone . 

1 fear me he will scarce be pleas’d withal. 

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear : 

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears. 

And instances as infinite of love. 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 

ML ’ Base men, that use them to so base efFect ; 
But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth : 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart ; 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth. 
Luc. Pray heaven, he prove so, when you come 
to him ! . 

ML Now, as thou lov’st me, do him not that 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth ; [wrong, 

Only deserve my love, by loving him ; 

And presently go with me to my chamber, 

To take a nm of what I stand m need of, 

To furnish me upon my longing journey. 

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose. 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only, in lieu thereof, despatch me hence * 

Come, answer not, but to it presently ; 
l am impatient of my tarriance. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Milan. An Anti-room hi the Lube's 
Palace. 

Enter Duke, Tiiurio, and Proteus. 

JDuhe. Sir Thnrio, give us leave, I pray, awhile ; 

We have some secrets to confer about 

[Exit Thurio. 

ow tell me, Proteus, what’s your will with me ? _ 
X*ro. My gracious lord, that which I would dis- 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal : [coyer, 
But, when I cull to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me, undeserving as I am. 

May duty pricks me on to utter that. 

Which else no worldly good should draw from me. 


Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my 
This night intends to steal away your daughtei , 
Mvself am one made privy to the plot. _ 

1 know, you have determin’d to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates , 

And should she thus be stolen away from you. 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended unit, 

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down, 
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 

Luke. Proteus, Hhank thee tor thine honest caie 
Which to requite, command me while I live. 

This love of theirs myself have often seen, 

Haply, when they have judged me fast asleep, 

And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court: 

But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err, 

And so, unworthily, disgrace the man, 

(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn d,) 

I gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find 
1 That, which thyself hast now disclos'd to me. 

And, that thou may’st perceive my fear ot tins, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower, 

The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 

And thence she cannot be convey’d away. 

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis’d a mean 
How he her chamber-window will ascend, 

And with a corded ladder letch her down ; 

For which the youthful lover now is gone, 

And this way comes he with it presently ; 

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him 
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly, 

That my discovery be not aimed at ^ 

For lo\e of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence. 

Luke. Upon mine honour, lie shall never know 
That 1 had any light from thee of this. 

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; sir Valentine is coming. 

Enter VALENTINE. [Exit. 

Luke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ? 

Veil. Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends. 

And I am going to deliver them. 

Luke. Be they of much import? 

Val. The tenor of them doth but signify 
My health, and happy being at your court. 

Duke. Nav, then no matter ; stay with me awhile 
1 am to break with thee of some affairs. 

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret. 
Tis not unknown to thee, that I have sought 
To match my friend, sir Thurio, to my daughter. 

Val. I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the match 
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities 
Beseeming such a wife, as your fair daughter : 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? [ward 
Duke. No, trust me; she is peevish, sullen, fro- 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty; 

Neither regarding that she is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father : 

And, may I say to thee, this -'pride of hers, 

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her ; 

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should have been cherish’d by her child-like duty, 

1 now am full resolved to take a wife, ^ 

And turn her out to who will take her in : 

Then let her beauty be her wedding dower 
For me and my possessions she esteems not 

Val. What would your grace have me to do in tail? 
Luke. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here. 

Whom I affect ; but she is nice, and coy. 

And nought esteems my » ged eloquence : 

Now, therefore, would I have thee to my tutor 
(For long agone I ha ve forgot to -court : 

Besides, the fashion of tne time is cltang d ;) 

How, and which way, 1 may be stow myself. 
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To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

Val. Win hey with gifts, if sh e respect not words : 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, 

More than quick words, do move a woman’s mind. 
Duke r. But she did scorn a present that I sent her. 
Val A woman sometimes scorns what best con- 
Send her another ; never give her o’er ; [tents her : 
For scorn at first makes afterdove the more. 

If she do frown, ’tis not in hate of von. 

But rather to beget more love in you : 

If she do chide, ’tis not to have you gone ; 

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 

For, get you gone , she doth not mean away : 

Flatter, and praise, commend, extol their graces ; 
Though ne’er so black, say, they have angels’ faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man, 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke . But she, I mean, is promis'd by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentlemau of worth ; 

And kept severely from resort of men, 

That no man hath access by day to her, 

Val. Why then I would resort to her by night 
Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock’d, and keys kept 
That no man hath recourse to her by night. . [safe, 
Val. What lets, but one may enter at her window ? 
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground ; 
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then, a ladder, quaintly made of cords, 
To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks, 

Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower. 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood, 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder, [that. 
Val. When would you use it? pray, sir, tell me 
Duke. This very night; for love is like a child, 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 

Val. By seven o’clock I’ll get you such a ladder. 
Duke. But, hark thee ; l will go to her aloue; 

..How shall I best convey the ladder thither? 

[ ^ Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
* glider a cloak, that is of any length. [turn. 

' Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the 
Val. Ay, my good lord. 

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak: 

I’ll get me one of such another length. 

Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord. 
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak? — 

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.— . 

What letter is this same ? What’s here? — To Silvia ? 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ! 

I’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. [Reads. 
My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly ; 

And slaves they are to me, that send them flying : 
0, could their master come and go as lightly, 
Himself would lodge , where senseless they are 
lying. 

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them; 

While I, their king, that thither them importune. 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath 
bless d them. 

Because myself do want my servants’ fortune : 
I curse myself, for they are sent by me, l be. 

That they should harbour where their lord should 
What’s here? 

Silvia , this night I will enfranchisethee : 

Tis so ; and he re’s the ladder for rpose — 
Why, Phaeton, (for thou art MerofSPon,) 

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car, 

And with thy during folly burn the world? 

Wilt th<m reach stars, because they shine on thee ? 
Go, base intruder ! over- weening slave ! 

Bestow thy fawning; smiles on equal mates ; 

And think, my t alienee, more than thy desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence : 

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours, 
Which , all too much, I have bestow’d on the$. 

But if thou linger in my territories, 

Louger thau swiftest expedition * « 


\\ ill give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter, or thyself. 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain excuse : 

But as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from heuca. 

[Exit Duke. 

Val. And why not death, rather than living tor- 
To die, is to be banish’d from myself : [meat? 

And Silvia is myself: banish'd from her, 

Is self from self; a deadly banishment ! 

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by? 

Unless it be to think that she is by. 

And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

There is no music in the nightingale : 

Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 

There is no day for me to look upon : 

She is my essence ; and I leave to be. 

If I be not by her fair influence > 

Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive. 

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom : 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter Pboteus and Launce. 

Pro. Rim, boy, run, run, and seek him out* 
Laun . So-ho I so- ho! 

Pro. What seest thou ? 

Laun. Him we go to find : there’s not a hair on’* 
head, but ’tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine ? 

Val No. 

Pro. Who then? his spirit? 

Val. Neither. ' 

Pro. What then ? 

Val. Nothing. ; 

Laun. Can nothing speak ? master, shall I strike? 
Pro. Whom would’st thou strike? 

Laun. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. 

Laun. Why, sir, I’ll strike nothing : I pray you,— 
Pro. Sirrah, 1 say, forbear; — Friend Valentine, 
a word. [news, 

Val. My ears are stopp’d, and cannot hear good 
So much of bad already hath possess’d them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine, ; 

For they are harsh, unfuneable, and bad. 

Valfli Silvia dead? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia !— 
Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me 
What is your news ? . [vanish’d. 

Laun. Sir, there’s a proclamation that you are 
Pro. That thou art banished, O, that’s the news 
Frcm hence, from Silvia, and from ingjky friend. 

Val. O, I have led upon this woe nTn^-idy, 

And now excess of it will make rue surfeit 
Doth Silvia know that I am banished ? 

Pro. Ay, ay; and she hath otter’d to the doom* 
(Which, unrevers’d, stands in effectual force,) 

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears . 

Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became 
As if hut now they waxed pale for woe : . [them, 

But neither bended knees, pure handslield up, . . 
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding U ars. 
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire: 

But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 

Besides, her intercessrdn chaf d him so. 

When she for thy repeal was suppliant. 

That to close prison he commanded her, 

With many bitter'teats of biding there. 

Val. No more; unless the next word, 

speak’st, j 

Have some malignant powerm^^ £* ** 
If so, I ptky thee, brea^^ ~ 
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Which else no. worldly goi 
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As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou can st not help, 
And study help, for that which thou lament st 
Time is the nurse and breeder oi all good. ^ 

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love, 

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy li e. 

Hope is a lover’s staff; walk hence with that. 

And manage it against despairing thoughts. 

Thy WttoS may L here, though thou art hence ; fa 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver d 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy lov e. 

The time now serves not to ex postulate : . 

Come, I’ll convey thee through the city gate ; 

And, ere I part with thee, colder at l .rge <• 

Of all that may concern tliy love-athurs: 

As thou lov’st Silvia, though not lor thyselt. 

Regard thy danger, and along with me. 1 

VaL I pray tuee, Launce, an it thou seest my boy, 

Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north-gate. 
Pro. (Jo, sirrah, find him out.— UmeWdentiue. 

Val. 0 my dear Silvia ! hapless Valentine . 

y [Exeunt Valentine and Proteus. 
Laun. I ambutatbol, look you; and yet I have 
the wit to think, my master is a kind of ^uave.bu 
that’s all one, if he be but one knave He J 
not now, that knows me to be in love y 0 

love: but a team of horse shall not pluck that 
from me; nor who ’tis 1 love and yet tis a woma . 
but that woman, 1 will not tell niyseli ; and yet tis 
a milkmaid; yet ’tis n i a maid, ior she hath had 
gossips ; yet ’tis a maid, tor she is her master s maid, 
and serves for wages. She hath more qualities , 
than a water spaniel,— whiclv is much in a bare 
Christian. Here is the cat-log [Pulling out a V a P e f\ 
of her conditions. Imprimis She can je^ch and 
carry. Wh v , a horse can do no more ; nay , ahorse 
cannot fetch, 'but only carry ; there ore, is she better 
than a jade. Item, She can milk; look you, a sweet 
virtue in a maid with clean hands. 

Enter Speed. 

Speed. How now, signior Launce V what news 
with your mastership? ...... 

Latin. With my master’s s ip? why, it is at sea. 
Speed. Well, your old vice still: mistake the 

word : Wlrnt news then in your paper? 

Laun. The blackest news that ever thou heard st 
Speed. Why, man, how black ? 

Laun. Why, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. , , 

Laun. Fye on thee, jolt head ; thou canst not read. 
Speed. Thou lies!, I can. [thee. 

Laun. I will try thee: tell me this: who begot 

Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Laun. O illiterate loiterer! it was the son of thv 
grandmother; this proves, that thou canst not read. 
Speed. Come, fool, come : trv me in thy paper. 
Laun. 'j^pre ; and St. Nicholas be thy speed . 
Sjieed. wprimis, She can milk. 

Laun. Ay, tout she can. 

Speed, item, She brews good ale. 

Laun. And thereof comes the proverb, — Blessing 
of your heart, you -brew good ale. 

'Speed. Item, She can sew. 

Laun. That’s as much as to say, Can she so? 

'^ed. Item, -S' >e can knit. 

What need a man care for a stock „>vith a 
Veil she can knit him a stock? 
o, She can wash and scour. 

'ial virtue; for tnen she need not be 

1 . 

'•n spin. 

the world on wheels, when 

'»/ nameless virtues . 
^ ^ .■ bastard virtues; 

.* V and therefore 


Speed. Item, She is not to he kissed fasting, in 

r€S £aun ^ wtllfXuault may be mended with a 

br ^/jeet?. Item, She hath a sweet mouth. 

Laun. That makes amends lor her sour breath. 
Speed. Item, She doth iaik in her sleep. ^ 

Laun. It’s no matter lor that, so she sleep not m 

her talk. , . , 

Speed. Item, She is slow in words, 
faun. 0 villain, iU.t «« tb« 
vices! To be slow in words, is a womans o Y 
I virtue: 1 pray thee, out witht; and place it for l«i 
chief virtue. ^ • . 

Speed. Item, She is proud . 

Laun. Out with that too; it was Lves legacy, 

and cannot be ta'en frOnrher. fcrusts 

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth. L cr 1 ^ s * 

faun. I care not tor that neither, because I love 
Speed. Item, She is curst. 

Laun. Well ; the best is, sue lndh no teeth to bite. 
Speed. She will often .praise her liquor 
Laun. If her liquor be good, s.-e shad : d she will 
not, i will ; for good things should be piaised 
Speed. Item, She is too liberal. 

Laun . Of her tongue she cannot lor t uts wr it 
down she is slow ot : ol her pu.se she shall nut, for 
that I’ll keep shat: now oi another thing she may, 
and that I cannot help. Well, proceed. 

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than mi f, and 
more faults than hairs , and more wealth than 

Ja Laun . Stop there; I’ll have her; she was mine, 
and not mine, twice or thrice m that last aiticie. 

rehearse that once more. . , .. 

Speed. Item, She hath more hmr than wvL,— 

Laun. More hair than wit,— it may be; 11 prove 
it: the cover of the salt hides the sa t, and there- 
fore it is more than the salt ; the hair that tou rs the 
wit, is more than the wit ; lor the greater hides the 
less. What’s next? . 

, Speed.— And morejavlts than hairs,— 

Laun. 'i hat’s monstrous : O, that that were out 

Speed.— And more wealth than Jaults. 

: Laun. Why, that wo; it makes the hunts gracion«|j 


Laun. Why, that wo: d makes the iauits gracion%, v 
Well, I’ll have h* and if it be a match, as nothing 
is impossible, — _ 

Speed. VVliat then? , 

Laun. Why, then 1 will tell thee,— that thy 
master stavs tor thee at the north gaU*. 

8 faut. For thee ? ay; who art thou? he hath staid 
for a better man than thee. 

Speed. And must I go to him t 
Laun. Thou must run to him, for thou bast staid 
so long, that going will scarce serve the turn. 

Speed. Why didst uot tell me sooner t pox of 
your love-letters ! . piixir. 

Laun. Now will he be swinged for reading my 
letter : an unmannerly slave, that vyill thriist him- 
self into secrets! -I’Ll after, to rejoice m tiie hoy a 
correction. IJixtt* 

Scene II .—The same . A Room in the Duke's Pa- 
lace. Enter Duke and Tiiujuo ; Proteus behind. 

Duke. SirThurio, fear not, but that she will love 
Now Valentine is banish'd from her s ght. iym> 
Thu. SiuceJjas exile she hath despis'd me most. 
Forsworn m^Bnipany, and rail d at me, 

That I am dSpcrate of obtaining tier- 
Duke. This weak impress oi love is as a fig'ire 
Trench’d in ice ; which with an hour’s heat, 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 

A Utile time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. — 

How now, sir Proteus? Is your countryman, 
According to our proclamation, gone? 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. ; . 

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously. 
Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill thatgnet 
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Duke. So I believe; but Thnrio thinks not so. — 
Pro tens, tne good conceit l hold of thee, 

(For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 


And afterwards determine 
Duke . Even now about 


our proceedings, 
it; I will pardon von. 

[Exeunt, 



Pi o. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace, 
Let. tne not live to look u,.»on your grace. 

Duke. Thou know’st, how willingly I would effect 
The match between sir Thurio and my daughter. 
Pro. 1 do, my lord. 

Duke And also, I think, th m art not ignorant 
o\v she opposes her against my wiil. 

Pro. Site did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 
Duke. Ay, and perversely she perse vers so. 
What might we do, to make toe girl forget 
The lo\e of Valentine, and love sir Thurio ? 

Pro. Tne best way is, to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent; 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 

Duke. Ay, b it she'd think, that it is spoke in hate. 
Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it: 

There lore, it must., with circumstance, be spoken 
By mie,wiiom >heesleemeth as his friend, 

Duke, Then you must undertake to slander him. 
Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do: 
r Tis an ill office tor a gentle man ; 

Especially, against his very friend. [him, 

Duke. Where your good' word cannot advantage 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 

Therefore the office is indifferent, 

Being entreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail’d, my lord • if I can do it, 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise. 

She shall not long continue love to him. 

But say, this weed her love from Valentine, 
ft follows not, that she will love sir Thnrio. 

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from him, 
Lest it should ravel, and he good to none, 

You must provide to bottom it on me : 

Which must be done, by praising me as much 
As von in worth dispraise sir Valentine. [kind; 

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you ia this 
Because we know, on Valentine's report. 

You are already love's firm votary, 

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant, shall you have access, 

Where you with Sllvb* may confer at large; 

For site is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 

And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you; 
Where you mav temper her, by your persuasion, 

To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 

Pro. As much as 1 can do, 1 will effect: — 

But you, sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 
Yoifmnst lay lime, to tangle her desires. 

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows. 

Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven- bred poesy. 
Pro Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your* sighs, your heart; 
Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line, 

That may discover such integrity : 

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets 1 sinews ; 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones. 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 

After your dire lamenting elegies. 

Visit by night your lady's chamber- window 
With' some sweet concert : to their instruments 
Tune a deploring dump; the night’s d||d silence 
.Will well become sueu sweet complaining grievance. 
This, or eise nothing, will inherit her. , [love. 
Duke . This discipline shows thou hast been in 
Thu And thy advice this night I’ll put in practice: 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver. 

Let us into the city presently, 

To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music : 

1 have a sonnet that will serve the turn. 

To give the onset to tnv good advice. 

Duke. About it, gentlemen. '' A; 

Pro. W e’ll wait upon your grace till after supper : 


ACT. IV. 

Scene I. — A Forest, nea + Mant.ua. 

Enter certain Outlaws. 

1 Out. Fellows, stand fast : I see a passenger. 

2 Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down 

with ’em. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you hava 

about you ; 

If not, we’ll make you sit, and rifle you. 
f Speed Sir, we are undone 1 these are the villain* 
That all the travellers do fear so much. 

\ a 1. My friends, — 

1 Out. That’s not so, sir; we are your enemies. 

2 Out. Peace ; we’ll hear him. 

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we; 

For he's a proper man. 

Vat. Then know, that I have little wealth to lose 
A man I am, crossed with adversity: 

My riches are these poor habiliments, 

Of which if you should here disiuruish me. 

You take the sum and substance that ! have. 

2 Out. Whither travel you'? 

Val. To Verona. 

1 Out . Whence came you ? 

Val. From Milan. 

3 Out. Have you long sojourn’d there? [staid, 
Val. Sdune sixteen months ; and longer might hate 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted ine. 

1 Out. What, were you banish’d thence? 

Val. I was. 

2 Out. For what offence ? 

Val. For that which now torments me to rehearse * 
I kill’d a man, whose death I much repent; 

But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 

Without false vantage, or base tieacbery. 

1 Out. Why, ne’er repent it, if it were done jo* 
But were you baniHi’d for sosmall rt fault? 

Vat I was, and held rue glad of such a doom. 

I Out. Have you the tongues? 

Vat My youthful travel therein made me happy; 
Or else I often had been miserable. 

3 Out . By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s fat friat 
This fellow were a king for our wild taction. 

1 Out. We’li have him; sirs, a wmd. 

Speed. M aster, be one of them; 

It is an honourable kind of thievery. 

Val. Peace, villain 

2 Out. Tell us this: have you any thing to take to? 
Val. Nothing, but my fortune. 

3 Out. Know then, that some of us are gentlemen 
Such as the fury of uugovern'd youth 

Thrust from the company of awful men : 

Myself was from Vtrona banisln d, f£| 

For practising to steal away a lady. 

An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman. 
Whom, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart. 

1 Out. And I, for such like petty crimes as these. 
But to the purpose, — (for we cite our faults. 

That they may hold excus'd our lawless lives,) 

And, partly, seeing you are beautified 

With goodly shape ; and by your own report 
A linguist; and a man of such perfection, 

As we do in our qualify much want; — 

2 Out. Indeed, because you are alia wish’d man, 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you: 

Are you content to be our general? 

To make a virtue of necessity. 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness? [consort? 

3 Out. What ‘S&fst thou? wilt thou he of out 
Sav, ay, and be the capta n of us all ; 

We’ll do thee homage, and be rul’d by thee : 
Loy e thee as cm* commander, and mir king. 

1 Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, Y 
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2 Out. Them shall not live to brag what we have 

Veil T take your offer, and will live with you ; V( 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On silty women, or poor passengers. 

3 Out. No, we detest such vile base practices. 

Come, go with us, we’ll bring thee to. our crews, 

And shew thee all the treasure we have got; 

Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy 

Scene II,— Milan. Court of the Palace. 

Enter Proteus. . I 

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine, o 
And now I must be as unjust to Thurio. 

Under the colour of commending him, 

.1 have access rny own love to prefer: 

. But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy. 

To be corrupted with my worthless gilts. J 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

She twits trie with tny falsehood to my mend ; 

When to her beauty I commend my vows, f 

She bids me think, how I have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov d: 

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips, 

The least whereof would quell a lover s hope, 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love. 

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still. ^ 

But here comes Tliurio : now must we toher window, 
And give some evening music to iler ear. 

* Enter Thurio and Musicians. 

Thu. How now, sir Proteus? are you crept be- 
fore us ? „ , ,« i 

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio; for, you know, that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go: 

Thu. Ay, but, I hope, sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence. 

Thu. Whom? Silvia? 

Pro . Ay, Silvia,— for your sake. 

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen, 
Let’s tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

Enter Host, at a distance; arid Julia, in ley's 
clothes. 

Host. Now, my young guest ! methinks you're 
fidlycholly ; I pray you, why is it? 

Jul Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry. 
Host. Come, we’ll have you merry : I’ll bring you 
where you shall hear music, and see the gentleman 
&a t you ask’d for. 

Jul, But shall 1 hear him speak? 

Host Ay, that you shall. ■ _ > 

Jul That will be music, [Music plays ) 

Host. Hark ! hark ! 

Jul. Is he among these? 

Host. Ay ; but peace, let’s hear ’em. 

# ' SONG. 

Who is tfilvia? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her ! 
Holy, fair, and wise is she; 

The heavens such grace did lend her 
That she might admired be. 

Is she kind, as she is fair ? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 

Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness ; 

I And, being help'd, inhabits there, 

i Then to Silvia let us sing. 

That Silvia is excelling; 

She excels each, mortal thing. 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 

To her let us garlands bring. 

Host. How now? are you sadder than you were 
before? 

How do you, man ? the music likes you not. 

Jul. Yon mistake ; the musician likes me not. 
Host. Why, my pretty youth? 

Jul. He plays false, father 


Host. How? out of tune on the strings i 

Jul Not so; but yet so false that he grieves my 

very heart-strings. * 

Host You have a quick ear. . . 

j u l Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me hav 

a ^Host.A perceive, you delight not in music. 

Jul Not a whit, when it jars so. 

Host. Hark, what fine change is m the music . 

Jul Av : that change is the spite. 

Host You would have them always play but on 
Jul I would always have one play but one 
But, host, doth this sir Proteus, that we talk uu 
often resort unto this gentlewoman : 

Host. I tell you what Launce, his man, told me 
he loved her out of all nick. 

Jul Where is Launce ? , . , . 

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow 
by his master’s command, he must carry for a pre* 

Sei Jul, Peace f stand aside ! the company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you ! I will so plead* 

That you shall say, niy cunning drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we ? 

Pro. At saint Gregory’s well. . , , 

Thu. Farewell. [Exeunt Thurio and Musicians.) 

Silvia appears above, at her window. 

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen ; 

Who is that, that spake ? , „ . 

Pro One, lady, if you knew his pure heart s truth, 
You’d quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Sil. Sir Proteus, as 1 take it. . ' ■ 

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant, 

Sil What is your will ? 

p ro That I may compass yours. 

Sil * You have your wish ; my will is even this,— 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 

Thou subtle, perjur’d, false, disloyal man. 

Think’st thou, I am so shallow, so conceitless 
To be seduced by thy. flattery. 

That hast deceiv’d so many with thy vows C 
Return, return, and make thy love amends. 

For me,— by this pale queen ol night I swear, 

I am so' far from granting thy request, 

That l despise thee for thy wrongful suit ; 

And by and by intend to chide myself, 

Even for this time 1 spend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady 
But she is dead. 

Jul ’Twere false, if I should speak it; 

For, I am sure, she is not buried* [Aside.) 

, Sil. Say, that she be ; yet \ alenhne, thy inena. 
Survives ; to whom, thy self art witness, 

I am betroth’d : and art thou not asham.d 
To wrong him with thy importunaeyr ? . 

Pro. t likewise h£ar, that Valentine is dead. 

Sil Anil so, suppose am 1 ; for in his grave. 
Assure thyself, my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth. 
Sil Go to thy lady’s grave, and call hers thence; 
Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine. 

Jul. lie heard not that. (Aside.) 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate. 
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love, 

The picture that is hanging in your chamber; 

To that I’ 11 speak, to that i’ll sigh and weep : 

For, since if substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, l am but a shadow ; 

And to vour shadow I will make true love. _ jit, 
Jul. If ’twere a substance, you wquld sure demv# 
And make it but a shadow, as I am. . (Aside.) 

Sil I am very loth to be your idol, sir: 

But, since your falsehood shall become you well 
re To worship shadows, and adore false shapes. 

Send to me in the morning, and I’ll send it: 

And so, good rest . . , ... 

Pro. As wretches have o er-mght 

That wait for execution in the morn. t 

C Exeunt Proteus ; and Silvia, from above 
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Jul. Host, will you go ? 

Host. By my hallidom, I was fast asleep. 

Jul. Pray you, where lies sir Proteus? 

Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, t think, 
tis almost day. 

Jul. Not so ; bnt.it hath been the longest night 
That e’er I watch’d, and the most heaviest. ( Exeunt . 

Scene III.— The same. 

Enter Egl amour. 

Egl. This is the hour that madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know -her mind ; 

There's some great matter she'd employ me in. — • 
Madam, madam ! 

Silvia appears above, at her window. 

Sil. Who calls ? 

Egl. Your servant, and your friend ; 

One that attends your ladyship’s command. 

Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good-morrow. 
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself. 

According to your ladyship’s impose, 

1 am thus early come, to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

Sit. 0 Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 

(Think not, I Hatter, tor, I swear, I do not,) 

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish’d. 

Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will 
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine; 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr’d. 

Thyself hast lov’d ; and I have, heard thee say 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart, 

As when thy lady and thy true love died. 

Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity. 

Sir Egl amour, I would to Valentine, 

To Mantua, where, 1 hear, he makes abode; 

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 
l do desire thv worthy company, 

Upon whose faith and honour I repose. 

Urge not my lather's anger, Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief: 

And on the justice of my dying- hence, 

To keep me from a most unholy match. 

Which heaven and fortune still reward with plagues. 
I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As nil l of sorro ws as the sea of sands, 

To bear me company, and go with me : 

If not, to hide what I have said to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 

Which since I know they virtuously are placed, 

I give consent to go along with you ; 

Recking as little what betideth me 
As much I wish all good he fortune you. 

When will you go? 

Sil. This evening coming. 

Egl, Where shall I meet you ? 

Sil. At friar Patrick’s cell. 

Where T intend holy confession. 

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship : 

G nod-morrow, gentle lady. 

Sil. Good- morrow, kind sir Eglamour. (Exeunt.) 

% 

Scene IV. — Ttie same. 

Enter Launce, with his dog. 

When a man’s servant shall play the cur with 
him, look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up 
of a puppy ; one that I saved from drowning, when 
three or tour of his blind brothers and sisters went 
to it ! I have taught him— even as one would say 
precisely. Thus 1 would teach a dog. I was sent 
to deliver him, as a present to mistress Silvia, from 
my master; and I came no sooner into the dining- 
chamber, but he steps me to her trencher, and steals 
her capon’s leg. O, ’tis a foul thing, when a cur 
cannot keep himself in all companies! I would 
have, as one should say, one that takes upon him 
to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all 
things. If X had not had more wit . than he, to 
take a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he 


had been hanged for’t; sure as I live he had suf. 
tered for’t. you shall judge. He thrusts me him 
self into the company of three or four gentleman 
like dogs, under the duke’s table : he had not been 
there (bless the mark) a pissing while, but all the 
chamber smelt him. Out with the dog, says one 
What cur is that? says . another ; Whip him out, 
says the third; Hang him up, says the duke. I, 
having been acquainted with the smell before^ 
knew it Was Grab; and goes me to the fellow that 
whips the dogs : Friend, quoth T, you mean to whip 
the dog ? Ay, marry, do I, quoth he. You do hi 
the more wrong, quoth I ; '(was I did the thing ycr 
loot of. He makes me no more ado, but whips me 
out ojf the chamber. How many masters would 
do this for their servant? Nay, I’ll be sworn, I 
have sat on the stocks for puddings lie hath stolen, 
otherwise he had been executed: I have stood on 
the pillory; for geese he hath killed, otherwise he had 
suffered tor’t: thou think'st not of this now I — Nay, 

I remember the trick you served me, when X took 
my leave of madam Silvia; did not I bid thee still 
mark me, and do as I do ? When did’st thou see 
me heave up my leg, and make water against a 
gentlewoman's farthingale ? didst thou ever see rap 
do such a trick ? 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee well. 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 
Jul. In what you please;— -I will do what I can. 
Pro. 1 hope thou wilt. — How now, you whoreson 
peasant? (To Launce.) 

Where have you been these two days loitering ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, 1 carried mistress Silvia the dog 
you bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel? 
haun. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur ; and 
tells yon, currish thanks is good enough for such a 
Pro. But she received my dog ? [present 

Laun. No, indeed, she did not : here have I 
brought him back again. 

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me? 
Laun. Ay sir; the other squirrel was stolen from 
me by the hangman’s boys in the market-place : and 
then I offered her mine own ; who is a dog as big as 
ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again. 
Or ne’er return again into my sight. 

Away, I say: stay’st thou to vex me here? 

A slave, that, stiff an end, turns me to shame, 

[Exit Launch 

Sebastian, I have entertained thee. 

Partly, that I have need of such a youth. 

That can with some discretion do my business. 

For ’tis no trusting to yon foolish lowt; 

But, chiefly, for thy face, and thy behaviour. 
Which (if my augury deceive me not) 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, amr truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 

Go presently, and take this ring with thee. 

Deliver it to madam Silvia : 

She loved me well, deliver’d it to me. [token 
Jul. It seems you loved her not, to leave kef 
She’s dead, belike. 

Pro . Not so; I think, she lives 

Jul. Alas ! 

Pro. Why dost tho u cry, alas ? 

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro . Wherefore should’st thou pity her ? 

Jul. Because, methinks that she loved you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia ; 

She dreams on him, tbst has forgot her love ; 

You dote on her, that ; oares not for your love. 

’Tis pity, love should be so contrary; 

And thinking on ffr ittakes me cry, alas ! 

Pro. Well, give her that ring, ami therewitha. 
This letter;— that's her chamber.— Tell my lady, 

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 

Your message done, hie%ome unto zty chamber, ® 
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Where, (lion shalt find me sad and solitary .[E*. Pro. 

Jul. How many women would do such a message l 
Alas, poor Proteus S thou hast entertained 
A fox, to be the shepherd of thy Jambs; 

Alas, poor fool ! why do l pity him 
That with his very heart despiseth me ? 

Because he loves her, he despiseth me; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me. 

To bind him to remember my good will: 

And now am I (unhappy messenger) # 
plead for that, which I would not obtain ; 
carry that which I would have refus’d ; 

To praise his faith, which I would have disprais d. I 
I am my master's true confirmed love ; 

But cannot he true servant to my master, 

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet l will woo for him ; but yet so coldly, 

heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 

Enter Silvia, attended. 

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be mv mean 
To bring me where to speak with madam Silvia. 

SiL What would you with her, if that I be she ? 
Jut. If you be she, I do entreat your patience 
'To lirar me speak the message I am sent on. 

Sit. From whom ? 

Jul. From my master, sir Proteus, madam. 

.SiL 0 ! — he sends you for a picture ? 

Jul. Ay, madam. 

Sit. Ursula, bring my picture there. 

( Picture brought.) 

Go, give your master this: tell him from me, 

One Julia, that, his changing thoughts forget, 

Wettld better fit his chamber than this shadow. 

Jul. Madam,: please you peruse this letter. 

Pardon me, madam; I have unadvis’d 
Delivered you a paper that I should not ; 

This is the letter to your ladyship. 

Sit. I pray thee, let rne look on that again. 

Jul It may not be ; good madam, pardon me. 

Sil. Tim re, hnld 

1 will not look upon your master’s lines: 

I know they are stuff’d with protestations. 

And full of new found oaths; which he will break. 
As easily as I do tear his paper. 

Jul. Madam, he sends^ your ladyship this ring. 

SiL The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For, l have heard him say a thousand times. 

His Julia gave it him at his departure: 

Though his false, finger hath profan’d the ring, 

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

Jul. She thanks you. 

SiL What say's! thou? 

Jul. 1 thank you, madam, that you tender her: 
Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much. 
SiL Dost thou know her? 

Jul. Almost as well as l do know myself: 

To think upon her woes, I do protest, . 

That I have wept an hundred several times. [her. 
SiL Belike, she thinks that Proteus hath forsook 
Jiil. I think she doth, and that’s her cause of 
SiL Is *he not passing fair? [sorrow. 

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is: 
When she did think my master lov’d her well, 

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you; 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass. 

And threw her sun expelling mask away, 
he air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks, 
nd pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face, 
low she is become as black as I. 

How fall was she ? 

Jut. About my. stature : for, at Pentecost, 

When all our pageants of delight were play’d. 

Our youth got me to pfay the woman’s part, 

And 1 was trimm’d i» madam Julia’s gown; 

Which served me as fit, by all men’s judgment, 
had been made for me : 

my height, 
her weep a- good. 


For I did play a lamentable part; 

Madam, Uvas Ariadne, passioning . 

For Theseus’ perjury, and unjust flight; 

Which I so lively acted with my tears, . 

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal. 

Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead. 

If I in thought felt not her very sorrow. 

SiL She is beholden to thee, gentle youth !— 

Alas, poor lady I desolate and left!— . 

I weep myself, to think upon thy words. ^ 1 

Here, youth, there is my purse; I give thee this 
For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou lov’st her 
Farewell. Silvia 

Jul. And she shall thank you for’t, if e’er yot 
know her. 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beautiful. 

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold, 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much. 

Alas, how love can trifle with itself ! 

Here is her picture : let me see ; I think. 

If I had such a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as \s this of hers: 

A yd yet the painter flatter’d her a li ttle. 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 

If that be afl the difference in his love, 

I’ll get me such a colour'd periwig. 

Her eyes are grey as glass , and so are mine: 

Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high 
What should it be, that he respects in her, 

But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond love were not a blinded god ? 

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up. 

For ’tis thy rival. 0 thou senseless form, 

Thou shalt be worshipped, kiss’d, lov’d, and ador’d. 
And, were there sense in this idolatry. 

My substance should be statue in thy stead. 

I’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake, 

That us’d me so ; or else, by Jo\e, I vow 
I should have scratch'd out your unseeing eyes. 

To make my master out of love with thee. [ Exit 


Scene I . — The same. An Abbey 
Enter Eglamour. 

Egl The sun begins to gild the western sky; 

And now, it is about the very hour 

’That Silvia, at Patrick’s cell, should meet me. 

She will not fail; for lovers break not hours. 

Unless it be to come before their time ; 

So much they spur their expedition. 

Enter Silvia. 

See where she comes : Lady, a happy evening ! 

Sit. Amen, amen! go on, good Eglamour! 

Out at the postern by the abbey-wall ; 

I f ar I am attended by some spies. 

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three leagues oft . 
If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt 

Scene II . — The same. An Apartment in th* 
Duke's Palace. 

Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia. 

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit? 
Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was ; 

And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 

Thu. What, that my leg is too long? 

Pro. No; that it is too little. ^ [rounder 

Thu. I’ll wear a boot, to mak$ it somewhat 
Pro. But love will not be spnrr’d W what it loaths. 
Thu. What says she to my face ? 

Pro. She says, it is a faif one. 

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies ; my face is black. 
Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is, 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes. 

Jul. ’Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies’ eyes 
For I had rather wink than look on them. ( Astds.J 
Thu. How likes she my discourse ? 

Pro. I l l , when you talk of war. f peace? 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and 
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Jul. But better, indeed, when you hold your 
peace. (Aside.) 

Thu. What says she to my valour ? 

Pro. 0, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it cowardice. 

(Aside.) 

Thu. what says she to my birth? 

Pro. That you are well deriv’d. 

Jul. True ; from a gentleman to a fool. (Aside.) 
Thu. Considers she my possessions? 

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them. 

Tint Wherefore? 

Jul. That such an ass should owe them. (Aside.) 
Pro. That they are out by lease. 

Jul, Here comes the duke. 

Enter Duke 

Puke. How now, sir Proteus ! how now, Thtirio ! 
Which of you saw sir Eglamour of late? 

Thu. Not L 
Pro. Nor I. 

Puke. Saw you my daughter? 

Pro. Neither. 

Puke. Why, then she’s fled unto that peasant 
And Eglatnour is in her company. [Valentine; 

f T;s true ; for friar Laurence met them both. 

As he in penance wander’d through the forest : 

Him he knew wed, and guess’d that it was she ; 
But, being* mask’d, he was not sure of it: 

Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even ; and there she was not: 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse, 

But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 
Taut loads towards Mantua, whither they are fled. 
Despatch , sweet gentlemen, and follow me. ( Exit. 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 

That, llies h**r fortune wii n it follows her : 

I’ll alter, more to be reveng’d on Eglamour, 

Th ai for the love of reckless Silvia. [ Exit. 

Pro. And 1 will follow more for Silvia’s love, 
Thau hate of Eglamour tout goes with her. [Exit. 

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love, 
Titan hate tor Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit. 

Sc exb 1 U. — Frontiers of Mantua. The Forest. 
Enter Silvia and Outlaws. 

1 Out. Come, come ; 

Be patient, we must bring you to onr captain. 

■Sil. A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have learn' d me how to brook this patiently. 

2 Out. Come, bring her away. 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with her? 
A Out. Being nimble -footed, he hath out-run us. 
But Moyses, and Valerius, follow him. 

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood, 
'There is our captain : we'll follow him that’s fled : 
The thicket is beset, he cannot ’scape. Leave: 

1 Out. Come, t must bring you to our captain’s 
Fear not; he bears an honourable mind, 

And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil. 0 Valentine, this f endure for thee. [ Exeunt . 

Scene IV. — Another part of the Forest. 
Enter Valentine. 

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns : 

Here can I sit alone , unseen of any, 

And, to the nightingale's complaining notes, 

Tune my distresses, and record my woes.. 

0 thou that dost inhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless ; 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair ine with thy presence, Silvia ; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain ! 
What hallooing, and w hat stir, is this to-day ? 

These are my mates, that make their wills their law, 


Have some unhappy passenger in chase: 

They love me well: yet I have much to do, 

I o keep them from uncivil outrages. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine ; who’s this comes here? 

[Steps aside. 

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

.P ro - Madam, this service I have done for you, 

( J hough you respect not aught your servant doth,) 
l o hazard life, and rescue you from him 
That would have forc’d your honour and your love 
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look ; 

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg. 

And less than this, l am sure, you cannot give. 

Val. How like a dream is this 1 see and hear ! 
Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. [Asiiie* 
Sil. 0 miserable, unhappy that I am ! 
iVo. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came) 
BuL by my coming, I have made you happy. 

Sil By thy approach thou mak’st me most unhappy 
Jvl. And me, when he approaoheth to your pre- 
sence. [Aside.) 

Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 

I would have been a breakfast for the beast 
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. ’ 

0, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine, 

Whose life’s as tender to me as my soul ; 

And full as much, (for more there cannot be,) 

I do detest false perjur’d Proteus : 

Therefore be gone, solicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to death 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 

0, ’tis the curse in love, and still approv’d, 

When women cannot love where they’re belov’d. 

Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he’s belov’d 
Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love, 

For whose dear s ike thou didst then rend thy faith 
Into a thousand oaths, and all those oaths 
Descended into | erjury, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou had’st two 
And that’s far worse than none; better have none 
Thau plural faith, which is too much by one . 

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend I 
Pro. In love, 

Who respects friends? 

Sil. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 

I’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end ; 

And love you ’gainst the nature of love, force y on 
Sil. 0 heaven! . 

Pro. I’ll force thee yield to my desire. 

Val. Ruffian, let go that rude unci vil touch ; 

Thou friend of an ill fashion ! 

Pro. Valentine! [love, 

Val. Thou common friend, that’s without faith or 
(For such is a friend now,) treacherous man! 

Thou hast beguil'd my hopes: nought but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me: now I dare not say, 

I have one friend alive ; thou would’st disprove me. * 
Who should be trusted now, when one’s right hand 
Is perjur’d to the bosom ? Proteus, 

1 am sorry I must ne\er trust thee more, 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

'Hie private wound is deepest: O time, most enrat! 
‘Mougst all funs, that a friend should be the worst! 

Pro. My sh one and guilt, confound me — 

Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 

I tender it here ; I do as truly suffer, 

As e’er I did commit. 

Val. Then I am paid ; 

And once again I do leceive thee honest;-— 

Who by repentance k not satisfied, * 

Is not of heaven, nor earth ; for these are pleas’d \ 

By penitence tne Eternal’s wrath’s appeas’d : — 
And, that my love may appear plain aud free. 

All that was’ mine in Silvia I give thee. 

Jul. 0 me, unhappy ! (Faints) 

Pro. Look t* the boy. »- ‘ 
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ValVfhj, boy! "hy, wag! bow wtjg} | 

L«»k^p., s P eak - 0 good s ; r> my „, aster charg’d me 

To deliver a ring to madam Silvia ; 

Which, out of my neglect, was never done. 

Pro. Where is that ring, boy l • . . , 

Jul. Here His ; this is it. [Gives a ring ) 
Pro - How 1 let me see ; 

Why this is the ring I gave to Julia. _ 

Jul. 0, cry yon mercy, sir, I have mistook. 

rhis is Ule yo» <*<*■ t0 8^ -mother ring ) 
Pro. But how cam’st thou by this 'ung? at my 
1 gave it unto Julia. . . * 5 

M. And Julia herself did give it me , 

And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 

And entertain’d them deeply m her h^art : 

How oft hast thou with perjury cleftth*. root ' 

O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush; 
Bethouasham’d, that 1 have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment; if shame live 

It is tiie^esser Vlot' modesty finds, M.\ 

Women to change their shapes, than men their , 
Pm Than men their minds ! His true ; %;> heaven . 
were man . . 

But constant, he were perfect : that one error isms ; 
Fill# him with faults; makes him run through all 
Inconstancy falls oft*, ere it begins ; 

What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye l 
Val Come, come, a hand from either : 

Let me be blest to make this happy close ; f 
Twere pitv two such friends should be long toes. 
Pro. Bear witness, heaven, I have my wish for 
Jul Anri l have mine. Lever. 

Enter Outlaws, icith Duke and Thurio. 

% 0 u t . A prize, a prize, a prize ! 

VaL Forbear, I say : it is my lord the duke. 

/our grace is welcome to a man disgrac’d, 

- Banish’d Valentine. _ r . ■ . . 

Puke. Sir Valentine ! 

•Pnu. Yonder is Silviu ; and Silvia's mine. i ' 
Val. Tluirio, give buck, or else embrace thy neatli; 
Cow not within the measure oi my wrath : 


Do not name Silvia thine : if once again, 

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she standi. 

Take but possession of her with a touch , 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.— 

Thu. Sir Valentine, 1 care not. tor her, 1 ; 

I hold him but a fool, that will endarigei 
His body for a girl, that loves him not. . 

I claim her not, and thereiore she is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and case art tnou, 

To make such means for her as thou hast done, 

| And leave heron suck slight conditions. 

Now, by the honour oi my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, ' 

And think thee worthy of an empress love. 

Know, then, I here forget all former griefs, 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.— 

Plead a new stale in thy rnmvall d merit, 

To which I thus subscribe,— sir \ alentine, 

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv'd ; 

Tfike thou thv Silvia, for thou hast deserv d her. 

Val. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made me 
happy. , , , , . 

I now beseech yon, for your daughter s sake. 

To grant one boon that I shall ask of yon. 

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, w hate er it be. 

Val These banish’d men, that I have kept withal, 
Are men, endued with worthy qualities ; 

Forgive them what they have committed here. 

And let them be recall’d from their exile : 

They are reformed, civil, full of good, r . 

And* fit for great employment, worthy lord, [thee , 
Duke. Thou hast prevail’d: I pardon them and 
Dispose of them, as thou know’st their deserts. 

Come, let us go; we will include all jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 

Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
• With our discourse to make your grace to smile : 
What think you of this page, my lord ( # [blushes. 
Duke. I think the boy hath grace m Win : he 
Val. I warrant you, my lord, moie grace than boy 
1 Duke. What mean you by that saying ! 

Val. Please you, I’U tell you as we pass aft ig, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned.— 

Come, Proteus ; His your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered : 

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours: 

; One feast, one house, one mutual happiness, [b# 
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Of tins play there is a tradition preserved by Mr. Rowe, that, it was written at the command of Queen Elizabeth, 
who was so delighted with the character of Falstatf; that she wished it to he diffused through more plays ; but suspecting 
that it might pall by continued uniformity, directed the poet to diversify his manner, ny shewing him m love. No 
task is harder titan that of writing to the ideas of another. Shakspeare knew what the queen, if the story he true, 
seems not to have known, that by any real passion of tenderness, the selfish craft, the careless jollity, and the lazv 
luxury of Falstatf must have suftV red so much abatement, that little of his former cast would have remained. Falstatf 
could not love, but. by ceasing t o be Falstaff. He could only counterfeit love, and his professions could be prompted, 
riot by the hope of pleasure, but of money. Thus the poet approached as near as he could to the work enjoined 
him; yet having perhaps in the former plays completed his own idea, seems not to have been able to give Faistaft 
all his former power of entertainment. 

This comedy is remarkable for the variety and number of the personages, who exhibit more characters appropri- 
ated amt discriminated, than perhaps can be lound in any other play. 

Whether Shakspeare was the first that produced upon the English stage the effect oflanguage distorted and depraved 
by provincial or foreign pronunciation, I cannot certainly decide. This mode of forming ridiculous characters can 
confer praise only on him who originally discovered it, for it requires not much of either wit or judgment; its 
success must he derived almost wholly from the player, but its power in a skilful mouth, even he that despises it 
is unable to resist. 

The conduct of this drama if deficient ; the action begins and ends often, before the conclusion, and the different 
parts might change places without inconvenience : but its general power, that power by which all works of genius shall 
finally be tried, is such, that perhaps it never yet had reader or spectator who did not think it too soon at the end, 

Johnson . . 
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Scene, — Windsor, and the Paris adjacent. 


, ACT I. * | 

Scene I. — Windsor. Before Page's House. 
Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh 
Evans. 

Shah Sir Hugh, persuade me not ; I will make 
a Star-chamber matter of it : if he were twenty sir 
John Falstaifs, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, 
esquire. 

men. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, 
and coram. 

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and Cust-alorinn. 

Slen . Ay, and ratolorum tm : and a gentleman 
born, master parson ; who writes himself armigero; 
in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, armi- 
gero. 

Skat. Ay, that we do ; and have done any time 
these three hundred years. 

Slen. All his successors, gone before him, have 
done’t; and all his ancestors, that come after him, 
may ; they may give the dozen white luces in their 

Shal. It is an old coat. [coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old 
coat well ; it agrees well, passant ; it is a familiar 
beast to man, and signifies — love. 

Shah The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish is 
an old coat. 

Slen. I may quarter, coz ? 

Shah You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring*, indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shah Not a whit. 

Eva. Yes, pyV lady ; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three skirts for yourself, in my 
simple conjectures : but this is all one : if sir John 
Falstaff have committed disparagements unto yon, 
I am of the church, and will be glad to do my be- 
nevolence, to make atonements and compromises 
between you. 

Shal. The Council shall hear it : it is a not. 

Eva . It is not meet the Council hear ft riot ; 
there is no fear of Got in a riot : the Council, look 
you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not 
to hear a riot ; take your vizaments in that. 

Shah Ha ! o’ my life, if I were young again, the 
•word should end it. 


, , *' v 


■HHn 


Eva. It is petter that friends is the sword, and 
end it: and there is another device in my pram, 
which, perad venture, prings goat discretions with 
it: there is Anne Page, which is daughter te 
master George Page, which is pretty virginity. 

Slen, Mistress Anne Page ? She has brown hair, 
and speaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is, that fery verson for all the ’orld a as 
just as you will desire ; and seven hundred pounds 
of monies, and gold, and silver, is htr giandsire, 
upon his death’s- bed, (Got deliver to a joyful 
resurrections I) give, when she is able to overtake 
seventeen years old : it were a goot motion, if we 
leave our pribbles and prabbles, and desire a 
marriage between master Abraham, and mistress 
Anne Page. [pound? 

Shal Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred 

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 

Shah I’ know the young gentlewoman; she has 
good gifts. 

Eva. Seven hundred pounds, and possibilities, 
is good gifts. 

Shah Well, let us see honest master Page is 
Falstaff there? 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar, 
as I do despise one that is false ; or, as I despise 
i one that is not true. The knight, sir John, is 
there; and I beseech you, be ruled by your well- 
willers. I will peat the door (Icnoch) for master 
Page. What, boa l Got pless your house here 1 

Enter Page. 

Page. Who’s there? 

Eva. Here is Gofs plessmg, and your friend, and 
justice Shallow : and here young master Slender: 
that, peradventures, shall tell you another tale, it 
matters grow to your likings. 

Page. I am glad to see your worsh.ps well : 
thank you for master Shallow. 

Shall Master pAfjO am glad to see yen mucf 
good do it youTgood heart ! I wished your vemsoa 
better; it was ill killed How doth good mistresi' 
Page ?— andl love you always with my heart, la 

Pagel Sir, I thank you. [with ray heajt 

Shah Sir, I thank you ; by yc« and no, I do# 
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Fage. 1 am glad see yon, good master Slender. h< 
Slen. How does your tallow greyhound, sic ! 1 
heard say, he was out-run on Gotsale. * 

JW. It could not be judged, sir. 

Slen. You'll not confess, you 11 not confess. 

Shal. That he will not tis your fault, tis ) our ^ 
anlt: — ’tis a good dog. 

SJmL Sir Ve’s a good dog, and a fair dog ; can 

there he more/ said V he is good, and fair.— Is sir 
J °Prt^. !S ytrl he is within ; and I would I could do » 

a litis s^keas 1 Christians ought to speak. j 
Shal. He hath wrong’d me, master Page. 

Pane. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 

Shal. If it be confess'd, it is not redress d ; is not 
that so, master Page ? He hath wrong d me ; in- 
deed, he hath at a word he hath believe me 
Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is wrong d. 

Page. Here comes sir John. 

Sir John Falstait, Bardolph, Nym, and 
Pisiol. 

Fal Now, master Shallow; you’ll complain of 

m V/m/!’ e Knigh*t, you have beaten my men, killed 
, and broke open my lodge. 

But not kiss’d your keeper s daughter ' 

Shal Tut, i^iin 1 this shall be answer'd. ■ 

Fal. Twill answer it straight I have done all 
this -.—that is now answer’d. 

Shal. The Council shall know this. 

Fal. ’Tvvere better for you, -it it were known in 
»oiinsel vou’ll'be laugh’d at. 

jE va. Pauca verba , sir John, gout worts. 

• Fal. Good worts ! 'good cabbage.— Slender, 1 
broke your head ; what matter have you against me i 
Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter m my head against 
vou : and against your coney-catching rascals, Bar- 

dolph, Nym, and Pistol. They carried me to the 
tavern, and made me drunk, and afterwards picked 
my pocket. 

Bard. Vou Banbury cheese ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus l 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. , 

Nwn. Slice, I say l pauca, pauca; slice! thats 

ray humour. „ r«>“»» ? 

Slen. \V here’s Simple, my man? — can you tell, 
Eva. Peace : 1 pray you ! Now let us under- 
stand • there is three umpires in this matter, as I 
understand : tiiat is— master Page, Jidelicet, master 
Pate; and there is myself, jidehcet, inyseli ; and 
the three party is, lastly and finally, mine host ot 

the Garter. . iem * 

Page. YVe three, to hear it, and end it between 
Eva. Ferry goot: I will make a priel ol it in my 
ote-book; and vve will afterwards ’ork upon the 
cause, with as great discreetly as vve can. 

Fal. Pistol, — 

Pist. He hears with ears. , 

Eva. Tne tevil and his tarn ! what phrase is this, 
hears with ears l Why, it is affectations. _ 
Fal. Pistol, did you pick master Slender’s purse z 
Sien. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or 1 would 1 
mignt never come in mine own great chamber again 
else,) of seven groats in m 11 sixpences, and two 
Edward shovel boards, that cost me two shilling and 
wo pence a-piece of Y ead Miller, by these gloves. 
Fed Is tins true, Pistol? 

Eva. No* it is false, i f it is a pick-purse. 

Pist. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! — Sir Johuand 
master mine, 

[ combat clial.enge of this iatten bilbo: 

Word of denial in thy labras here ; 

ord of denial : froth and scum, thou best. 

then ’twas he. 

humours; I 
the uut- 


hook’s humour on me; that is the very note of A 
By this hat, then he in the red luce h»H it: 
for (nought cannot remember wbat <ll<1 5 

made me drunk, yeti am not aitogeUmr an us. 

Fal What say yon, bcarlet and Jmm . 

Rard Why, sir, tor mv pait, l say, the genus 
an Ik himself out of his five sentences. . 

It is l his five senses * fie, vvhatthe^norance is! 
Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they sav, ca- 
shier’d ; and so conclusions pass d the caienes. 

Slen Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but « 
n :T’ tU lr- Vl\ ne’er be drunk, whilst l live a*aiu, 

Fal You hear all these matters denied, gentle- 
men ; you hear it. 

Enter Mistress Anne*P age. wiih mnej Mi$tres$ 
Ford and Mistress Pace j allowing. 

Pane Nav, daughter, carry the wine in; we’ll 
, / ^Sthin 7 b [Exit Anne Page , . 

n Slen. O heaven! this is mistress Anne Page. 
p m ,e How now, mistress h ord ( 

Fat Mistress Ford, by my t™th you are very well 
met ; by vour leave, good mistress .{Kissing her ) 
Pave Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome 
Coine^vve have a hot venison pasty to dinner ; come, 
.entlmneo. I hope we shall drmk down all nnkmd- 
Sess. f Exeunt all but Shut. Slen. anil 


ness. Uxeuni an out 

Slen. I had rather 'than lorty slnllmgs, l had aiy 
book of Songs and Sonnets here:— 

Enter Simple. 

ot' Riddles about you, have you ! 

J Sim. Book of Riddles l way, did you not lend it 
to Alice Shortcake upon AlihuiUnvmas last, a .ori- 
nhrht afore Michaelmas ? - 

Shal. Come, coz ; come, coz; we stay for you. 

\ word with you, coz: marry, tins, coz : there is, 
as ivvere, a tender, a kind of tender, made alaro 
bv sir Hugh here ;— do you understand me . 

y Slere. Ay, sir, you shall had me reasonable , if it 
be so, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shul. Nay, but understand me. 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, master Slender . I 
will description the matter to you, ii you lie capacity 

°^sien Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says: 

I pray you, pardon me; he’s a justice oi peace in 
his country, simple though I stand here. 

Eva. But this is not the question ; the question 
is concerning your marriage. . 

Shal. Ay, there’s the point, sir. 

Eva . Marry, is it; the very point ol it , to roistres* 

if it be so, I will marry her, upon 

any reasonable demands. ' « T , 

Eva. But can you attention the oman ? Let uit 
command to know that of your mouth or ol your 
lips; for divers piiilosophers hold, that the lips is 
parcel of the mouth;— thereiore, precisely, 
you carry your good will to the maid , 

: Shal. Cousin Abraham Sle nder, can you love her 7 
Slen. 1 hope, sir,— 1 will do. as it shall become 
one that would do reason. . 

Eva Nays Gut’s lords and his ladies, you mutt 
speak possitable, if you can carry her your desne* 

towards her. ... 

Skat . That you must: will you, upon good 
dowry, marry her? . . . 

Slen. 1 will do a greater thing than that, upot 

your request, cousiq, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me. conceive me, sweet 
coz; what l do, is to pleasure you, coz: canyon 
love the maid? , 


Scene 3, 
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Slen . I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but 
if there br* no great love in the beginning, yet hea- 
ven may decrease it upon better acquaintance, when 
we are married, and have more occasion to know one 
another: I hope, upon familiarity will grow more 
contempt ; but if you say, marry her> I will marry 
er v that 1 am freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 
j him It is a fery discretion answer; save, the 
aid' is int'ne ’ort dissolutely : the ’ort is, according 

0 our meaning, resolutely ; — his meaning is good. 
Shal. Ay, 1 think my cousin meant well. 

Slen Ay, or else £ would I might be hanged, la. 

Re enter Anne Page. 

Shal. Bere comes fair mistress Anne: — Would 

1 were young, for your sake, mistress Anne! 

Anne. Tne dinner is on the table ; my father 

desires your worships’ company. 

Shal. I will wait on hi me fair mistress Anne. 
Eva. O t’s pleased vvill ! I wilt not be absence at 
the grace. [Exeunt Shal. and Sir H. Evans. 
Anne. WilTt please your worship to come in, sir ? 
Slen. No, I. thank you, ' forsooth, heartily ; I am 
Anne* The dinner attends you, sir. [very well. 
Slen. I am not a -hungry, I thank you, forsooth, 
o, sirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon 


mistress Anne Page: and the letter is to de.dte and 
require her to solicit your master’s desires to mis- 
tress Anne Page : I pray you, begone : l will make 
an end of my dinner; tliere’s pippins and cheese to 
come. [Exeunt 

Scene II I. — A Room in the Garter Inn . 

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolph, Nym, Pistol 
and Robin. 

Fal Mine host of the Garter, — 

Host. What says my bully-rook ? Speak scho- 
larly, and wisely. [ot my followers. 

Fal, Truly, mine host, I must turn away some 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier; let them 
wag ; trot, trot. 

j F al. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou’rt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, and 
Pheezar. I vvill entertain Bardolph; he shall draw, 
he shall tap : said I well, bully Hector ? 

Fal. Do so, good mine host. 

Host, i have spoke; let him follow: let me see 
thee froth, and lime : I am at a word ; follow. 

| ^ {Exit Host. 

j Fal. Bardolph, follow him; a tapster is a good 
| trade: an old cloak makes a new jerkin; a withered 


y cousin Shallow: [Exit Simple.] A justice of serving-man, a fresh tapster go ; adieu. 


eace someutne may be beholden to his friend for 
a man:—! keep but three men and a boy yet, till 
my mother be dead : but what though ? yet I live 
like a poor gentleman born. 

Anne. 1 may not go in without your worship: 
they would not sit till you come. 

Slen. I’faitn, i’ll eat nothing : I thank you as 
much as though l did. 

Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Sim. I had rather walk here, I thank you; I 
bruised my shin the other day with playing at sword 
and dagger with a master of fence, three yeneys 
for a dish of stewed primes ; and, by my troth, I 
cannot abide the smelt of" hot meat since. Why do 
y cur dogs bark so ? be there bears i’.the town f [of. 
Anne. J think there are, sir; l heard them talked 
i Sun. I kwe the sport well : but I shall as soon 
quarrel at it, as any man in England: — you are 
afraid, if yon see the bear loose, are you not ? 

Anne . Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That's meat and drink to me now; I have 
seen Saekersori loose, twenty times ; and have taken 
him by the chain ; but, I warrant you, the women 
have so cried and shriek’d at it, that it pass’d : — but 
women, indeed, cannot abide ’em; they are very ill- 
favoured rough tilings. 

Re-enter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; we 
stay tor you. . ! 

Slen. Til eat nothing, I thank you, sir. j 

_ Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, j 
sir : come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page. Come on, sir. 

Sien. M istress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Amie. Not I, sir; pray you, keep on. 

Slen . 'Truly, £ will not go first; truly, la; £ will 
not do you that wryig. 

Anne. 1 pray you, sir. 

Slen. £ 11 rather be unmannerly than troublesome ; 
©u do yourself wrong, indeed, la. (Exeunt. 

Scene £1. — The same. 

Euler Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva* Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Cains’ 
.ause, which is the way ; and there dwells one mis- 
ress Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurse, 
#r his dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundry, his 
' ' wasner, and his wringer. 

Simp. Well, sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is pefcter yet : — give her this letter ; 
(or it is a ’oiuau that altogether’s acquaintance with 


Bard. It is a life that 1 have desired; I will 
thrive. (Exit Bard. 

Pist. 0 base Gongarian wight 1 wilt thou the 
spigot wield? 

Nym. He was gotten in drink : is not the humour 
conceited V His mind is not heroic, and there’s the 
humour of it 

Fal. I am glad, I am so acquit of this tinder* 
box ; his thefts were too open; Ins filching Was like 
an unskilful singer, he kept not time. [rest 

Nym. The good humour is, to steal at a minute’s 
Fis. Convey, the wise it call : steal ! foil ; a fico 
for the phrase ! 

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 

Pist. Why then, let kibes ensue 

Fal. There is no remedy; 1 must coney-catch; 

1 must shift. 

Pist. Young ravens must have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town? 

Pist. 1 ken the wight; he is of substance good. 
Fal. My houest lads, I vvill tell you what I am 
Pist. Two yards, and more. [about. 

Fal. No quips now. Pistol: indeed I am in the 
waist two yards about : but I am now about no waste; 

I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to *~ake love 
to Ford’s wife ; I spy entertainment in her ; she dis- 
courses, site carves, she gives tne leer of iin itation : 

I cap construe the action of her familiar style; and 
the hardest voice of her behaviour, to be English’d 
righ'ly, is, 1 am sir John Falstaff'' s. 

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated 
her well; out of honesty into English. Lpass? 

Nym. The anchor is deep : will that hvcnon 
Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule 
of her husband's purse; she. hath legions of angels 
Pist. As many devils entertain ; and, To her, boy i 
| say I. [me tire angels. 

Nym. The humour rises; it is good : humour 
Fal. I have writ me here a letter lo her : ani 
here another to Page’s wife; who even now gave 
me good eyes too, examin’d my parts with most 
judicious eyelids ; sometimes the beam of her vieV 
gilded my foot, sometimes my portly belly. 

Pist. Then did the sun on dung- hill shine 
Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

Fal. 0, she did so- course o’er my exteriors wi 
such a greedy intention, that the appetite of he ' 
eye did seem to scorch me up like a burning glass 
Here’s another letter to her; she bears the purse 
too; she is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. 

I will be cheater to them bqth, and they shall be 
exchequers to m e ; they shall be my East and West 
Indies, am? I will trade to them both. Go. bear 




V V" 


MERRY WIVES Of WINDSOR. 


. 



PiWPII 

ills 






■■ 1 

4 { 


thou this letter fo mistress I 

mistress Ford: we will thrive, lads, we will tnnve. 

Pm. Shall 1 sir Pandarus ot I roy ^. e . conie » ,, , 

And bv my side wear steel? then, Lucifer take «. • 
K I Will run no base humour : here, take the 

humour letter; 1 will keepthehaviourof reputation. 

fW. Hold, sirrah, (to Roi.) bear y° u these a , 

ters tightly; . . ! 

S‘iil like rnv pinnace to these golden shores. « 

Rogues, Se, avaunt! vanish like hai -stones go ; bj 
Trudge, plod, away, o’ the hoot ; seek shelter, punk . 
Falstaff will learn the humour o this age, jr ( 

French thrift, you rogues 

Pist. Let vultures gripe thy guts 1 ior gourd and 
fullam holds, . 

And high and low beguile the nch and poor. 

Tester I’ll have in pouch, when thou shall lack, 

Base Phrygian Turk ! . , , . , h jp 

Nym. 1 have operations in my head, which be ^ 

humours of revenge. 

Pist Wilt thou revenge ? , 

Nym, By welkin, and her stai . 

Pist. With wit, or steel? T . 5 

Nym. With both the humours, I : « 

l will discuss the humour of this love to Page. 

Pist. And I to Ford shall eke untold. 

How Falstaff,. varlet vile, ^ 

His dove will prove, Ins gold will hold, 

And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool : I will incense 
Page to deal with poison ; 1 will possess him with 
yellowness, for the revolt of mien is dangerous : that ^ 
is my true humour. T „ 1 

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malcontents : 1 se- 
cud thee; troop on. • lExeunt. 

Scene TV.— A Room in Dr. Cains' House. 

Enter Mistress Quickly, Simple, and Rucby. 
Quick. What: John Rugby!— I pray thee, go 
to the casement, and see il you can see my master, 
master Doctor Gains, coming : it he do i iaith, and 
find any body in the house, here will be an old 
abusing of God’s patience, and the kings English. 
Bug. Ill go watch. [ExU Rugby. 

Quick. Go ; and we’ll have a posset tor t soon at 
night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire. 
An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant 
shall come in house withal; and, I warrant you, no 
tell-tale, nor no breed-bate ; his worst fault is, that 
he is given to prayer; he is something peevish that 
way : but nobody but has his fault; — but let that 
pass. Peter Simple, you say your name is ? 

Sim.* Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And master Slender’s your master . 

Sim. Ay, forsooth. , , 

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, 

(ike a glover’s paring knife ? 

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee face, 
with a little yellow beard; a Cain -coloured beard. 
Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not? , 
Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any is between this and his head ; he hath 
fought with a warrener. 

Quick. How say you?— 0, I should remember I 
him? Does he not hold up his head, as it were? and 
strut in his gait? 

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse 
fortune ! Tell master parson Evans, I will do what 
I can for your master: Anne is a good girl, and I 
wish — 

Re-enter Rugby. 

Rug. Out, alas 1 here comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all be shent : run in here, good 
young man; go into this closet. {Shuts Simple in 
the closet.) He wilt not stay long.— .What, John 
Rugby l John, what,. John, I say !— Go, John, go 
enquire for my master; I doubt, he be not well. 


thathe comes not home -.-and down, dovm. a* ;m. 
a, &c. {Sings.) 

Enter Doctor Catos. 

Vnf is vou sin 0 "? I do not like dcsc toys , 
Pray you ™ an/vetchme in my closet un kodier 
23/ a bof! a green-a box ; do intend vat 1 speak ? 

“ %ulck Ay,' forsooth, 111 fetch it jron. I am glad 
he’went nothin himself: if he had lound the young 
ma „, he would have een fait j^l 


man, he would nave uecnm » h i 
Cams. Fe. fe feje . ma joi, it fait fort c/uiuci 
Je m'en vais a la Cour,—la grande ajjaire. 

te ollgfmidUleaumm pocket; depeche 
Quickly Vere is dat knave Rugby . 
q Quick. What, John Rugby ! John ! 

Cams.* You 'are John Rugby, and yon are Jack 
Rugby : come, take-a your ropier, and come alter 

my heel to de court. , , 

Rue. ’Tis ready, sir, here m the poi ch. 

Cams. By my trot, I tarry too long Od s me. 

Qii ay joitbUel dere is some simples in my closet, 
dat 1 will not for the varld I shall leave behind 
Quick. Ah me ! he’ll find the young man there, 

m< Cains O diable, diahle l vat is in my closet? 
Villainv ! larronl ( Pulling Simple out ) Rugby, my 

Quick. Good master, be content. W er 

Caius. Verefore shall I be content*? 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

Cams. Vat shall de honest man do in my closet ? 
dere is no honest man dat shall come m my closet. 

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic ; hear 
the truth of it • he came, of an errand to me lioin 
Caius. Veil. , . , , [l ,arsun Hl « lu 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to— 

Quick. Peace, I pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue Speak-a your tale. 
Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, pin 
maid, to speak a good word to Mrs. Anne 1 age for 
my master, in the way of marriage. , 

Quick. This is all, indeed, la; but 111 neer put 
mv finger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh send-a : you?-Rugby, .kmlez 
me some paper : tarry you a little- a w hile. (ifr lies) 
Quick. 1 am glad he is so quiet : if he had been 
thoroughly moved, you should have heard him so 
loud, and so melancholy; — but notwithstanding, 
man, I’ll do vour master what good I can : and the 
: very vea and' the no is, the French doctor, my mas- 
1 ter —I may call him my master,, look you, tor .1 
keep his house; and I wash, wring, brew bake, 
scour, dress meat and drink, make the beds, and 
do all myself:- , 

Sim. ’Tis a great charge, to come under one body s 
* Quick. Are you a vis’d o’ that? yon shall find it a 
great charge ; and to be up early and down late 
7 but notwithstanding, (to tell you in your ear: 1 
’ would have no words of it;) my master himself is 
3 in love with mistress Anne Page : but notwithstand- 
l i n g that,— I know Anne’s mmd, -that’s neither 
here nor there. , r . , , , • 

r Caius. You jack ’nape : give^adis letter to. sir 
a Hugh ; by gar, it is a shallenge ; I will cut his troat 
in de park; and I vili teach a scurvy jack-a-nupe 
priest to meddle or make:— you may begone; it is 
f. not good you tarry here : — by gar, 1 will cut all his 
*t two stones ; by gar, he shall not have a stone to4row 
I at his dog. , , [Ex,i S.mpU. 

Quick . Alas, lie speaks but for his triend. 

Caius. It is no matter-a for dat ;— do not you 
tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for my sen 
by gar; I vill kill de Jack Priest; and I have ap 
>d pointed mine host of de Jarterre to measure our 
in weapon : — by gar, I vill myself have Anne i age. 
m Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be 
to well : we must give folks leave to prate : what, the 
li, good-jer 1 
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Cams. Rugby, come to de court vit me : — By 
gar if* l have not Anne Page*, I shall turn your head 
oui of my door : — Follow my heels, Rugby. 

T Exeunt Cams and Rugby. 
Quick. You shall have An fools-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne’s mind for that: never a woman in 
Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind than I do ; 
nor can do more than I do with her, I thank heaven, 
Fent (Within.) Who’s within there, ho? 

Quick. Who’s there, I trow? Come near the 
couse, I pray you. 

Enter Fenton. 

Fen. How now, good woman ; how dost thou? 
Quick. The better, that it pleases your good 
worship to ask. [ Anne ? 

Fen. What news? how does pretty mistress 

f uick. In truth, sir, and sUw »s pretty, and honest, 
gentle ; and one that is you'' friend, l can tell 
you that by the way ; I praise heaven for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good, thickest thou ? Shall 
I not Jose my suit ? ■. ^ ^ _ 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but 
notwithstanding, master Fenton, I’ll be sworn on a 
book, she loves you : — have not your worship a 
m art above your eye ? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that? 

Quick . Well, thereby hangs a tale;' — good faith, 
it is such another Nan: — but, I detest, an honest ! 
maid as ever broke bread : — we had an hour’s talk ! 
of that wart: — I shall never laugh but iu that 
maid’s company ! But, indeed, she is given too 
much to allicholly, and musing : but for you— 
Well, go to. 

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day ; hold, there’s 
money for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf: 
if thou seest her before me, commend me— 

Quick . Will I? i’faith, that we will; and I will 
tell your worship more of the wart, the next time 
we have confidence; and of other wooers. 

Fent. Well, farewell; lam in great haste now. 

[Exit 

Quick. Farewell to your worship. — Truly, an 
honest gentleman; but Anne loves him not; fori 
know Anne’s inind as well as another does :— out 
upon t ! what have I forgot? [Exit. 

ACT II, Scene I. — Before Page's House. 
Enter Mistress Page, with a letter. 

Mrs. Page. What ! have I ’scap’d love-letters in 
the holy-dav time of my beauty, and am I now a 
subject for them ? Let me see : (Reads.) 

Ask me no reason why I love you; for though love 
use reason for Jus precisian, he admits him not for 
his counsellor : you are not young, no more am I; 
go to then , there's sympathy : you are merry , so am 
l ; Ha l ha ! then there's more sympathy : you love 
sack, and so do l ; woidd you desire better sympa- 
thy ? Let it sifjfice thee , mistress Page. (at the least, 
if the love of a soldier can suffice), that I lore thee . 
i will not say, pity me, tis not a soldier-like 
phrase ; but / say, love me. By me, 

ThirMown true knight , 

By day or nighty 
Or any kind of light. 

With all his might 

For thee to fight , John Falstaff. 

What a Herod of Jewry is this 1—0 wicked, wicked 
wot Id 1 — one \ hat is well nigh worn to pieces with 
age, to show himself a young gallant! What an 
unweighed behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard 
picked (with the devil’s name) out of my cnmer- 
Wation, that he dares in this manner assay me ? 
’Why, he hath not been thrice in my company !— 
What should I say to him ?— I was then frugal of 
my mirth heaven forgive me 1— Why, I'll exhibit 
a bill in the parliament for the putting down of men 
How shall I be revenged on him? for revenged I 
will be, as sure as his guts are made of puddings. 


Enter Mistress Ford. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page ! trust me. I was going 
to vour house. 

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. 
You look very ill. [show to the contrary 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that; l have to 

Mrs. Page. ’Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Airs. Ford. Well, l do then; yet, I say, I could 
show you to the contrary : 0, mistress Page, give 
me some counsel ! 

Mrs. Page. What’s the matter, woman ? v 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if* it were not for oie 
trifling respect, I could come to such hone nr 1 

Mrs. Page . Hang the trifle, woman ; take the 
honour : what is it? — dispense with trifles ; — 
what is it ? 

Mrs. Ford. If I would hut go to hell for an ete 
nal moment, or so, I could be knighted. 

Airs. Page, What? thou liest ! — Sir Alice Ford! 
— These knights will hack; and so thou shouldst 
not alter the article of thy gentry. 

Airs. Ford. We burn daylight:— here, read,, 
read ; — perceive how I might be knighted. — 1 shall 
think the worse of fat men, as long as I have an 
eye to make difference of men's liking : and yet 
he would not swear; praised women's modesty : 
and gave such orderly and well-behaved reproof to 
all uucomeliuess, that I would have sworn his dis- 
position would have gone to the truth of his words : 
but they do no more adhere and keep place together 
than the hundredth Psalm to the tune of Green 
Sleeves. What tempest, I trow, threw this whale, 
with so many tons of oil in his belly, ashore at 
Windsor? Flow shall I be revenged on him ? i 
think the best way were to entertain him with hope, 
till the wicked fire of lust have melted him in his 
own grease. — Did you ever hear the like ? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter; but that the name 
of Page and Ford differs !— To thy great comfort 
in this mystery of ill opinions, here’s the twin- bro- 
ther of thy letter : but let thine inherit first ; for, £ 
protest, mine never shall. I warrant, he hath a 
thousand of these letters, writ with blank space fof 
different names (sure more), and these are of the 
second edition : he will print them out of doubt; 
for he cares not what he puts into the press when 
he would put us two. I had rather be a giantess, and 
lie under mount Peiion. Well, I will find you 
twenty lascivious turtles, ere one chaste man. 

Mrs. Fat'd. Why , this is the very same ; the very 
hand, the very \vm ds : what doth he think of us? 

Mrs Page. Nay, T know not ; it makes me .al- 
most ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. I’ll 
entertain myself like one, that I am not acquainted 
witiutl ; for. sure, unless he know some strain in me, 
that I know not myself, he would never have board- 
ed me in this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it? I’ll be sure 
to keep him above deck, 

Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come under my 
hatches. I'll never to sea again. Let’s he reveng’d 
on him : let’s appoint him a meeting; give him a 
show of comfort in his suit; and lead him on with 
a tin-- halted delay, till lie hath pawn'd his horses to 
mine host of th*- Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any vih 
lany against him, that may not sully the chariness 
of our honesty. 0, that my husband saw tins letter, 
it would g<ve eternal food to his jealousy. 

Mrs. Page . Why, look, where he comes; and 
my good man too ; lie’s as far from jealousy, as J 
am from giving him cause; and that, I hope, is an 
iinmeasu'oble distance. 

Mrs. Ford. Yon are the happier woman. 

Airs. Page, i ^et’s consult together against this 
greasy k ingot cAme hither* f Taeij retire* 

’ Enter Ford Pistol, Pace, and Nym. 

Ford Well, 1 ..ope. it he not so. 

Pist. is a cm tail dog in some * f 

Sir Jdtm atfr cts thy wife. 
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Ford. W1 y, sir, my wife is not young. . . 

put. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 
Botu young and old, one with another, JJord ; n 

He loves Uiy galiy-maufry ; Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wile? ' l thou > a 

Pint. With liver burning hot : prevent, or go y 
Like sir Acteon, with Rmgvvood at thy heels 
O, odious is the name l 

Ford. What name, sir t r • u 5 

Fist. The horn, 1 say : farewell. < : ( 

Take heed; have open eye, lor thieves do loot by 
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo bn us do 
Away, sir corporal Nym.- * 

Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit Pistol. 
Ford. 1 will be patient; I will hud out tuts. j 

Nyrn, And this is true; {to Page.) 1 like not 
the mimour of lying. He hath wronged me m , 
some humours; l should have borne the humoured 
etter to her: but I have a sword, and it snail bite , 
upon my necessity. He loves your wile; there s 
the short and the long. My name is corporal 
Nym; i speak, and I avouch. ’ l’is true my 
name is Nyrn, and Falstalf loves your wile. — Adieu . 
Hove not the humour of bread and cheese ; and 
re’s tli humour of it Adieu. [Exit Nyrn. 

Page. The humour of it, quotha I here’s a lenow 
frights humour out of his wits. 

Ford . I will seek out Falstalf. [rogue. 

Page . 1 never heard such a drawling, affecting 
Ford. If 1 do find it, well. 

Page A will not believe such a Catalan, though the 
priest o' the town commended him for a true man. 
Ford. ’Twas a good sensible fellow : well. 

Page How now, Meg? [y° l J* 

1 Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George ?— Hark 
Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ? why art 
thou melancholy ? 

Ford 1 melancholy? I am not melancholy.— 
Get. you home, go 

Mrs. Ford. Faith, thou hast some crotchets in 
thv head now.— Will you go, mistress Page? 

'Mrs. Page Have with yoil.- -You’ll come to 
dinner, George ? Look, who comes yonder : she 
shall be our messenger to this paltry knight. {Aside 
to Mrs. Ford.) 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs . Ford. Trust me, I thought on her: she’ll fit it. 
Mrs* Page. You are come to see my daughter 
Anne ? [good mistress Anne ? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and, l pray, how does 
Mrs. Page. Go in w tli us, and see : we have an 
hour’s talk with you. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Quickly. 
Page . llmv now, master Ford ? 

Ford. You have heard what this knave told me : 
did you not? [ me ? 

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other told 
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page Hang ’em, slaves; I do not think the 
knight would offer it : but these that accuse him in 
liis intent towards our wives, are a yoked his. 
discarded men: very rogues, now they be out. ol 
Ford. Were they his men ? [service. 

Pa v e. Murry, were they. 

Ford l like it never the better for that. — Does j 
he he at tne Garter? 

Page Ay, marry, does he. If he. should intend 
this voyage towards my wife, I would turn her 
loose to him ; and what he gets more of her than 
sharp words, let it lie on my head. 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wile* but I would 
b* loatn to turn them together : a man may be too 
confident : i would have nothing lie on my head: 

I cannot he thus satisfied. 

Page. L mk, where my ranting host of the Garter 
i.ames: there is either liquor in .his pate, or money 
his purse, when he looks so merrily.— How now, 
host * 


Enter Host and Si allow. 

Host How now, bully- rook ? thou’rt a gentle 
man; cavalero-justice, I say. 

Shah 1 follow, mine host, I follow.-Goud even, 
and twenty, good master Page I. Muster 1 age, wi- 
you go with us ? we have sport m hand. _ i rook. 
Host. Tell him, cavalero justice ; tell him, bidiy- 
Shal, Sir, there is a fray to be (ought, between 
sir Hugh the Welch priest, and Gains the French 

il °Ford. Good mine hosto’the Garter, a word with 
Host. What say’st thou, bully-rook? {Iheygt 

abl Shal. Will you {to Page) go with us to behold 
it? My merry host hath had the measuring ol their 
weapons; and, I think, he hath appointed them 
contrary places: for, believe me, 1 hem-, the pm son 
is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what our spori 
shall be. . . Ik’u st-eavalier / 

Host. Hast thou no suit against . my knight, my 
Ford. None, 1 protest: but I’ll give von a put tie 
of burnt sack to give me recourse to him, ami tell 
him tnv name is Brook : only tor a jest. 

Host. Mv hand, bully: thou shalthave egress and 
regress; said I well? and thy name shall b* brook: 
it is a meny knight.— Will you go on, hcmts t 

Shal Have with you, mine host. 

Page. 1 have heard, the Frenchman hath good 

skill in his rapier. _ 

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more : m 
these times you stand on distance, jour passes, 
stoccadoes, and I know not what: ’t is the heart, 
master Page : 't is Imre, ’tis here, i have seen the 
time, with my long sword, I would have made you 

four tall fellows skip like rats. n 

Host Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag: 
Page. Have With yon:— 1 had.atinr hear them 
scold than light. [Exeunt Host , Shallow and l age 
Ford. Though Page be a secure mol, and stands 
so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I cannot put off 
my opinion so easily : she was in his eomoany at 
Pages house; and. what they made there, 1 know 
not Well, I will look further iiito’t: and I have a 
disguise to’ sound Falstalf: if I find her honest, 

I lose not my labour; if she be otherwise, ’tis lahom 
well bestowed. [Exit 

Scene II.— A Room in the Garter Inn 
Enter Falstaff and Pistol. 

Fal I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, then the world’s mine oyster 
Which I with sword will open.— 

I will retort the sum in equipage. 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you 
should lay my countenance to pawn : 1 have grated 
upon my good friends for three repriev es for yon and 
your coach-fellow, Nym ; or else you had looked 
through the grate, like a geimny of baboons. < 1 am 
damned in hell, for swearing to gentlemen my friends, 
you were good soldiers, and tall fellows ; and whe& 
mistress Bridget lost the handle of her fan, i took’l 
Uj on mine honour, thou hadst it not. 

Pist Didst thou not share* hadst thou not fi 
teen pence ? 

Fal. Reason, you rogne, reason ihink’st tho 
I’ll endanger my’soul , gratis ? At a word, hang 
no more about me, I am no gibbet for yon:— go.— 
A short knife and a throng to your manor o, 
Pickt-hatch, go. — You'll not. bear a letter for me, 
you rogue !— You stand upon your honour! — Why 
thou •nconfinable baseness, it is as much as I car? 

I do to keep the terms of my honour precise. I, I, 
> I myself sometimes, leaving the* fear of heaven on 
: the left hand, and hilling mine honour m my neces- 
sity, am lain to simile, to hedge, and to larch ; and 
yet you, rogue, will esconee your raus, your cat- 
a-rnoutitmn looks, your red-lattice pnrases, and 
t your bold beating oaths, under the shelter of your 
honour ! You will not do it, you ? 
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Pist. I do relent; What would’st thou more of 
Enter Robin. [man ? 

Bob. Sir, here’s a woman would speak with you. 
Fal. Let her approach. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick. Give your worship good-morrow. 

Fal Good-morrow, good wife. 

Quick, Not so, an’t please your worship. 

Fat. Good maid, then. 

Quick. I’ll be sworn; as my mother was, the first 
iiour I was horn. 

Fal. I do believe the swearer: what with me? 
Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word 
or two? 

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman ; and 111 vouch- 
safe thee the hearing. 

Quick. There is one mistress Ford, sir ; — I pray, 

% come a little nearer this ways: — I myself awed 
with master doctor Cains. 

Fal . Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say,- — — 
-Quick. Your worship says very .true : I pray 
your worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears; — mine own 
people, mine own people. 

Quick. Are they so? Heaven bless them, and 
make them his servants! 

Fal. Well : Mistress Ford ; — what of her? 

Quick. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord, 
lord ! your worship's a wanton : well, heaven for- 
give you, and all of us, I pray! 

Fal. Mistress Ford ; — come, mistress Ford, — 
Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of 
it; you have brought her into such a canaries, as 
'tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all, when 
the court lay at Windsor, could never have brought 
her to such a canary. Yet there has been knights, 
tnd lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches ; I 
warrant you, coach after coach, letter after letter, 
gift after gift; smelling so sweetly, (all musk,) and 
so rush ling, I warrant y ou, in silk and gold ; and 
in such all igant terms ; and in such wine and sugar 
of the best, and the fairest, that would have won 
any woman’s heart ; and, I warrant you, they could 
never get an eye wink of her. — I had myself twenty 
angels given me this morning : but I defy all an- 
gels, { in any such sort, as they say,) but in the way 
of honesty : — and, I warrant you, they could never ] 
get her so much as sip on a cup with the proudest ' 
of them all : and yet there has been earls, nay, 
which is more, pensioners; but, I warrant you, all 
ts one with her. [good she Mercury. 

Fal. But what says she to me ? be brief, my 
Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter ; for 
the which she thanks you a thousand times : and 
she gives you to notify, that her husband will be 
absence from his house* between ten and eleven; 

Fal. Ten and eleven? 

Quick. Ay. forsooth ; and* then you may come 
r , and see the picture, she says, that you wot of; — 

' master Ford, her husband, will be from hotne. 

Alas ! the sweet woman leads an ill life with him; 
he's a very jealousy man: she leads a very fra m- 
pold life with him, good heart. 

? Fal. Ten and eleven: woman, commend me to 

v her : I will not fail her. 

I Quick. Why , von sav well : but I have another 

ft;. ■; esseuger to your worship: Mistress Page hath 

*' er hearty commendations to you too; — and let 

I me tell you in your ear, she’s as farfcuons a civil 

L modest wife, and one ( I tell you) that will not miss 

I; you morning nor evening prayer, as any is in 

Windsor, whoe’er be the other: and she bade me 
l tell your worship, that her husband is seldom from 

j; home ; but, she hopes, there will come a time. I 

: never knew a woman so dote upon a man ; surely, 

t I think you have charms, la ; yes, in truth. 

Fal. ’ Not 1, I assure thee; setting the attraction 
/ of aw good narts aside, I have no other charms. 



Quick. Blessing on your heart tor’t! 

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this . has Ford’s 
wife, and Rage’s wife, acquainted each otli*r how 
thev love me? 

Quick. That were a jest, indeed ! — they have not 
so little grace, I hope*— Uiat were a trick, indeed ! 
But mistress Page would desire you to send her 
your little page, of all loves; her husband has a 
marvellous infection to the little page ; and, truly, 
master Page is an honest man. Never a wife in 
Windsor leads a better life than she does; do what 
she will, say what she will, take all, pay all, go to 
bed when she list, rise when she list, all is as she 
will; and, truly, sue deserves it: for if there be a 
kind woman in Windsor, she is one. You must 


send her your page ; no remedy. 
Why, ! will. 


Fal 


Quick. Nay, but do so then: and look you, he 
may come and go between you both ; and, in any 
case, have a nay word, that you may know one 
another's mind, and the boy never need to under- 
stand any thing; fur ’tis not good that children 
should know any wickedness : old folks, you know* 
have discretion, as they say, and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them both : 
there’s my purse ; I am yet thy debtor. — Boy, go 
along with this woman. This news distracts me! 

[Exeunt Quickly and Rubin. 

Pist. This punk is one of Cupids earners : 
Clap on more sails; pursue, up with your lights; 
Give fire; she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all! ' 

[ Exit Pistol. 

Fal. Say’st thou so, old Jack ? go thy ways ; 111 
make more of thy old body than 1 have done. Will 
they yet look after thee? Wilt thou, after the 
ex pence of so much money, be now a gainer? 
Good body, I thank thee : let them say, ’tis grossly 
done ; so it be fairly done, no matter. 


Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir John, there’s one master Brook be ow 
won id fain speak with you, and be acquainted with 
you; and hath sent your worship a mornirg’s 

Fat. Brook, is his name? [draught of sa ,*k. 

Bard. Ay, sir. 

Fal. Cali him in. [Exit Bardolph.] Such Brooks 
are welcome to me, that o’ertlow such liquor. A il 
tin ! mistress Ford and mistress Page, have I e c 
compassed you ? go to ; via ! 

Re enter Bardolph, with Ford disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir. 

Fal. And you, sir : would you speak with me ’ 

Ford. I make bold to press with so little pre* 
'pa ration upon' you; 

Fal. You're welcome: what’s your will?— Give 
us leave, drawer. [ Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent 
mined ; my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good master Brook, I desire more ac- 
quaintance of you. 

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours: not. to 
charge you ; for I must let you understand, I think 
myself in better plight fora lender than you are; 
the which hath something emboldened me to this 
unseasoned intrusion i : for they say, if money go. 
before, all ways do lie open. 

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sii^and will on* 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here 
frouoles me : if you will help me to bear it, sit 
John, take all, or half, for easing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, 1 know not how I may deserve to be 
your porter. . , {hearings 

Ford. I will tell yon, sir, if yor. wil» give me the 

Fal. Speak, good master Brook; I shall be gladi 
to be your servant. 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,— I will be 

brief with you, and you have been a man 101 %, 

known to me, though 1 had never so good means# 

as desire, to make myself acquainted with youlv I * 
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stall discover a filing to you, wherein I most very 
much lay ope a mine own imperfection . but, good 
sir John, as J on have one eye upon my follies, as 
yon hear them unfolded, turn another into the re- 
gister of your own : that I may pass with a reproof 
fhe easier, sith, you yourselt know, how easy it is 
to be such an offender. 

Fat Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Fot'd. There is a gentlewoman m this town, her 
Husband’s name is Ford. 

Ford 1 have long loved her, and I protest to 
van, bestowed much on her: followed her with a 
doting observance ; engrossed opportunities to meet 
her; fee’d every slight occasion, that could but 
niggardly giv e me sight of her ; not only bought 
many presents to give her, but have given largely 
to many, to know what she would have given • 
briefly, I have pursued her, as love hath pursued 
me ; which hath been, on the wing of all occasions. 
But whatsoever I have merited, either m my mind 
or in my means, meed, I am sure, T have received 
none; unless experience be a J e ™ e ® 
purchased at an infinite rate ; and that hath taught 
me to say this . * - 

Love like a shadow flies, when substance love put - 
Pursuing that that flies, and flying what pursues. 

Fal. Have you received no promise ot satisfac- 
tion at her hands ? 

Ford. Never. « 

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a purpose t 
Ford. Never. . ,, 9 

Fal Of what quality was your love then l 
Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another man s 
ground ; so that I have lost my edifice, by mistak- 
ing the place where I erected it. „ C ! ne • 
Fal To what purpose have you unfolded this to 
Ford. When I have told you that. I have told 
you all. Some say, that, though she appear honest 
to me, yet, in other places, she enlarged! her mirth 
so for, that there is shrewd construction made of 
her. Now, sir John, here is the heart of my pur- 
pose : you are a gentleman of excellent breeding, 
admirable discourse, of great admittance, authen- 
tic in your place and person, generally allowed for 
your many war-like, court-like, and learned pre- 
parations. 

Fal 0, sir l t . A mi 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it: — There -is 
money; spend it, spend it ; spend more; spend all 
I have; only give me so much of your tune in ex- 
change of it, as to lay an amiable siege to the ho- 
nesty of this Ford's wife : use your art of wooi ng, 
win her to consent to you; if any man may, you 
mav as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the veheniency of 
your affection, that 1 should win what you would 
enjoy? Me thinks, you prescribe to yourself very 
preposterously. * 

Ford. 0, understand my drift! she dwells so 


preposterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift! she dwells so 
securely on the excellency of her honour, that the 
folly of my soul dares not present itself; she is too 
bright to he looked against. Now, could I come to 
her with any detection in my hand, my desires had 
instance and argument to commend themselves; I 
Could drive her then from the ward of her parity, 
her reputation, her marriage vow, and a thousand 
other her defences, which now are too strongly ton- • 
battled against me * what say you to't, sir John ? 

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold with 
your money ; next, give me vour hand ; and last, 
as I am a gentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy 
Ford’s wife. 

Ford. 0, good sir ! 

Fal Master Brook, T say you shall. j none. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want 

Fal Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you 
■hall want none. I shall be with her,-(I may tell 
you ) u by her own appointment ; even as ym. came 
»i», to me, her assistant, or go-between, parted from 


me: 1 sav, I shall be with her between ten and 
eleven ; for at that time the jealous rascally knave, 
her husband, will be forth. Come yon to me at 
night; you shall know how I speed. 

Ford. 1 am blest in your acquaintance. Ho you 

know Ford, sir? _ , „ . , t 

Fal Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I know 
him not: — yet I wrong him to call bun poor, they 
say, the jealous wittolly knave hath masses of mo- 
ney : for* the which his wiie seems to me 
vo u red. I will use her as the key of the cuckoldly 
rogue’s coffer ; and there’s my harvest- home. 

Fot'd. I would you knew bord, sir; that you 
might avoid him, if you saw him. , 

Fal Hang him, mechanical salt-butter iogue. 

I will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him 
with my cudgel : it shall hang like a meteor 
o’er the cuckold’s horns: master Brook, thou shalt 
know, I will predominate o’er the peasant, and thou 
shalt lie with his wife. — Come to me soon at night : - 

Ford’s a knave* and I will aggravate his stile ; thou, 
master Brook, shalt know him for a knave and 
cuckold : — come to me soon at night. 

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this’ 
— My heart is ready to crack with impatience.— 
Who says, this is improvident jealousy ? My wile 
hath sent to him, the hour is fixed, the match is 
made. Would any rnan have thought this'.— See 
the hell of having a false woman ! my bed shall be 
abused, my coffers ransacked, my reputation gnawn 
at; and I shall not only receive this villanous 
wrong, but stand under the adoption of abominable 
terms, and by him that does me this wrong. 
■Terms ! names ! Amaiwon sounds well : Luci- 

fer, well ; Barhason, well ; vet they are devils ad- 
ditions, the names of fiends : but cuckold . wittol- 
cuckold ! the devil himself hath not such a name* 
Page is an ass, a secure ass ; he will trust his wife, 
he will not be jealous : I will rather trust a r leming 
with my butter, parson Hugh the Welchman with 
my cheese, an Irishman with my aqua-vitae bottle, 
or a thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife 
with herself: then she plots, then she ruminates, 
then she devises: and what They think jn their 
hearts they may effect, they will break. then* hearts 
but they will effect. Heaven be praised for my 
jealousy ! - — Eleven o'clock the hour; — I will pre- 
vent this, detect my wife, be revenged on Falstaft, 
and laugh at Page. I will about it ; better three 
hours too soon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, , ne . 
cuckold 2 cuckold ! cuckold! I'axrt 

Scene III. — Windsor Park . 

Faiier Caius and Rugby. 

Cains. Jack Rugby. 

Buy. Sir. 

Ca'ius. Vat is de clock, Jack? . 

Rug . Tis past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh pro- 
mised’ to meet. 


nnsea to meet. , . 

Cains. By gar, he has save his soul, uat he is no 
come ; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no come : 
by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be 
cume. , 

Rug. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship would 
kill him if he came. 

Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vm 
kill him. Take your rapier, Jack; I v ill tell yo» 
how l vill kill him. 

Ruq. Alas, sir; I cannot fence. 

Caius. Villany, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear ; here's company. 

Enter Host , Shallow, Slender, and Page. 

Host. ’Bless thee, holly doctor. 

Shal. Save you, master doctor Cams. 

Page. Now* good master doctor ! 

Sim. Give you good-iuorrow. sir. 

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
for ? . 

Host. To see thee fight, .0 see thee fom, to se* 


f . . . 
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vmg-man, and fnend Simple by your name, wnicH 
way have you looked for master Caius, that calls 
himself Doctor of Physic? 

Sim. Many, sir, the city-ward, the park-ward^ 
every way; old Windsor way, and every way but 
the town way. 

Eva. I most feheraently desire you, you will also 
look that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. 

Eva. ’Pless my soul ! how full of oholers I am, 
and trempling of mind! — I shall be glad, if he have 
deceived me; — how melancolies l am! — I will 
knog his urinals about his knave’s costard, when I 
have good opportunities for the ’ork — ’pless my 
soul ! ( Sings. ) 

To shallow rivers , to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 

There will toe make our peds of roses 
And a thousand vagrant posies. 

To shallow- 

’Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry. 
Melodious birds smg madrigals : 

When as I sat in Pabylon , — 

And a thousand vagrant posies. 

To shallow— 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, sir Hugh. 
Eva. He’s welcome 

To shallow rivers , to ivhose falls — 

Heaven prosper the right!— What weapons is he? 

Sim. No weapons, sir : there copies my master, 
master Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog- 
more, over the stile, this way. 

Eva. Fray you, give me my gown ; or else keep 
it in your arms. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slendeh. 

Shal How now, master parson? Good- morr aw, 
good sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, 
and a good student from his book, arid it is won- 
Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ] fderful 

Page. Save you, good sir Hugh ! 

Eva. ’Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you ! 
Shal. What ! the sword and the word ! do you 
study them both, master parson? 

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and 
hose, this raw rheumatic day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, 
master parson ? 

Eva. Fery well ; what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, who, 
belike, haviug received wrong by some person, is at 
most odds with his own gravity and patience, that 
ever you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years, and upwards; 

I never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learn 
ing so wide of his own respect, 

Eva. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him ; master doctor 
Caius, the renowned French physician. 

Eva. Oofs will, and his passion of my heart! I 
had as lief you would tell me of a mess of phrndge. 
Page. Why ? . 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates , 
and Galen,— -and he is a knave besides j a cowardly 
knave, as you would desires to be acquainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, lie’s the man should fight 
with him. 

Slen. 0, sweet Anne Page! 

Shal. It appear so, by his weapons .—Keep then 
asunder ;~—here cornea doctor Caius. 

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby. 

Page. Nav, good, piaster P arson > keep * m y^ ur 
Shal So do yon, good master doctor, [weapon. 
Host. Disarm them, and let them question ; let 
them keep their limbs whole, and hack our English, 
Caius . I pray you, let a me speak a word vityour • 
ear; verefore vill you, not meet a me? ^ 

Eva. Pray yoy, use your patience : in good tune. 


thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there ; to 
see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy 
distance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? 
is he dead, my Francisco? ha, bully ! What says my 
Escu'.apius? my Galen ? my heart of elder ? ha! is 
he dead, bully Stale? is he dead? 

Cams. By gar, he is de coward lack priest of the 
vorld ; he is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castilian king, Urinal! Hector 
of Greece, my boy ! 

_ Cams. I pray you, bear vitness dat me have stay 
six or seven, two or tree hoars for him, and he is no 
come. 

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor ; he is 
a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies; if you 
should fight, you go against the hair of your profes- 
sion ; is it not true, master Page? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a 
great lighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shat. Body kins, master Page, though I now be 
old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my finger 
itches to make one ; though we are justices, and 
doctors, and churchmen, master Page, we have some 
salt of our youth in us ; we are the sous of women, 
master Page. 

Page. ’Tis true, master Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found so, master Page. Master 
doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am 
sworn of the peace; you have showed yourself a 
wise physician, and sir Hugh hath shown himself a 
wise and patient churchman : you must go with me, 
master doctor. 

Host . Pardon, guest justice : — A word, monsieur 
Muck-water. 

Caius. Muck-vather! vat is dat? 

Host. Muck -water, in our English tongue, is 
valour, bully. 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much mnck-vater 

as de Englishman. Scurvy jack-dog priest! by gar, 

me vill cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper claw thee, tightly, bully. 

Caius . Clapper-de-claw? vat is dat? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de- 
claw me ; for, by gar, me \ ill have it. 

Host. And i will provoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Caius. Me tank you lor dat 

Host. And ¥ moreover, bully, — But first, master 
guest, and master Page, and eke cavalero Siender, 
go you through the town to Frogmore. ( Aside to 
them.) 

Page * Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host. Me is there : see what humour he is in ; and 
I will bring the doctor about by the fields : will it 
do well ? 

Shal. We will do it. 

Page , Shal. and Slen. Adieu, good master doctor. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he 
speak for a jack* au-ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheath thy impa- 
tience; throw dold water on thy choler ; go about 
the fields with me through Frogmore ; I will bring 
thee where mistress Anne Page is, at a farmhouse, 
a -feasting : and thou shait woo her; Cry'd game, 
said 1 well? ■ 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I 
love you * and l shall procure-a you de good guest, 
de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my 
Indents. ' . ■ ' ' ■■ 

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary 
towards Anne Page ; said 1 well ? # 

Caius. By gar, tis good ; veil said. 

Host. Let us wag then. 

Caius. Come at my heels. Jack Rugby, [ Exeunt. 
ACT III. 

Scene I. — A Field near Frogmore. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. 1 pray you now, good master Slender’s ser- 
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Cams. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, i 
John ape. . . ! 

Eva . Pray you, let us not he langhmg-stogs to I 
men’s humours ; I desire you in friendship, and > 
I will one way or other make you amends : I wuJ < 
tr urinals about your knave’s cogscomb, lor 
and appointments. 

R ugby, — mine Host de 
Jarterre, have I not stay for him, to kill him l have 

I not, at de place I did appoint? 

Eva . As 1 am a Christian’s soul, now, look yon, 
this is the place appointed ; I’ll be judgment by mine 
host of the Garter. . ■ , _ . 

Host. Peace, I say, Guallia and Gaul, French 
and Welch; soul- cm er and body eurer. 

Catus. Ay, dat is very good! excellent! 

Host. Peace, I say ; hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politic ? am 1 suhtle? am 1 a Machiayel ? 
Shall 1 lose my doctor? no; he gives me the potions, 
and the motions. Shall I lose my parson? my priest? 

no ; he gives me the proverbs, and the 
ve me thy hand, terrestrial ; so : — Give 
me thy hand, celestial ; so. — -Boys of ai t, I have 
deceived you both; I have directed you to wrong 
places: your hearts are mighty, your skins are 
whole, and let burnt sack be the issue. — Come, lay 
their swords to pawn . — Follow me, lad of peace ; 
follow, follow, follow. ■ 

Shal. Trust me, a mad host: — Follow, gentle- 
men, follow. 

Slen. 0, sweet An ve Page ! 

[ Exeunt Shallow, Slender, Page and Host. 

Cains . fla ! do 1 perceive dat ? have you make *a 
de sot of us? ha, ha ! 

Eva. Tnis is well; he has made us his vlouting- 
stog. 1 desire you, that we may be friends, and let 
us knog our prains together, to be revenge on this 
same scab, scurvy, cogging companion; the host ol 
the Garter. 

Cains. By gar, vifc all my heart ; he promise to 
bring me vere is Anne Page : by gar, he deceive me 
too. 

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles ; —Pray you, 
follow. [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — The Street in Windsor. 

Enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant ; 
you were wont to be a follower, but now you are a 
leader : whether had you rather, lead mine eyes, 
or eve your master’s heels? 

Mod. 1 had rather, forsooth, go before you like a 
man, than follow' him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. 0 you are a flattering boy; now, I 
see, you’ll be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Fore?. Well met, mistress Page: whither go you ? 
Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife; is she 
home ? 

Ford. Ay; and as idle as she may hang together, 
for want of company : I think, if your husbands 
were dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that, — two other husbands. 

Ford. vViiere bad you this pretty weathercock ? 
Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his 
is my husband had him of: what do you call 
your knight’s name, sirrah? 

Rob. Sir John Falstafl*. 

Ford. Sir John Fa 1st a If I 

Mrs. Page. He, he; i can never hit on’s name. 
—There is such a league between my good man and 
he ! — Is your wife at home, indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed,* she is. 

Mrs. Page. By Aour leave, sir; — T am sick, till 
I see her. j Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any bruins? hath he any eyes? 
hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep; he hath 
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no use of them. 'Why, this hoy will carry a tetter 
twenty miles, as easy as a cannon wil. shoot point- 
blank twelve score. He pieces out his wile s . inch* 
nation ; he gives her folly motion, and advantage 
and now she’s going to my wife, and ralstnn s boy 
with her. A man may hear this shower sing in the 
wiud !— and FalstaiFs boy with her !— Hood plots . 

— they are laid ; and our revolted wives share dam- 
nation together. Well ; I will take him, then torture 
my wife, pluck the borrowed veil ol ■ modesty from 
the so seeming Mrs. Page, divulge Page him.se.il icr 
a secure and wiliu'l Actamn; and to these violent 
proceedings all my neighbours shall ciy aim. [Clock 
strikes.) The clock gives me my cue, and my as- 
surance bids me search : there 1 shall had Fa l stair : 

I shall be rather praised for this, than mocked : for 
it is as positive as the earth is firm, that bulstaii is 
there : l will go. 

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh 
Evans, Caius, and Rugby. 

Shal Page, §?c. W ell met, master Ford. 

Ford, Trust me, a good knot: 1 have good cheer 
at home; and, I pray you, all go with me. 

Shal. I must excuse myself, master rord. 

Slen. And so must I, sir; ue have apj omted to 
dine with mistress Anne, and 1 would not break 
with her for more money than I’ll speak of. 

Shal. We have lingered about a match between 
Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we 
shall have our answer. 

Slen. I hope, I have your good wi 1, father Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender ; 1 stand wholly 
for you: — but my wife, master doctor, is lor you 
altogether. 

Caius. Ay, by gar; and de maid is love-a me ; my 
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. ; v . 

Host. What say you to young master Renton < he 
capers, he dances, he has eyes ol youth, he writes 
verses, he speaks holyday, lie smells April and May* 
he will carry’t, he will carry’t; ’tis in his buttons 
he will carry’t. , 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you, I he 
gentleman is of no having : lie kept, company with 
the wild Prince and Poius 5 he is of too high a re- 
gion, he knows too much. No, he shall nut knit a 
knot in iiis fortunes widi the linger of my substance : 
if he take her, let him take her simply i the wealth I 
have waits on my consent, and my consent goes not 
that way. 

Ford, I beseech you, heartily, some of you go 
home with me to dinner; besides your cheer, you 
shall have sport; I will shew you a monster. — 
Master doctor, you shall go; — so shall you, master 
Page ; — and you, sir Hugh. 

Shal. W ell, fare yon well : — we shall have the 
freer wooing at master Page’s. 

[Exeunt Shallow and Slender* * 

Caius. Go home, John Hugby ; 1 conn* amm. 

[Exit Rugby. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts : I will to my nonest 
knigilt FalstalF, and drink canary with him. 

( Exit Host. 

Ford. [Aside.) T think, I shall drink m pipexvine 
first with him ; I’ll make him dance. Will you go, 

■ gentles ? 

All, Have with you, to see this monster. [Exeunt 
[ Scene III. — A Room in Ford's house. 

Enter Mistress Ford and Mistress: Page. 

Mrs. Ford. What, Joint ! what, Uubet t ! 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly ! is the buck ba»* 
... ket — ■. / ■ " 

l Mrs. Ford. I warrant : — What, Rohm, 1 say. 

Enter Servants , with a basket. 

1 Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. [he brief 

> Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge ; we must 

i Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John 
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and Robert be ready here hard by in the brew- I 
house ; and, when I suddenly call yon, come forth, 
and t without any pause, or staggering)* take, this ! 
basket on your shoulders ; that done, trudge with it 
in all -haste,' and carry it among the whitsters in 
Ratchet mead, and there empty it in the muddy 
ditch, close by the Thames side. 

Mrs Page. You will do it? 

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over; they 
.ack no direction: be gone, and come when you are 
calie [Exeunt Servants. 

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 

Enter Robin. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-musket? what 
news with you? 

Rob . My master, sir John, is come in at your back- 
door, mistress Ford ; and requests your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a- lent, have you been 
true to us ? 

Rob Ay, I’ll be sworn: my master knows not of 
your being here : and hath threatened to put me 
into everlasting liberty, if I tell you of it; for, lie 
swears, he’ll turn me away. 


Rob. [within.) Mistress Ford, mistress Ford' 
here’s mistress Page at the door, sweating, and 
blowing, and looking wildly, and would needs speak 
with you presently. [behind the arras. 

Fat, She* shall not see me ; l will ensconce me 
Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so .. she’s a very tattling 
woman. — [Falstaff hides himself.) 

Enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

What’s the matter? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford, what have you 
done ? You’re shamed, you are overthrown, you are 
undone for ever. , [Page ? 

Mrs. Ford. What’s the matter, good mistress 
Mrs. Page. 0 weli-a day, mistress Ford J having 
an honest man to your husband, to give him such 
cause of suspicion 1 
Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion ? 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion? — Out up* 
on you ! how am I mistook in you ! 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what’s the matter? 

Mrs. Page. Y our husband s coming hither, wo- 
man, with all the officers in Windsor, to search foi 
a gentleman, that, lie says, is here now in the house* 


Mm. Page. Tnon’rt a good boy ; this secrecy of j by your consent, to take an ill advantage of his ab- 


thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee 
a new doublet and hose. — III go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford . Do so : — Go tell thy master, I am 
a.one. Mrs. Page, remember you your cue. 

[Exit Robin. 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if T do not act it, 
hiss me. [Exit Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then; we’ll use this unwhole- 
some humidity, this gross watery pumpkin; — we’ll 
teach him how to know turtles from jays. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fat. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel? 
W hy, now let me die, tor 1 have lived long enough ; 
this is the period of my ambition: O this blessed 
hour! 

Mrs. Ford. 0 sweet Sir John ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, 1 cannot cog, T cannot prate, 
mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish: I 
would thy husbamj were dead ; I’ll speak it before 
the best l <rd, 1 would make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford, l .your lady, sir John! alas, I should 
be a pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the* court of France show me such an- 
other; I see how thine eye would emulate the dia- 
mond : thou hast the light arched bent of the brow, 
that becomes the ship- tire, the tire- valiant, or any 
tire: of .Venetian 'admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John : my brows 
become nothing else ; nor that well neither. 


Fal. Thou art a traitor to say so : thou would *st your letters, knight? 


sence. You are undone. [so. I hope. 

Mrs. Ford. Speak louder. — [Aside.) — Tis. not 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you 
have such a man here; hut ’tis must certain, your 
husband^s coming with half Windsor at his heels, to 
search for such a one. I come before to tell you*; 
if yon know yourself clear, why 1 am glad of it; 
but if you have a friend here, convey, convey him 
out. Re not amazed ; call all your senses to you > 
defend your reputation, or hid farewell to your good 
life for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do ? — There is a gentle- 
man, my dein* friend; and I fear not mine own 
shame, so much as his peril : 1 had rather than a 
thousand pound, he were out of the house, 

Mrs . Page. For shame, never stand you had ra- 
ther, and you had rather; your husband’s here ai 
hand, bethink you of some conveyance : in the 
house you cannot hide him. — 0, how have von de- 
ceived me!— -Look-, here is a basket; if he be of 
any reasonable stature, he may creep in here ; and 
throw foul linen upon him, as if it were going to 
bucking : or, it is whiting-time, send him by your 
two men to Datchet mead. < [shall I do? 

Mrs. Ford. He’s too big to go in there: what 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Let me see't, let me see’t! O let me see’t l 
I’ll in, FI in ; — follow y-mr blend's counsel : — I’ll in. 

Mrs. Page. What! Sir John Falstaff! Are thes* 


make an absolute courtier; and the firm fixture of 
thy foot would give an excellent motion to toy gait, 
in a semi-circled farthingale. 1 see what thou vvert, 
if fortune thy foe were not; nature is thy friend : 
come, thou eanst not hide it. [me. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there’s no such thing in 

Fal. Want made me love thee ? let that persuade 
thee, there’s something extraordinary in thee. Come, 
1 cannot cog, and say, thou art this and that, like a 
many of these lisping hawthorn buds, that come like 
women in men’s apparel, and smeh like Buekler’s- 
bnry in sim. ie-tune ; 1 cannot: but I la 'e thee ;woue 
: hut thee : and thou desei vest it : ■ , . ; 

'Mrs. Ford.: Do not betray me, sir ; I fear, you 
love mistress Page. 

Fal. Tnou mighfst as well say, I love to walk by 
he Counter-gate ; which is as hateful to me as the 
reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs' Ford. Well, heaven knows, how I love 
yon ; and you shall one day find it 

Fal. Iveepi" that mind; 111 deserve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay 1 must tell you, so you do ; or 
else I could not he in that mind. 


Fal . I love thee, and none hut thee; help me 
away : let me creep in here; I'll never — 

[He goes into the basket; they cover him with 
foul linen.) * 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover you * master, boy : call 
your men, mistress Ford : — You dissembling knight! 

Mrs. Ford. What John, Robeit, John! [Exit 
Robin. Re-enter Servants .] Go take up these 
clothes here, quickly ; where’s the cowl staff ? look, 
how you drumble : carry them to the laundress in 
Datchet mead ; quickly, come. 

Enter Ford, Page, Caius. and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near: if i suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at me. then let. me be 
your jest; I deserve it — How now? whither beat 
you this? 

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford.W hy, what have \*m i to do whither they 
bear it? you were best meddle with buck washing. 

Ford. Buck ? f would l could wash myself of 
the buck! Buck, buck, buck? ay, buck! I war. 
j rant you,, buck f, and of the season too ; it shall 
I pear, f Exeunt Servants with the basket.) Genii 


m 


► 


SSp 


I ^ 




wmsm 




MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


Act II L 


men, I have dreamed to-night; 111 tell you my 
dream. Here, here, here be my keys : ascend my 
chambers, search, seek, find out : I 11 warrant we 
unkennel the fox .—Let me stop tins way first :— 
so, now uncape. ■ ■ ■ ■■, . , . 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented ; you 
wrong yourself too much. ' 

Ford. True, master Page.— Up, Gentlemen , you 
•hall see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen, l&xit. 
Eva. This is fery fantastical humours, and jea- 

^Caius. By gar, ’tis no de fashion of France : it is 
not jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the issue 
of his search. [J Exeunt Evans , Page. and yaws. 
Mrs Page. Is there not a double excellency in this? 
Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better, 
that my husband is deceived, or sir John. 

Mrs. Page.. What a taking was he m, when your 
husband asked who was in the basket . 

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need oi 
washing ; so throwing him into the water will do him 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I wold 
all of the same strain were in the same distress. ^ 
Mrs. Ford. 1 think, my husband hath some special 
suspicion of Falstaff s being here, for I never saw 
him so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that and we 
will yet have more tricks with Falstafi: his disso- 
lute disease will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford . Shall we send that foolish carrion, 
mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing 
into the water; and give him another hope, to be- 
tray him to another punishment? 

Mrs. Page. YVe’ll do it; let him be sent for to- 
morrow eight o’clock, to have amends. 

Re-enter Ford, Page C aius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. I cannot find him : may be, the knave 
bragged of that he could not compass. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that? 

Mrs. Ford. Ay, ay, peace you use me well, 
master Ford, do you? , , 

Ford. Ay, l do so. [thoughts! 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make vou better than your 
Ford. Amen. * [ter Ford. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, mas- 
Ford. Ay, ay ; l must bear it. 

Eva. If there be auy pody in the house, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, 
heaven forgive my sins at the day of judgment ! 
Cains. By gar, nor l too; dere is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie, master Ford . are you not ashamed? 
What spirit, what devil suggests tnis imagination ? 
I would not have your distemper in this kind, for 
the wealth of Windsor Castle. 

Ford. Tis my fault, master Page: I suffer for it. 
Eva. You suffer fora pad conscience: your wife 
is as honest a 'ouians, as Twill desires among five 
thousand, and five hundred too. 

Cains. By gar, I see ’tis an honest woman. 

Ford. Well; — I promised you a dinner:— Come, 
come, walk in the park : I pray you, pardon me; I 
will hereafter make known to you, why I have done 
this.— Come, wife ; — come, mistress rage ; I pray 
you, pardon me ; pray heartily, jiardon me. 

Page . Let’s go in, gentlemen; but, trust me, we’ll 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to 
my house to breakfast; alter, we ll a-birding toge- 
ther; I have a fine hawk tor tlie bush : shall it be so ? 
Ford. Any thing. [company, 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in tne 
Cains. If there be one or two, I shall make-a de 
Eva In your teeth : for shame. [turd. 

Ford. Pray you go, master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow 
on the lousy knave, irme host. 

Cm us Dat is good by gar, vit all my heart. 

Eva. A Unm knave; to have his gibes, and his 
ockeries. " Exeunt . 


Scene IV. A Room in Page's House. j 

. V Enter Fenton and Mistress Anne Page. •• j 

Fent. I see, I cannot get thy father’s love; 

Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet IH an, 

Anne. Alas ! how then ? , , r 

Eent. Why, thou must be thyself 

He doth object, I am too great of birth 
And that, my state being gall’d with my expence, 

I seek to heal it only by his wealth : v 
Besides these, other bars he lays before me,- — - 

My riots past, my wild societies; 

And tells me, ’tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

Anne. May be, he tells you true. 

Fent. No, heaven so speed me in my time to coma 
Albeit, I will confess, thy father’s wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Anne; 

Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 

And 'tis the very riches of thyself 

That now I aim ak _ . 

Anne. Gentle master r enton. 

Yet seek my father’s love : still seek it, sir : 

If opportunity and humblest suit „ 

Cannot attain it, why then— Hark you hither. 

{They converse apart . 

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs. Quickly. 

Shal. Break their talk, mistress Quickly; my 

kinsman shall speak for himself. 

Slen. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on t : slid, ’tis but 
venturing. 

Shal. Be not dismay’d. 

Slen. No, she shall not dismay me : I care not 
for that. — but that 1 am af'eard. 

Quick Hark ye; master Slender would speak a 
word with you, ■ ■ , 

Anne. I come to him.— This is my father s choice. 

0, what a world of vile ill-iavour’d limits 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a-year \ 

[Aside.) 

Quick And how does good master Fenton ? Pray 
you, a word with you. 

Shal. She’s coming; to her, coz. 0 boy, thm* 
hadst a father ! 

Slen. I hud a father, mistress Anne;— my uncle 
can tell yon good jests of him :— Pray you, uncle, 
tell mistress Anne the jest, ho w my father stole two 
geese out of a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you; 

Slen. Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any woman 
in Gloucestershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long- tail, un- 
der the degree of a ’squire. 

Shal. lie will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure. [himself 

Anne. Good master Shallow, let him woo for 
Shal. Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for 
that good comfort — She calls you, coz : I’ll leave you. 

Anne. Now, master Slender. 

Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will? 

Slen. My will? ’od’s heartlings, that’s a pretty 
jest, indeed! I ne’er made my will yet, I thank 
heaven ; I am not such a sickly creature, I give 
heaven praise. [with me? 

Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would you 
Sim. ■ Truly, for mine, own part, : I would lit tie or , 
nothing with you : your father, and my uncle, have 
made motions : if it be my luck, so; if not, happy 
man be his dole ! They can tell you how things go, 
better than 1 can : you may ask your father; hem 
he comes. 

Enter Page and Mistress Page. 

Page. Now, master Slender : — Love him, daugh- 
(er Anne. — 

Why, how now ! What does master Fenton here? 
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Yuu wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house : 

I told yon, sir, my daughter is disposed of. 

Pent. Nay, master Page, be not impatient. 
dlrs. Page. Good master Fenton, come not to my 
Page, She is no match for you, [child. 

Pent. Sir, will you hear me? 

Page. No, good master Fenton. 

Come, master Shallow; come, son Slender; in: — 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton. 

L Exeunt Page , Shallow, and Slender. 
Quick. Speak to mistress Page. [daughter 

Pent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your 
In such a righteous fashion as I do. 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 

I must advance the colours of my love. 

And not retire: let me have your good will. 

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond’ 
fool. _ [husband. 

Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better 
Quick, That’s my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i’ the earth. 
And bowl’d to death with turnips. 

Mrs, Page. Gome, trouble not yourself : good 
' master Fenton, 

I will not be your friend, nor enemy; 

My daughter will I question how she loves you. 

And as I iind her, so am I affected ; 

’Till then, farewell, sir: — She must needs go in ; 
Her father will be angry. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Pent. Farewell, gentle mistress ; farewell, Nan. 
Quick. This is my doing now Nay, said I, will 
you cast away your child on 'a fool, and a physician? 
look on master Fenton : — this is my doing. 

Pent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to night 
Give my sweet Nan this ring: there's for thy pains. 

[Exit. 

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune ! A 
kind heart he hath : a woman would run through fire 
and water for such a kind heart. But yet, I would 
my master had mistress Anne; or I would master 
Slender had her ; or, in sooth, I would master Fenton 
had her : I will do what I can for them all three ; for 
so I have promised, and I'll be as good as my word ; 
but speciously for master Fenton. Well, I must of 
another errand to sir John Falstaff from my two mis- 
tresses; what a beast am I to slack it! [Exit. 

Scene V. — A Boom in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Falstaff and Bardolpil 
Pal. Bardolph, I say, — 

Bard . Here, sir. 

Pal. Go fetch me a quart of sack; put a toast in’t. 
[Exit Bard.] Have I lived to be carried in a basket, 
like \ barrow of butcher’s offal ; and to be thrown 
into the Thames? Well, if’I be served such another 
trick, 111 have my brains ta’en out, and butter’d, arid 
give them to a dog for a new year’s gift The rogues 
slighted me into the river with as little remorse as 
they would have drowned a bitch’s blind puppies, 
fifteen i’ the litter : and you may know by my size, 
that I have a kind of alacrity in sinking ; if the bot- 
tom were as deep as hell, I should down. I had 
been drowned, but that the shore was shelvy and 
shallow ; a death that I abhor ; for the water swells 
a man; and what a thing should I have been, when 
I had been swelled I I should have been a mountain 
of mummy. 

Re-enter Bardolph, with the wine. 

Bard Here’s mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with 

■ "'yon. ■■ ■ 

Pal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the 
Thames water ; for my belly’s as cold, as if I had 
f wallowed snow- balls for pills to cool the reins. Gail 
Bard. Come in, woman. [her in. 

I Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick. By your leave; I cry you mercy : givo 
your wor ship good-morrow. 


OF WINDSOR. 45 

Pal. Take away these chalices : go brew n.e a 
pottle of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir? 

Pal. Simple of itself; I’ll no pullet-sperm hi my 
brewage. — [Exit BardoIph.]-~Ro\v now ? 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from 
mistress Ford. 

Pal. Mistress Ford! I have had ford enough : I 
was thrown into the ford : I have my belly full of ford. 

Quick. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her 
fau lt : she does so take on with her men ; they mistook 
their erection. v' [man’s promise. 

Pal So did I mine, to build upon a foolish wo- 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to see it. Her husband goes this 
morning a-birding; she desires you once more to 
come to her between eight and nine : I must carry 
her word quickly : she’ll make you amends, 1 warrant 
you.. 

Pal. Well, I will visit her : tell her so; and bid 
her think what a man is ; let her consider his frailty, 
and then judge of my merit. 

Qu’ick. I will tell her. 

Pal. Do so. Between nine and ten, say’st thou? 

Quick. Eight and nine, sir! 

Pal Well, be gone : I will not miss her. 

Quick. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit 

Pal I marvel, I hear not of master Brook: he 
sent me word to stay within : I like his money we IV. 
0, here he comes. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Bless you, sir! 

Pal. Now, master Brook? you come to know 
what hath passed between me and Ford’s wife? 

Ford. That, indeed, sir John, is my business. 

Pal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you ; I was at 
her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And how sped you, sir? 

Pal. Very ill-favouredly, master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her deter 
mi nation? 

Pal No, master Brook ; but the peaking cornnto. 
her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a continual 
’iarum of jealousy, comes me in the instant of our 
encounter, after we had embraced, kissed, protested, 
and, as it were, spoke the prologue of our comedy , 
and at his heels a rabble of his companions, tbithei 
provoked and instigated by his distemper, and. for- 
sooth, to search his house for his wife’s love. 

Ford. What, while you were there? 

Pal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did lie search for you, and could not 
find you ? 

Pal. You shall hear. As good luck would have it, 
comes in one mistress Page; gives intelligence of 
Ford’s approach; and, by her invention and Ford’s 
wife's distraction, they conveyed me into a buck- 

Ford. A buck-basket! [basket 

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket: rammed me in 
with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, 

; and greasy napkins; that, master Brook, there was 
the rankest compound of villanous smell, that ever 
offended nostril. » 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I 
have suffered to bring this woman to evil for your 
good. Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple 
of Ford’s knaves, his hinds, were called forth by 
their mistress, to carry mein the name of foul clothes 
to Datchet-lane : they took me on ■their shoulders , 
met the jealous knave theirmaster in the door, who 
asked them once or twice what they had in their 
basket: I quaked for fear, lest the lunatic knave 
would have searched it ; but fate, ordaining he should 
be a cuckold, held his hand. Well : ou went he for 
a search, and away went I for foul clothes But 
mark the sequel, master Brook : I suffered the pangs 
of three several deaths : first, an intolerable fright, 
to be detected with -a jealous rotten bell-wether: next. 
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to be cootpassed, like a good bilbo, m the iore«» 
tereuoe of a peck, lull to point, heel to bead . and 
then, to be stopped in, like a strong distillation, w ith 
stinking clothes, that, fretted in their own grease . 
think of that,— a man of my kidney,— think J that , 
that aui as subject to heat, as butter ; a man of con- 
tinual dissolution and thaw; !t was a nuracle to 
’scape suffocation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than hail stewed in grease, like a 
Dutch dish, to be thrown into the fhames, and 

cooled, glowing hot, in tliatsnrge, liky horse-shoe 

Uiiuk of that,-— lnssing hot,— tlmik of that, master 

In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for my 
sake you have suffered all this. My smt then is 
desperate , you’ll undertake her no more. # 

Fat -Master Brook, I vvill be thrown m o Etna, 
as I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. 
Her husband is this morning gone a-birdmg ; i ha\ e 
received from her another embassy of meeting ; twixt 
eight and nine is the hour, master Brook. 

Ford. Tis past eight already, sir. . 

Fal. Is it? 1 will then address me to my appoint 

meat. Come to me at your convenient leisure, and 

you shall know how I speed; and the conclusion 
shall be crowned with your enjoying her; adieu. 
You shall have her, master Brook; master Brook, 
you shall cuckold Ford. / . ' [Exi . 

F 3 rd Hum I ha ! is this a vision ? is this a dream ( 
do I sleep ?" Master Ford, awake; awake, master 
Ford ; there’s a hole made in your best coat, master 
Ford Ths 'tis to he married ! this ’tis to have linen 
and 'buck-baskets!— Well, l will proclaim myself 

what 1 am : I will now take .the lecher; lie is at my 
house: he cannot ’scape me; ’tis impossible he 
should: lie cannot creep into a halt-penny purse, nor 
into a pepper-box ; but, lest tiie devil that guides 
him should aid him, I will search impossible places. 
Though what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what 1 
would not, shall nut make me tame; it I have horns 
to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, 1 ll 
he horn-mad. [Exit. 

ACT IV. 

Scene l.—The Street. 

Enter Mistress Page, Mistress Quickly, and 
William. 

Mrs. Page. Is he at master Ford’s already, think’st 
thou V ■- ■ , .... 

Quick. Sure lie is by this, or will be presently ; 
but. truly he is very courageous mad, about his 
throwing into the water. Mistress Ford desires you 
to come suddenly. .. 

Mrs. Page. I’ll be with her by and by; I’ll but 
bring my young* man here to school. Look, where Ins 
master comes ; ’tis a playing day, I see. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

How now, sir Hugh ? no school to-day ? [play. 
Eva. No ; master Slender is let the boys leave to 
Quick. Blessing of nis heart ! 

Mrs. Page. .Sir Hugh, my husband says, my son 
profits not long in the wurid at his book ; 1 pray 
you, ask him some questions in his accidence, 

Eva. Come hither, Will.aai ; hold up your head ; 
come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah : hold up your head; 
ft iswer your master, be not afraid. 

' Eva. William, how many numbers is in nouns? 

mu Two. 

Quick. Truly, 1 thought there had been one num- 
ber more; because they say, od’s nouns. 

Eva. Peace y>ur la tilings, — What is fair, Wil- 
Will. Pulcher , . [liatn? 

Quick. Pouieats ! there are fairer things than 
pouleats, sure. 

Ev. You are a very simplicity ’oman; I pray 
you, peace. — What is lapis, William? 

Will A stone. 


Eva. And what is a stone, William? 

Will. A pebble. pi am. 

Eva. No, it is lapis ; I pray you remember m 

liva ? ItiatTs good, William. What is he, Wil- 

' 11 IFi/lr Artfclea are borrowed of the pronoun; and 
be thus declined, SingidarUer , nominative, hr 

k %!‘°No«>inatii€ Mg, hag , hog ;- pray you 
mark ; genelivo hvjus : wUl, wlmt is jour accusa- 
f ive case T . 

Will. Accusative June. . ^ , 

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child . 

Accusativo. ‘king, hang , hog. [y° u * 

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant 
Eva. Leave your prabbles, oman. \V hat is the 
focative case, William ? 

Will. Q—vocaiivo, O. 

Eva. Remember, William, focative is caret 
Quick. And that’s a good root. 

Eva. ’Oman, forbear. 

Mrs. Page. Peace. 

Ev. What is your genitive case plural, W illiam i 
Will. Genitive case i 

Will A Jen itive, — horum, harum . horum. 

Quick. ’Vengeance of Jenny s case ! he on her . 
—never name her, child, if she be a whore. 

Eva. For shame, ’oman. , 

Quick. You do ill to teach the child such words; 
he teaches him to luck and to hack, winch they il 
do fast enough of themselves, and to call horum:— 
fie upon you ! . , 

Eva. ’Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no 
understandings for thy cases, ami the numbers of 
the genders ? Thou art as foolish Christian crea- 
te ies as I would desires. 

Mrs. Page. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace . 

Eva. Shew me now, William, some declension* 
of vour pronouns. 

Will Forsooth, I have forgot 
Eva. It is ki, ha, cod; it yon forget your km*, 
your k<es, and your cods, you must be preeehes. 
‘Go your wavs, and play, go. [he was. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better scholar, than 1 thought 
Eva. He is a good sprag memory. Farewell, 

JfrJZ: Adieu, good sir Hugh. [Exit Sir 
Hugh. 1 Get you home, buy.— Come, we stay too 
long. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A Boom in Ford's Bouse . 

Enter Falstapf and Mistress Fokd. 

Fal. M. stress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up my 
sufferance : I see, you are obsequious in your love, 
and I profess requital to a hair’s breadta ; not only, 
mistress Ford, hi the simple office of love, hut in all 
the accoutrement, complement, and ceremony of it. 
But are you sure of your husband now ? 

Af rs. Ford. He’s a bii ding, sweet sir John. 

Mrs. Page. {Within.) What hoa, gossip Ford, 
what hoa ! 

Mrs. Ford- Step into the chamber, sir John. 

[Exit Fahtaj) 

Enter Mistress Page 

Mrs. Page. JHmv now, sweetheart? who’s al 
home beside yourself? . 

Airs. Ford . . Why, none but mine own people* 
Mrs. Page. Indeed? 

Mrs. Ford. N o, certai nl y speak Ion der. {A side l 
Airs. Page. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody 
Mrs. Ford. Why? . [here. 

> Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is m hi* 
i old hmes again : he so takes on yonder with my 
husband; so rails against all married mankind ; s<r 
j curses all Eve’s daughters, of what complexion 
soever; and so buffets himself on the- forehead, 
crying Peer-out, peer-out! that any madness, I ev 
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yet beheld, see tried but tameness, civility, and pa- 
tience, to this his distemper 1.3 is in now : I am g%d 
the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him ; and swears, he 
was carried out, the last time he searched lor him, 
in a basket: protests to my husband, he is now here; 
and hath drawn him and the rest of their company 
front' their sport, to make another experiment, of his 
suspicion ; but l am glad the knight is not here ; now 
he shall see his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, mistress Page? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by ; at street end ; he will be 
here anon. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone ! — the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, then you are utterly shamed, 
and he's but a dead man. What a woman are you ? 
— Away with him, away with him; better shame 
than murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? how should 
1 bestow him? Shall I put him into the basket again ? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. No, I’ll come no more i’ the basket. May I 
not go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of master Ford’s brothers 
watch the door with pistols, that none shall issue 
out; otherwise you might slip away ere he came. 
But what make you lure? [chimney. 

Fal. What shall l do? — I’ll creep up into the 

Mrs. Ford. There they always used "to discharge 
their hireling -pieces: creep into the kiln-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? 

Mrs. Ford, He will seek there, on my word. 
Neither press, coder, chest, trunk, well, vault, but 
he hath an abstract for the remembrance of such 
places, and goes to them by his note: there is no 
hiding you in the house. 

Fal. I’ll go out then. 

Mrs. Page. If you go out in your own semblance, 
you die, sir John. Unless you go out disguised, — 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know dot There is 
no woman's gown big enough for him; otherwise, 
he might put on a hat, a mu flier, and a kerchief, and 
so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something: any extre- 
mity, rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman of 
Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him ; she’s 
as lug as he is ; and there’s her thrutu’d hat, and her 
intiUl *r too: run up, sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John : mistress Page 
and I will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we’ll come dress you 
straight: put on the gown the while. [Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs. Ford. I would, my husband would meet 
him in this shape : he cannot abide the old woman of 
Brentford ; he swears, . she's a witch; forbade her 
my house, and hath fch eatened to beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband's 
cudgel ; mill the devil guide his cudgel afterwards ! 

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming? 

Mrs, Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he; and 
talks of the basket too, howsoever he hath jhacl in- 
telligence. 

Mrs. Ford, We i! try that ; for 1*11 appoint ray 
men to carry the basket ag on, to meet him at the 
door with it, as they did last lime. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he’ll be here presently : 
let’s go dress him like the witeh'of Brentford. 

Mrs, Ford, I’ll first direct my men, what they 
shall do with the basket. Go up, 111 bring linen 
for him straight. [Exit. 

' Mrs. Page* Hang him, dishonest varlet! we oan- 
■■ not misuse him .enough. 

We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do. 

Wives may be merry, and yet h raest too : 


We do not act, that often jest and laugh; 

’Tis old but tme, Still swine eat all the draff. 

Tt it * * _ [Extt. 

lie-enter Mistress Ford, with two Servants . 
Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket agamon your 
shoulders , your master is hard at door ; if he bid you 
set it down, obey him : quickly, despatch. [Exit. 

1 Serv. Come, come, take it up, [again. 

2 Serv. Pray heav en, it be not full of the knight 
1 Serv. 1 hope not; I had as lief bear so much 

lead. 

Enter Ford, Page Shallow, Caius, and Sir 
Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, 
have you any way then to unfool me again '?— Set 
down the basket, villain -Somebody call my wife : 

You, youth in a basket, come out here ! — 0, 

you panderlv rascals ! there’s a knot, a ging, a pack, 
a conspiracy against me ; now shall the' devil be 
shamed. Vv hat ! wife, I say ! come, come forth j 
behold what honest clothes you send forth to the 
bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes; Master Ford, you are 
not to go loose any longer; you must be pinioned, 
Eva. Why this is lunatics! this is mad as a mad 
dog! [deed. 

Shal. Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; in- 
Enter Mistress Ford. 

For'd. So say 1 too, sir.— -Come hither, mistress 
Ford ; mistress Ford, the honest woman, the modest 
wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool 
to her husband ! I suspect without cause, mistress, 
do I? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, if you 
suspect me iu any dishonesty. 

Ford. WH1 said, brazen-face; hold it out.— 
Come forth, sirrah. 

[Pulls the clothes out of the basket 
Page. This passes ! [alone, 

Mrs. Ford. A e you not ashamed ? let the clothes 
Ford. I shall find you anon.^ 

Eva. ’Tis unreasonable ! Will you take up yxjf 
wife’s clothes? Gome away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I say. 

Mrs. Fora. Why, man. why — 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was one 
conveyed out of my house yesterday in this basket : 
why may not he he there again? In my house I 
am sure he is : my intelligence is true my jealousy 
is reasonable: pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you Hilda man there, l\e shall die 
a flea’s death. 

Page. Here’s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, master Ford; 
this wroniiS you. 

Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not fol- 
low the imaginations of your own heart: this is 
jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he’s not here I seek for. 

Page. No, nor rio where else, but in your, brain. 
Ford. Help to search my house this one time: if 
I find nut what I seek, show no colour tor my ex- 
tremity, let me for ever be your table-sport; let 
them say of me. As jealous as Ford, that searched 
a hollow walnut for Ills wife’s leman. Satisfy me 
once more ; once more search with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page! come you* 
and the old woman, down ; my husband will com© 
into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman! What old woman's that? 
Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Brent 
ford. * . . 

Ford. A witch, a qnean,an old cozening quean i 
Have l not forbid her, my house ? She comes of 
errands, dot s sl*e ? We a re simple men ; we do not 
know wind's brought to pass under the profession 
of fortune-telling. She works b\ charms, by. spe 
by the figure, and such daubery as this is ; beyond 
oar element: we know nothing, — Come down, you 
witch, you hag you ; come down, I say , 
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Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet nnsband 5 — good 
gentlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 

Enter Falstaff in women's clothes , led by Mistress 
Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me 

prat her: Out of my door, you 

witch {beats Aim), you rag, you baggage, yon pole- 

ZeUZT 1 ° at • o,,t ' cm y x ±t% 

Mrs. Page . Are you not ashamed l 1 think, you 
eve killed the poor woman. . ,, 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it: — Tis a goodly 
credit for you. . * 

Ford. Hang her, witch ! . . 

Eva. Bv yea and no, I think, the oman is a witch 
indeed : I like not when a ’oman has a great peard ; 
I spy a great peacd under her muffler. 

Ford Will you follow, gentlemen? I beseech 
you, follow; see but the issue of my jealousy : it 1 
cry out thus upon no trail, never trust me when I 
onen atrain [come, g ell . tlernen * 

1 Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further : 


[Exeunt Page, Ford, Shallow , and Evans. 
Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, bv the mass, that he did not; 
he beat him most unpitifully, methought 
Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallowed, and 
hung o’er the altar ; it hath done meritorious service. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you? May we, with the 
warrant of womanhood, and the witness oi a good 
conscience, pursue him with any farther revenge . 

Mrs Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, 
scared out of him ; if the devil have him not m fee- 
simple, with fine and recovery, he will never, i think, 
m the way of waste, attempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we 

by all means; if it be.bat to 
tcrape the figures out of your husband s brains. It 
thev can find in their hearts, the poor nnvirtuous fat 
knight shall he any further afflicted, we two will Siiil 
be the ministers, ' „ . , . , 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll warrant, they’ll have him publicly 
shamed; and, methinks, there would be no period to 
the iest, should he not be publicly shamed, 

Firs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then, shape 
it : I would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 

Scene III.— A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of 
your horses*, the duke himself will be to-morrow at 
court, and they are going to meet him. 

Host. What duke should that be, comes so se- 
cretly ? I hear not of him in the court : let me speak 
with the gentlemen ; they speak English? 

Bard . Ay, sir ; I’ll call them to you. 

Host. They shall have my horses; but I'll make 
them pay. I’ll sauce them : they have had my house 
a week at command; I have turned away my other 
guests: they must come olf; I'll sauce them: come. 
6 J [Exeunt. 


Scene IV . — A Room in Ford's House. 

Enter Page, Ford, Alistr ess Page, Mistress Ford, 
and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Eva. ’Tis one of the pest discretions of a ’oman as 
ever I did look upon. [an instant? 

Page. And did he send yon both these letters at 
Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife : henceforth do what thou 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold, [wilt; 
Than tliee with wantonness : now doth thy honour 
In him, that was of late an heretic, [stand, 

As firm as faith. 

Page. ’Tis well, ’tis well ; no more. 

Be not as extreme in submission, 


As in offence ; ; . . . „ 

But let our plot go forward : let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public sport, 

Appoint a meeting with this o!d_ fat fellow, 

Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it. 
Ford. There is no better way than that thev 

Page. Howl to send him word they’ll meet him 
in the park at midnight ! fie, fie ; he'll never come. 

Eva. You say, he hsu» been thrown into the rivers; 
and has been grievously peaten, as an old oman; 
methinks, there should be terrors in him,. that he 
should not come ; methinks, his flesh is punished, he 
shall have no desires. 

Page. So think 1 too. con J es > 

Airs. Ford. Devise but how yon 11 use mm when 
And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne 
the hunter, 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

Doth all the winter time, at still midnight, 

Walk round about an oak, with great ragg d horns , 
And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle ; 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a 
In a most hideous and dreadful manner : [chain 

You have heard of such a spirit: and well you know. 

The superstitions idle-headed eld 
Receiv’d, and did deliver to our age, . 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak : llear 
But what of this ? # . 

Airs. Ford. Marry, this is our device ; 

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us. 

Disguised like Herne, with huge horns on his head. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll come 
And m this shape : when you have brought him 
thither, . , je> 

What shall be done with him ? what is your plot l 
Mrs. Page. That likewise have we t hought upon, 
and thus : 

Nan Page, my daughter, and my little son, 

And three or four more of their growth, we II dress 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white. 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 

And rattles in their hands; upon a sudden, 

As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met. 

Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once 
With some diffused song; upon their sigh , 

We two in great amazedness will fly : 

Then let them all encircle him about, . 

And, fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight j 
And ask him, whv, that hour of fairy revel, 

In their so secret paths he dares to tread, 

In shape profane. ■ , ; ■ 

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth. 

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound. 

And burn him with their tapers. 

Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 

WeTl all present ourselves; dis-horu the spirit. 

And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford. I he children must 

Be practis’d well to this, or they’ll ne'er do't. 

Eva. I will teach the children their hehauours, 
and I will be iike a jack a-napes ahr to burn the 
knight with my tuber. [vizards 

Ford That will he excellent. Til go buy them 
Mrs. Page . My Nan shall he the queen of .all the 
Finely attired in a robe of white. [furies. 

Page. That silk will I go buy and in that tin ,e 
Shall master Slender steal my 'Nan away, ( Aside.) 

; Anct marry her at Eton. Go, send to FaistatJ 

straight. 

Ford. Nay , I’ll to him again in tlie name of Brook 
; He'll tell me" all his purpose : suit, he’ll come. 

Airs. Page. Fear not you that: go, get us pro- 
, And tricking for our. fairies. j perties. 

Eva. Let us about it: it is admirable pleasures, 

and very honest knaveries. _ _ 

[ Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans 


m 
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Mrs. Page Go, Mrs. Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 

[Exit Mrs . Ford. 

I'll to the doctor ; he hath my good will. 

And none bat he, to marry with Nan Page. 

That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 

And he my husband best of all affects : 

Tire doctor is well money ’d, and his friends 
Potent at court; he, none but he, shall have her. 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. 

[Exit 

Scene V. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Simple. 

Host , What woulci’st thou have, boor? what, 
4hick-skiu? speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, 
%uick, snap. 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with sir John 
Falstaff from my master Slender. 

Host There’s his chamber, his house, his castle, 
ins standing-bed, and truckle-bed ; ’tis painted 
about with the story of the prodigal, fresh and new : 
ho, knock and call ; he’ll speak like an Antler opo- 
phayinian unto thee : knock, I say. 

Sun. There’s an old woman, a fat woman, gone 
no into his chamber; I’ll be so bold as stay, sir, 
till she come down: I come to speak With her, 
indeed. # i 

Host. Ha! a fat woman ! the knight may be 
robbed: I’ll call. — Bully knight! Bully sir John ! 
speak from thy lungs military: art thou there? it 
is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 

FaL {Above.) How now, mine host? 

Host Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the com- 
ing down of thy fat woman : let her descend, bully, 
let her descend ; my chambers are honourable : fye ! 
privacy ? fye! 

Enter Fal staff 

FaL There was, mine host, an old fat woman even 
now with me ; but she’s gone. [Brentford? 

Sim. Pray you, sir, wasVnot the wise woman of 

FaL Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell : what would 
you with her ? 

Sim My master, sir, my master Slender, sent to 
her, seeing her go through the streets, to know, 
sir, whether one Nyrn, sir, that beguiled him of a 
chain, had the chain, or no. 

iFal. I spake with the old woman about it. 

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir ? 

FaL Marry, she says, that the very same man, 
that beguiled" master Slender of his chain, cozened 
him of it. 

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the wo- 
man herself; I had other things to have spoken with 
her too, from him. 

FaL What are they ? let us know. 

Host. Ay, come ; quick. 

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir. 

Fal. Conceal them, or thou diest. 

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about mi*- 
tress Ann Page : to know if it were my master’s 
fortune to have her, or no. 

Fal. ’Tis, ’tis his fortune. 

Sun. What, sir? [told me so. 

Fal. To have her,— or no: go; 1 say the woman 

Sim. May I be so bold to say so, sir ? 

Fal. Ay, sir Tike ; who more bold? 

Sim* i thank your worship : I shall make my 
master glad with these tidi ngs. [Exit Simple* 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir John. 
Was there a wise woman with thee ? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host; one, that 
hath taught me more wit than ever I learned before 
in my life: and I paid nothing for it neither, but 
Was paid for my learning. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. Out. alas, sir ! cozenage ! mere cozenage ! 

Host Where he my horses ? speak well of them, 
tarktto. 


Sard. Run away with the cozeners: for so noon 
ns l came beyond Eton, they threw me off. from 
behind one of them, in a slough of mire : and set 
spurs, and awhy, like three German devils, three 
Doctor Faustuses. 

Host They are gone but to meet the duke, vil- 
Iain : do not say, they be fled ; Germans are hone*! 
men. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

Eva. Where is mine host? V 

Host What is the matter, sir ? 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments : there 
is a ‘friend of mine come to town, tells me, there is 
three cousin Germans, that has cozened all 
hosts ol Reading, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, 
of horses and money. ^ I tell you for good-will, 
look you : you are wise, and full of gibes and 
vlouting-stogs ; and ’tis not convenient you should 
be cozened : fare you well. £ Exit 

Enter Dr. Caius. 

Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarterre ? 

Host Here, master doctor, in perplexity, an 
doubtful dilemma. 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat: but it is tell-a 
me, dat you make grand preparation for a duke 
deJarmany. by mv trot, dere is no duke, dat do 
court is know to come ; I tell you for good vill : 
adieu. ; # [Exit. 

Host Hue and cry, villain, go assist me, knight ; 

I am undone : — fly, run, hue and cry, villain, I am 
undone ! [Exeunt Host and Bardolph. 

Fal. I would all the world might be cozened: for 
[have been cozened and beaten too. I fit should 
come to the ear of the court, how I have been 
transformed, and how my transformation hath been 
washed and cudgeled, they would melt me out of 
my fat, drop by drop, and liquor fishermen’s boots 
with me ; I warrant they would whip me with their 
;ine wits till I were as crest-fallen as a dried pear. 

I never prospered since I forswore myself ntprimera. 
W ell, if my wind were but long enough to say my 
prayers, I would repent.— 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Now! whence come you? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one party, and hi* dam the 
other, and so they shall be both bestowed I f have 
suffered more for their sakes, more, than the villanous 
inconstancy of man’s disposition is able to beat. 

Quick. And have not they suffered? Yes, l war- 
rant; speciously one of them ; mistress Ford, good 
heart, is beaten black and blue, that you cannot see 
a white spot abcut her. 

Fal. What tell’st thou me of black and blue ? I 
was beaten myseif into all the colours of the rainbow: 
and I was like to be apprehended for the witch of 
Brentford; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, 
my counterfeiting the action of an old woman, ^ de- 
livered me, the knave constable had set me i’ the 
stocks, i’ the common stocks, for a witch 

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your cham- 
ber : you shall hear how things go ; anc}, 1 warrant, 
to your content Here is a letter will say some- 
what. Good hearts, what a do here is to bring yon 
together ! Sure, one of you does not serve heaven 
well, that you are so crossed. 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — Another Room in the Garter Inn * 
Enter Fenton and Host. 

Host Master Fenton, talk not to me ; my mind 
is heavy. I will give over all. 

Fent. Yet hear me speak: assist me m my pur 
pose, 

And, as l am a gentleman. I’ll give thee 
A hundred pounds in gold more than your loss. 


§M , ill ll 




Host. I will hear you, master Fenton; and 1 
Will, at the least, keep your counsel. , 

Fent. From time to tune I have acquainted yon 
With the dear love 1 bear to fair Anne rage ; 

Who, mutually, hath answer’d my a flection 
(So far forth as herself might be tier chooser,) 

Even to my wish : 1 have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at; 

"The mirth whereof so larded w.tli my matter. 

That neither, singly,, can be manifested. 

Wit) out the show of both ' wtierem tat Talstatt 

Hah a great scene ; the image oi tne jest 

(Show mg the letter .) 
pil show you here at large. Hark, good mine host . 
To-night at Herne’s oak, just 'twixt twelve and one, 
Must my sweet Nan present the I airy queen: 

The purpose why, is here; in winch disguise. 

White otaer jests are something rank on loot. 

Her father hath commanded tier to slij> 

Away with Slender, and with him to Eton- 
Immediately to marry: she hath consented. 

Now, sir, , . . 

Her mother, even strong against that match, 

And tinii tor doctor Gains, hath appointed 
That he shall likewise shuffle her away , . 

While other sports are tasking ot their minds. 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 

Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot 
She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 
Made promise to the doctor;— Now, thvis it rests: 
Her lather means she shall be all in white ; 

And in that habit, when Slender sees Ins time 
To take her by tne hand, and bid her go, 

She .shall go with him her mother hath intended, 
The better to denote her to the doctor, 

(For they must ail be mask'd and vizarded,) 

That, quaint in green, sue shall be loose enrob’d. 
With ribbands pendant, flaring ’bout her head ; 

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token, 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Host. Which menus she to deceive? lather or 
mother? . 

Fv.it. Both, my good host, to go along with me : 
And here it rests,— that you’ll procure the vicar 
To stay for me at church, ’twixt twelve and one. 
And. in the lawful name of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony. [vicar; 
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aster Fenton ; and I | know also, life is a shuttle. I am in haste , go alone 
aster renton, auu ’ r ,. M vou a n master Brook. Since 1 


Well, husband your device; fll to the mocked, 


with me; 1 11 tell yon all, master Brook. Since 1 
pluck’d geese, play’d truant, and whip’dtop, 1 knew 
not what it was to be beaten, till lately. I ollow me 
I’ll tell yon strange things of this knave Pjird : on 
whom to-night I will be revenged, and I will deliver 
his wife into your hand.— Follow • strange things in 
hand, master Brook ! follow. L Exmnl 

Scene II. — Windsor Park . 

Filter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Pane, Come, come : we ll couch i’ the casti® 
ditch,* till we see the light of our iuiries. — liemeui 
her, son Slender, my daughter. 

^ 7 i. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her, and 
we have a nay- word, how to know one another. 1 
come to her in white, and cry, mum ; silt* cries, 
budget; and by that we know one another. 

Shctl. That's good too: but. want needs either your 
mum, or her budget ? the white will decipher her 
well enough. — it hath struck ten o clock. # 

Page. The night is daik; light and spirits will 
become it well. Heaven prosper our sport ! No man 
means evil but the devil, and we shall know him by 
his horns. Let’s away ; follow me. .Exeunt. 

Scene III.— The Street hi Windsor. 

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Dr. Caius. 

Mrs Page. Master Doctor, my daughter is in 
green: when you see your time, take ner by the 
hand, away with her to the deanery, and despatch 
it quickly: go before into tne park; we two must 
go together. , 

Caius . 1 know vat I have to do; adieu. , 
Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. i Exit Cams. 

My husband will not rejoice so much at tne abuse of 
Faistafl', as he will elude at the doctor's marrying my 
daughter * but ’tis no matter ; better a bule o.uuing, 
than a great deal <f heart break. 

Mrs . Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies ? and the W elch devil, Hugh ? 

Mrs. Page. They are all couched in a pit hard by 
Herne’s oak, with obscure lights ; wh.cn at tne veiy 
instant of Falstaffs nod our meeting, they will at - 
once display to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him. 
Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed, lie will be 
mocked; if he be amazed, he will every way b$ 


Brin“"yi)ii tife iiiaiii, you shall not lack a priest. Mrs. Ford. YVe’ll betray him finely. [led, cry, 

Fent. Ho shall i ever more be bound to thee; Mrs. Faye. Against such lewdsters, aud their 

Besides i’U make a present recompense. [Exeunt. Those that betray them do no treachery. 

’ , ^ _ Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on ; to 

ACT V.— Scene I.— A Room in the Garter Inn. oak I 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. Quickly. Scene IV . — Windsor Park 

Fal. Pry thee, no more pratt’iing go-— -I’ll Enter Sm Hugh Evans, and Fa 

hold . this is the third trine ; 1 hope, good luck f . .. . ■ , yn e mu 

lies in odd numbers. Away, go ; they say, there is ; _ jj j , )ra y’yoi> : follow 

divinity in odd numbers, either m nativity, chance, r p , \J ,L watch-'o 


Mrs. Fat'd. The hour draws on ; to the oak, to 
the oak l [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — Windsor Park . 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Fairies. 

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come; and remember 
your parts : be pold, I pray you: follow me into the 
pit; and when I give you the vvatch-’ords, do as I 
md vou : come* come. ; trib, trib. iFxeunt* 


0 r Quti : ifl provide you a chain : and I’ll do what 1»<1 ?«“ ! conie > corae 5 tlih ‘ lExeunt ' 

lean to get you a pair of horns. Scene V.~~ Another part of the Park. 

Fal. Away, l say ; time wears r hold up your head, En f er Falstaff disguised , with a buck's head on 
mince * Mrs * ( e iuckl y- p a i rp he Windsor bell hath struck twelve; the 

Enter Ford. minute draws on; now, the hot-blooded gods assist 

How now, master Brook? Master Brook, the matter me :— Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy 

will be known to-night, or never. Be you in the Europa; love set on thy horns.— O, powerful level 

Park about midnight, at Herne’s oak, and you shall that, in some respects, makes a beast a man ; in 
Bee wonders. some other, a man a beast.— You were also, Jumcer, 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you a swan, for the love of Leda : — 0, omnipotent lov 
>u had appointed ? * how near the god drew to the complexion of a goose 

went to her, master Brook, as yon see, —A fault done first in the form of a beast;— O. Jove, 


told me you had appointed ? 
Fal. 1 went to her, mas 


like a poor old man : but I came from her, master a beastly fault! and then another iault in tile sena- 
Brook, like a poor old woman. That same knave, blance of a fowl; think on’t, Jove; a foul fault.-— 
her husband, hath the finest mad devil of jealousy When gods have hot bucks, what shall poor men do? 
in him, master Brook, that ever governed frenzy. For me, l am here a Windsor stag, and the fattest, 
l will tell you. — He beat me grievously, in the shape I think, i’ the forest : send me a cool rut time, Jove, 
of a woman; for iu the shape of'rnan, master Brook, or who can blame me to piss my tallow?—* 

I fear aot Goliah with a weavers beam; because 1 comes here 9 my doe ? 


Scene 5. 
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Enter Bins. Ford and Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer, 
my male deer ? 

Fat. My doe with the black scut? — Let the sky 
rain potatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green 
Sleeves; hail kissing comfits, and snow eringoes; let 
there come a tempest of provocation, I will shelter 
me here. {Embracing her.) 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, 
sweetheart. . 

Fat. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch : 

I will, keep my sides to myself, rny shoulders for the 
fellow of this walk, and rny horns 1 bequeath to your 
husbands. Am 1 a woodman? ha ! Speak I like 
Herne trie hunter? — AVhy, now is Cupid a child of 
conscience : he makes restitution. As I am a true 
spirit, .welcome I . (Noise within.) 

Mrs. Page. Alas! what noise? | 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

Fat. VV hat should- this be ? 

Mn-^Cj t) Mny ' nway - {Tkey rutt cF ' ] 

Fat. I tn ink tire devil will not have me damned, 
lest tue oil tnat is in me should set hell on fire; he 
would never else cross me thus. 

Enter Silt Hitch Evans, like a satyr; Mrs. 

Quickly, and Pistol ; Anne Page, as the Fairy 

Queen, attended by her brother and others , 

dressed like fairies, with tuaxen tapers ontheir 

heads. 


Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white. 

Yon moonshine revellers, and shades of night. 

You orphan-ln i s of fixed destiny. 

Attend your oilier, mid your quality, — 

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. [toys. 

Pist, Elves, list your names; silence, you airy 
Cricket , to Windsor chimneys shall thou leap: 
Where fires thou find st unrak’d, and hearts unswept. 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry: 

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 

Fat. Tory are fairies; he. that speaks to them, 
shall die: 

PH wink and couch : no man their works must eye. 

{Lies down upon his face.) 
Eva . Where’s Pedel — Go yon, and where you . 
find a maid, 

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Raise up the organs of her fantasy, 

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy; 

But those as sleep, and think not on their sins, 

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs/shoulders, sides, and 
Quick. About, about; [shins. 

Search Winds >r-castle, elves, within and out: 

Strew good luck, o up he's, on every sacred room ; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom, 

In state as wholesome, as in state ’tis fit; 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The several chairs of order look you scour 
With iuice of balm, and every precious flower. 

Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 

With loyal blazon, evermore be blest! 

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look, you sing, 

Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring : 

The expressure that it bears, green let it be, 

More fertile-fresh than all the field to see; 

And, Bony soil qui mat y pense, write, 

In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white: 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, j 

Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending knee : > 

Fairif s use flivvers lor their charactery. ) 

Away ; disperse : but, till ’tis one o’clock. 

Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand ; yourselves in 
order set ; 

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, 

To guide our measure round about the tree. 

But, stay ; I smell a man of middle earth, 


Fat Heavens defend me from that Welch fairy! 
Lest he transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o’er-look’d even I 
thy birth. 

Quick. With trial- fire touch me his finger-end: 

If he be chaste, the flame will back descend. 

And turn him to no pain ; but if he start, 
it is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 

Pist. A triul, come. 

Eva. Come, will this wood take fire . 

(They bum him with their tapers, 

\ Fat Oh, oh, oh! 

Quick. Corrupt corrupt, and tainted in desire J 
Ahout him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme : 

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 

Eva. It is right ; indeed he is f ull of lecheries aid 
iniquity. 

SONG. 

Fie on sinful fantasy! 

Fie on lust and luxury ! 

Lust is but a bloody fire. 

Kindled with unchaste desire 
Fed in heart ; whose Jiames aspire. 

As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually; 

Pinch him for his v it tarty ; 

Pinch him , and burn him and turn him about. 
Till candles, and starlight, and moonshine he out 

During this song, the fairies pinch Fa! staff 
Doctor Caws comes one way , and steals away 
a fairy in green; &ender another way, an 
takes off a fairy in white : and Fenton comes 
and steals away Mrs. Anne Page . A noise of 
hunting is made within. All the fairies run 
away. Falstaffpidhoff his buck s head, and rises. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, and Mrs. Foam 
They lay hold of him. 

Page. Nav, do not fly; I think, we have watch’d 
you now : 

Will none but Berne the hunter serve your turn? 
Mrs. Page . 1 pray yon, come ; hold up the jest no 
higher: — 

Now, good sir John, how like you Windsor. wives? 
See you those, husband ? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the- town ? 

Ford. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now ?— Master 
Brook, FalstafFs a knave, a cuckuldly knave; here * 
are his horns, master Brook ; and. master Brook, he 
hath enjoyed nothing of Ford’s but his buck basket, 
his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money ; which 
must be paid to Master Brook ; his horses are 
arrested for it, master Brook. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we 
could never meet. I will never take you for my 
iove again, but I will always count yon my deer. , 
Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an asp. 
Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; botu the proofs are 
extant. 

Fal. And these are not fairies? I was three Of 
four times in the thought, they were not. fairies: and 
yet the guiltiness of n y mind, tue sudden surprise 
of my powers, drove the grossness of the foppery 
into a received belief, in despite of the teeth of all 
rhyme and reason, that they were fairies. See now 
how wit may be made a Jack-a lent, when ’tis upoo 
ill employment! 

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave yo 
desires, and fairies will not pinse you. 

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. [you 

Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray 
Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, till 
thou art able to woo her in good English. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried 
it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross o’er 
reaching as this? Am 1 ridden with a Welch goa 
too? 1 Shall I have a coxcomb of fnze? Tis tim 
I were choked with a piece of toasted cheese. 
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Eva. Seese is not good to give putter ; your pelly 

j Rati Seese and putter! have I lived to stand at 
the taunt of one that makes fritters of English? T his 
is enough to be the decay of lust and late-walkmg, 
through the realm. . , t , 

Mrs. Page. Why, sir John, do you think, though 
we would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the 
head and shoulders, and have given ourselves without 
scruple to hell, that ever the devil could have made 
you our delight? 

Ford. What, a hodge-puddmg ? a bag of flax ? 
Mrs. Page. A puffed man ? [trails . 

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable en- 
Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ? 
Page. And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, 
and sack, and wine, and metheglins, and to drinkings, 
and swearings, and starings, pribbles, and prabbles? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the start 
of me ; I am dejected ; I am not able to answer the 
Welch flannel : ignorance itself is a plummet o’er 
me ; use me as you will. . 

Ford. Marry, sir, we’ll bring you to Windsor, to 
one master Brook, that you have cozened of money, 
to whom you should have been a pander: over and 
above that you have suffered, I think, to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. ; 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husbaud, let that go to make 
amends: 

Fondve that sum, and so we’ll all be friends. 

Ford. Well, here’s my hand ; all’s forgiven at last. 
Page. Yet be cheerful, knight: thou shalt eata 
posset to-night at my house ; where I will desire thee 
to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee : tell 
her, master Slender hath married her daughter. 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that: if Anne Page be 
nay daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caius’ wife. 

[Aside.) 

Enter Slender. 

Slen. Whoo, ho! ho! father Page ! 

Page. Son ! how now? how now, son? have you 
despatched? . 

Slen. Despatched !~ I'll make the best m Gloces- 
tershire know on’t; would l were hanged, la, else. 
Page. Of what, son ? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress 
* Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy : if it had 
not been i’ the church, I would have swinged him, 
or he should have swinged me. If I did not think it 
had been Anne Page, would I might never stir, and 
*tis a post* master’s boy. 

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong. 
Slen . What need you tell me that? I think so. 
when I took a hoy for a girl : if I had been married 
to him, for a 1 lie was in woman’s apparel, I would 
not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you, how you should know my daughter by her gar- 
ments 9 


Slen. T went to her in white, and crv’d mum, and 
she cried budget, as Anne and 1 had appointed j and 
yet it was not Anne, but a postmaster’s boy. 

Eva. Jeslm ! Master Slender, cannot you see but 
marry boys ? 

I* age. O, J am vexed at heart: what shall I do? 
Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew 
of your purpose ; turned my daughter into green ; 
aud, indeed, she is now with the doctor at the 
deanery, and there married. 

Enter Caius. 

Caius. Yere is mistress Page? By gar, I am 
cozened ; I ha’ married un garqon, a t oy ; un pay- 
san, by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page ; by gar, 1 
am cozened. 

Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green 
Caius. Ay, be gar, and ’tis a boy : be ga^ M raise 
all Windsor. [Exit Caius. 

Ford. This is strange; who hath got the right 
Anne? 

Page. My heart misgives me : here comes master 
Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. 

How now, master Fenton ? [pardon! 

Anne. Pardon, good father! good my mother, 
Page. Now, mistress! how chance you went not 
with master Slender ? 

Mrs. Page . Why went you not with master doc- 
tor, maid ? 

Pent. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it 
You would have married her most shamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 

The truth is, She and I, long since contracted, 

Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us. 

The offence is holy, that she hath committed ; 

And this deceit loses the name of craft, 

Of disobedience, or unduteous title : 

Since therein she doth evitate and shun 
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, [her. 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon 
Ford. Stand not amazed: here is no remedy: — 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 

Fal. I am glad, 'though you have ta’en a special 
stand to strike at me*, that your arrow hath glanced. 
Page . Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give 
thee joy ! 

What cannot be eschew’d, must be embrac’d 
Fal. When night- dogs run, all sorts of deer ar# 
chas’d. 

Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your we 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no furth 
Master Fenton, 

Heaven give you many, many merry days 
Good husband, let us every one go ome. 

, And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire 
Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so:— Sir John, 

To master Brook yon yet shall hold your w 
For he, to-night, shall lie with Mrs. Ford. 



TWELFTH NIGHT, 

OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


This play is in the graver part elegant and easy, and in some of the lighter scenes exquisitely humorous. Ague- 
cheek is drawn with great propriety, but his character is, in a great measure, that of natural fatuity, and is there- 
fore rot the proper prey of a satirist. The soliloquy of Malvolio is truly comic ; he is betrayed to ridicule merely by 
bis pride. The marriage of Olivia, and tbe succeeding perplexity, though well enough contrived to divert on ths 
sta^b. wants credibility, and fails to produce the proper instruction required in the drama, as it exhibits no jus 
picture of life. Johnson. 

PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


ORSINO. Duke of Illyria. 

SEBASTIAN, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola. 
ANTONIO, a' Sea Captain, Friend to Sebastian. 

A Sea Captain , Friend to Viola. 

<00 RK)/ } Gentlemen attending on the Duke. 

SIR TOBY BELCH, Unde of Olivia. 

SIR ANDREW AGUE-CHEEK. 


MAXVOLIO, Steward to Olivia. 

^CUnvn?* } Servants to Olivia. 

OLIVIA, a rich Countess. 

VIOLA, in love with the Duke. 

MARIA, Olivia's Woman. . . - „ 

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians and w her 
Attendants. 


Scene, — A City in Illyria ; and the Sea coast near it. 


ACT 1. 

Scene I. — An Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Duke, Curio, Lords ; Musicians attending. 

Duke. If music be the food of love, play on, 

Give me excess of it; that, surfeiting, 

The appetite may sicken, and so die.— — 

That strain again ; — it had a dying fall 
G, it came o’er my ear like the sweet south. 

That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing, and giving odour. — •Enough: no more, 

»Tis not so sweet now, as it was before. 

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch soever, 

But falls into abatement and low price. 

Even in a minute * so full of shapes is fancy, 

That it alone is high-fantastical 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord? . n 

Duke. What. Curio ? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have * 

0, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 

Methought she purged the air of pestilence : 

That instant was I turn’d into a hart ; 

And my desires, like tell and cruel hounds, 

E’er since pursue me. — How now? what news from 
her? 

Enter Valentine. 

Val. So please my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 

The element itself, till seven years heat, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view? 

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk. 

And water once a-day her chamber round 
With eye olVeiiding brine ; all this, to season 
A brother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh, 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. 0, she that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill’d the ilock of all affections else 
That live, in her! when liver, brain, and heart. 
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill d. 
Her sweet perfections) with one self king!— 
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers : 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with bowers, 

[ Exeunt, 

Scene ll.—The Sea-coast. 

Enter Viola, Captain , and Sailors. 

, Vio What country, friends, is this? 


Cap. . . Illyria, lady 

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria? ^ 

My brother he is in Elysium. sailors? 

Perchance he is not drown’d : — What think yon, 
Cap. It is perchance, that you yourself were saved. 
Yio. O my poor brother! and so, perchance, 
may he be. I chance. 

Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort you with 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split, 

When you, and that poor number saved with you. 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 

Most provident in peril, bind liimself 

^Courage and hope both teaching him the practice 

To a strong mast that lived upon the sea ; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 

I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves. 

So long as I could see. 

Vio. Tor saying so, there's gold* 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy speech serves for authority. 

The like of him. Know’st thou this country? 

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours' travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here? / 

Cap. A noble duke,m nature, 

As in his name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orsino. # 

Vio. Orsino! I have heard my father name him: 
HeVas a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now. 

Or was so very late : for but a month 

Ago I went from hence; and then ’twas fresh 

In murmur, ( as, you know, what great ones do. 

The less will prattle of,) that he did seek 
The love of fair Olivia. 

Yio. What s she? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelve month since ; then leaving ha 
In the protection of his son, her brother. 

Who shortly also died : for whose dear love. 

They say, she hath abjured the company ^ 

And sight of men. v , , , 

Yio O, that I served that lady 

And might not be delivered to the world, 

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow. 

What my estate is. , , , 

Cap. That were hard to compass : 

Because she will admit no kind of suit. 

No, not the duke’s. , . , , . 

Yio There is affair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee _ 

I w»i believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
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With this thy fair and outward character. j 

l pray thee, and I’ll pay thee bounteously. 

Conceal me what l am, and be^ny aid i 

Fur such disguise as, haply, snail become 
The form of my intent. HI serve this duke ; 

Thou slialt present me as an eunuch to him. 

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing. 

And speak to him in many sorts of music, 

That will allow me very worth his service. 

What else may hap, to time I will commit; 

Only shape thou toy silence to my wit. 

Cap. lie you his eunuch, and your mute 1*11 be : 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see! 
Vio. I thank thee : lead me on. {Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A Room in Olivia's house. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria. 

Sir T. What a plague means my niece, to take 
the death of her brother thus? I am sure, care's an 
enemy to life. 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in 
earlier o'mghts; your cousin, rr»y lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sii$To. Way, let her except before excepted. 
Mar. Ay. but you must confine yourself within 
the modest limits of order. 

Sir To. Confiue i I’ll confine myself no finer than 
I am : these clothes are good enough to drink in, 
and so be these boots too 1 an they be not, let them 
hang themselves in their own straps. 

Mar. That quafihp 1 and drinking will undo you: 
I heard my jady talk of.it yesterday; and of* 
foolish knignt, tiiat you brought in one night heM 
to be her wooer. 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek? 

Mar. Ay. he. 

Sir To. He’s as tali a man as any’s in Illyria. 
Mar. What's that to the purpose? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a-year. 
Mar. Ay; but lie’ll have but a year in all these 
ducats; he’s a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fye, that you’ll say so] he plays o’the 
viol-de-gambo, and speaks three or four languages 
word for word without book, and hath all the good 
gifts of nature. 

Mar. lie hath, indeed, — almost natural : for, be- 
sides that lie’s a fool, he’s ag.eat quarreiler; and, 
but that he hath the gift of a coward to allay Un- 
gust he hath in quarrelling, ’tis thought among the 
prudent, he would quivkiy have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels, and 
subs tractors, that say so of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They tiiat add, moreover, he’s drunk nightly 
in vonr company. « 

oV To. With drinking healths to my niece ; 1*11 
drink to her, as long as there is a passage in my 
throat, and drink in Illyria: he’s a coward, and a 
coystril, that will not drink to my niece, till his 
bruins turn o’ tiie toe like a parish top. What, 
wench ? Castillano vulgo; for here comes sir An- 
drew Ague-lace. 

Enter Sir Andrew A cue- cheek. 

&j r A. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, sir Toby Belch ? 
otr to. Sweet sir Andrew. 1 
Str And. Bless you, fair sinew. 

■Mar. A ltd you too, sir. 

A/r To. Accost, sir Andrew, accost 
Sur And. W hat’s that ? 

Sir To. My niece’s chamber-maid. 

Sir And. Good mistress Accost, 1 de^re better ac- 
M/r.r. iViy name is Mary, sir. [quaintance. 

o/»* And. Good mistress Mary Accost 

Sir To. Vou misMe, knight; accost, is, front 
her. board her, woo her, assail her. 

. Sir And. By my trfftfc, 1 would not undertake her 
in tins company. Is that the meaning of accost? 

( Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 


Sir To. An thou let part so, sir Andrew, ’would 
thou might’st never draw sword again. 

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would I 
might never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you 
think you have fools in hand? 

Mar , Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And . Marry, but you shall have : and here’s 
my hand. 

Mar . Now, sir, thought is free : I pray yon, bring 
your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, sweet heart? what’s your 

Mar. It’s dry, sir. [metaphor? 

Sir And. Why, I think so ; I am not such an ass, 
but 1 can keep my hand dry. But what’s your jest? 

Mar . A dry jest, sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them? 

Mar. Ay, sir; 1 have them at my fingers’ ends 
marry, now I let go your hand, 1 am barren. 

[Exit Maria 

Sir To. 0 knight, thou lack’st a cup of canary 
when did I see thee so put down? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless you 
see canary put me down : methiuks, sometimes I 
have no more wit than a Christian, or an ordinary 
man has : but l am a great eater of beef, and, I be- 
lieve, that does harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I’d forswear it I’ll 
ride home to-morrow, sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pour quay, my dear knight ! 

Sir And. What is pourquoy ? do or not do? I 
would I had bestowed that time in the tongues, that 
1 have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting : 0, had 
I but followed the arts ! [of hair. 

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

■ Sir To. Past question ; for thou seest, il will not 
curl by nature. [not ? 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, uoes’t 

Sir To. Excellent! it hangs like Bax on a distaff: 
and I hope to see a housewife take thee between her 
legs, and spin it off. 

Sir Ana. ’Faith, I’ll home to-morrow, sir Toby : 
your niece will not be seen; or, if she be, it’s four 
to one she’ll none of me: the count himself, here 
hard by, wooes her. 

Sir To. She’ll none o’ the count ; shell not mate 
above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit: 
I have heard her swear it. T t, there’s lite in’t, man. 

Sir And. I’ll stay a month longer. 1 am a fellow 
o’ tne strangest mind i’ the world; I delight in 
masques and revels sometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at these kickshaws, knight? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he 
be, under the degree of my betters ; and yet I will 
not compare with an old man. 

SirTo. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight? 

Sir And. ’Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to’t. 

Sir And. And, I th.nk, 1 have the back- trick, 
simply as strong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid ? where- 
fore have these gifts a curtain before them? are 
they like to take dust, like mistress Mail’s pic- 
ture ? why dost thou not go to church in a galliard? 
and come home in a ccranto? My very w alk should 
be a jig M would not so much as make water, but 
in a si. k a-paee. What dost thou mean? is it a 
world to hide virtues in ? I did think, by the excel- 
lent constitution of thy leg, it was formed under the 
star of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, ’tis strong, and it does ^different 
well in a llame-coloured stock. Shall we set about 
some revels? ■ [under Taurus? 

Sir To. What shall we do else ? were we not born 

Sir And. Taurus ? that’s sides and heart. 

Sir To. No sir; it is legs and thighs. Let rae 
see thee caper: ha ! higher : ha, ha * — excellent ! 

{Exeunt. 



Scene 5. 


OR, WIIAT YOU WILL. 


Scene IV . — A Room in the Dukes Palace* 
Enter Valentine, and V iola in man's attire^ 

Val. If the duke continue these favours towards 
you, Cesario, you are like to be much advanced; 
he hath known yon but three days, and already you 
are no stranger. 

Ho. You either fear his humour, or my negli- 

f enee, that you call in question the continuance of 
U love: is he inconstant, sir, in his favours? 

Vat. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke. Curio, and Attendants* 

Mo. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho? 

Wo, On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 

Thou kmnv’st no less but all : I have unclasp’d 
To thee the hook even of my secret soul : 

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her; 

He not denv'd access, stand <4 her doors, 

And tell them, tnere thy fixed foot shall grow, 

Till tlibn have audience. 

V7o. Sure, my noble lord, 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds. 
Rather than make unproiited return. 

Wo Say, l do speak with her, my lord ; what then? 
Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love, 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith : 

It snail become thee well to act my woes ; 

She will attend it better in thy youth. 

Titan in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

Wo. 1 think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it; 

For they shall yet belie thy ha py years* 

Tn at say. Hum art a man ; Diana’s lip 

Is nut more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe 

Is as the maiden's organ, shrill, and sound, 

And all is semblative a woman's part. 

I know, thy constellation is right apt 

For tiiis affair: — Some four, or five, attend him; 

A 11 , if you will ; tor I myself am best, 

\V neu ‘least in company Prosper well in this, 

And thou shall live as freely as thy lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Vto. I ll do my best, 

To w i io your lady : yet [Aside.) a barfui strife ! 
Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exeunt. 

Scene V* -A Room in Olivia's house. 

' Enter Maria and Claim* 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, 
or I will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may 
enter, in way of thy excuse: my lady will hang thee 
for thy absence. 

do. Let her hang me ! he, that is well hanged in 
this world, needs to fear no colours. 

Mar, Make that good. 

Via. He snail see none to fear. 

Alar. A good lenten answer. £ can tell thee where 
that saying was horn, of l fear no colours. 

Cta. Where, good mistress Mary? 

Alar. In the wars ; aud that may you be bold to say 
in vom* icKileiy, „ 

WelL God/give them wisdom, that have it; 
and those that are Tools, let them use their talents. 

Alar. Yet you will he hanged, for being so long 
absent; or, to be turned away, is not that as good as 
a hanging to |o« ? : ; 

(Ho. Many a good hanging prevents a bad mar- 
riage; audfor turning aw. y, let summer bear it out. 
Afar. You are resolute then? ' ■ ■*. ' 

Clo* Not so neither ; but 1 am resolved on two 
points. 

Mar. That, if one break, the other will hold : or, if 
both break, your guskins fall. 

Clo Apt. in good faith; very apt’ Well, go thy 


way ; if sir’Ioby would trave drinking, thou wert at 
wnty a piece ot Lve s flesh as any in Illyria. 

Alar. 1 eace, you rogue, no more o’ that ; hera 
comes my lady: make your excuse wisely, yo J were 
best * l Exit. 

Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

an,fc > e % will, put ine into good 
fooling! i hose wits, that think they have thee do 
very oft prove fools; and I, that am sure I lack time 
may pass for a wise man : for what says Quina pains? 
Better a witty fool, than a foolish wit.-- — God bleat 
thee, lady ! 

OH 'lake the fool away. [lady. 

( Jr J?° you not liear » fellow* ? Take away the 

Oh. Go to, you’re a dry fool ; I'll no more of you: 
besides, yon grow dishonest. 

Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and good 
counsel will amend; for give the dry fool drink 
then is the fool not dry; bid the dishonest/ mao 
mend himself; if lie mend, he is no longer disho- 
nest; if lie cannot, let the botcher mend him: any 
thing, that's mended, is but patched : virtue, that 
transgresses, is but patched w ith sin ; and sin, that 
amends, is hut patched with virtue : if that this 
simple syllogism will serve, so; if it will not, what 
remedy ? As there is no true cuckold but calamity, 
so beauty’s -a llower:— the lady bade take away the 
fool ; therefore, I say again, take her away. 

OIL Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree ! — Lady, 
Cucullus non facit munacum ; that’s as much af 
to say, l wear not motley in my brain. Good ma- 
donna, give me leave to prove you u fool. 

0!i. Can you do it? 

CVo. Dexterously, good madonna. 

Oti. Make your proof. 

Clo. I must catechise you for it, madonna; good 
my mouse of virtue, answer me. 

OIL Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I’ll ’bid* 
your proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why mourn’sf thou? 

OIL Good fool, for my bi other’s death. 

Clo. I think, his soul is in hell, madonna* 

OIL 1 know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, madonna, to mourn for 
jmnr brother's soul being in heaven. — Take away the 
fool, gentlemen. 

Oh. What think you of this fool, Malvolio? doth 
he not mend ? 

Alai. Yes; and shall do, till the pangs of death 
shake him : infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever 
make the better fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the 
better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will be sworn 
: that I am no fox ; but he will not pass his word for 
two-pence that you are no fool. 

On. How say you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such 
a barren rascal ; i saw him put down the other day 
with an ordinary fool, that has no more braiu than a 
stone. L u>k you now, he’s out of his guard already; 
unless yon laugh and minister occasion to him, he is 
gagged. I protest, I take these wise men, that crow 
so at these set kind of fools, no better than the fools’ 
zanies. 

OIL 0, you are sick of self love, Malvolio, and 
taste witii a distempered appetite. To be generous, 
guiltless, and of free disposition, is to take those 
things for bird bolts, that you deem cannon-bullets: 
there is no slander in an allowed fool, though he do 
nothing but rail; nor no railing in a known discreet 
man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

CIq. Now Meicijrv endue thee with leasing, m 
thou speakeat well of fools. 

Re enter Maria, 

Jte.3$a<|am, there is at the gate a young ge*» 
tie man, morn desires to speak with you. 

OU. JFhiin the count Orsiuo, is it ? 
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sir* 


Mar. I know not, madam ; ’tis a fair young man, 

and well attended. , . j i o 

OIL Who of my people hold him in delay . 

Mar Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. ... 

OK Fetch him off, 1 pray you ; he speaks nothin 
nt madman : fie on him 1 {Exit Mana] Go you, 
Malvolio : if it be a suit from the count, I a m „ v 
or not at home ; what you wii , to disrmssit fLrj 
Malvolie. 1 Now you see, sir, how your fooling grow 

^/TThon^ha ^ spoke for us, madonna, as if thy 
eldest son°should be a fool ; whose sknlUo^ cram 
with brains, for here he comes, one ot thy km. Has 
a most weak pia mater. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch. ^ 

OH. By mine honour, half drunk.— What is he at 
the gate, cousin ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 9 

Oli. A gentleman ? What gentleman . 

Sir To. ’Tis a gentleman here--A plague, o the.e 
pickle-herrings '— Bow now, sot ! 

0/1 Cousin j' cousin, , how have you come_ so early 

^S^Tol'Sery ! I defy lechery: there’s' one at 
OIL Ay, marry ; what is he ? , 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, 1 care 
not ; give me faith, say I. W ell, it s all one. [Exit. 
Oil What’s a drunken man like, tool ' 

Clo. Like a drown’d man, a tool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool ; the second 
mads him ; and a third rowns him. 


it Good beauties, let me sustain no scorn- I am 
very comptible, even to the least sinister u-age. 

OH whence came you, sir c 
Vio. I can say little more than I have jt udied, 
and that question’s out of my part. Good gentle 
one, give me modest assurance, it you be the lady f 
the house, that X may proceed m my speech. 

Oil Are you a comedian ? ■ , 

Vio. No, my profound heart : and yet by the very 
fangs of malice, I swear, I am not that 1 pia* A.e 
you the lady of the house ? 

Oil If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, it you are she, you do surp 
yourself; for what is yours to bestow, is n 8 t yours to 
reserve. But this is train my commission: 1 will on 
with my speech in your praise, and then shew you 
the heart of my message. . . 

Oli Come to what is important in t : X forgive you 
the oraise. fpoeticaL 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and tis 
OIL It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray you, 
keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my Mates, and 
allowed your approach, rather to wonder at you it an 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if yon 
have reason, be brief : ’tis not that time ot moon with 
me, to make one in so skipping si dialogue. 

Mar. Will yon hoist sail sit? here lira your way. 
Vio No, good swabber ; l am to hull here a little 
longer. — Some mollification for your giant, sweet 
Oil Tell me your rnind. Liacty. 

Vio. I am a messenger. 

Oil Sure, you have some hideous matter to de- 
I liver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Dpeak 
; your office. r ™ 


nads him ; ana a rniru ru»ia uiuk . . «onr office 

Oli.fi 0 thou and see tte coroner, and let him .1 y ° j t ' a)one conce rns your ear. I bring no 

>’ my coz ; for he’s in the third degree otdnnk, overture of war, no taxation of homage ; I , hold the 


yown’d ; go, look after him. . . 

do. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the tool 
ahull lock to tlie madman. LExit down. 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

i Mai Madam, yond’ young fellow swears he will 

speak with you. I told him you were sick : he takes 
on him to understand so much, and therefore comes 
to speak with you : I told him you were asleep ; he 
seems to have a fore-knowledge of that too, and 
therefore comes to speak with you. What is to be 
said to him, lady? he’s fortified against any denial. 

OIL Tell him, he shall not speak with me. 

Mai He has been told so; and he says, he 11 stand 
At your door like a sheriff's post, and be the sup- 
porter of a bench, but he’llspeak with you. 

Oil What kind of man is he? 

Mai. Why, of man kind. 

Oil What manner of man? 
t Mai. Of very ill manner ; he’d speak with you, j 
will you, or no. . n 

Oil Of what personage, and years, is he « 

Mai . 'Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a hoy; as a squash is before ’tis a peas- 
cod, or a codling when ’tis almost an apple : ’tis with 
him e’en standing water, between boy and man. He 
is very well-favoured,andhespeaks very shrewishlv; 
one would think, his mother’s milk were scarce out 
of him. 

Oil Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 

Mai. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit. 

Re-enter Maria. 

OUv. Give me my veil: come, throw it o’er my 
face ; we’ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 

Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the house, which is 
•he? [will? 

OIL Speak to me, I shall answer for her ; your 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable 
beauty, — I pray you, tell me, if this he the lady of 
file house, for 1 never saw her: I would be loath to 
cast away my speech ; for, besides that it is excel 
leutly wall perm’d, l have taken great pains to con 


overture ui war, nu ? ,? .• 

olive in my hand ; my words are as full of peace as 

Oil Yet you began rudely. What are you $ what 

would you ? , , , . 

Vio. The rudeness, that hath appeared in me, 
have I learn’d from my entertainment. What X am* 
and what I would, are as secret as maidenhead: to 
your ears, divinity ; to any other’s, profanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone : we will hear this 
divinity. [Exit Maria. \ Now, sir, what is your text . 

Vio. Most sweet lady, — — 

1 011 A comfortable doctrine, and much may be 

said of it. Where iies your text? 

Vio. In Orsino’s bosom. 

Oli. In his bosom? In wlmt chapter of his bosom/ 

Vio. To answer by the method, in the first of his 
heart. [more to say? 

011 0, 1 have read it ; it is heresy. Have you no 
[ Vio. Good madam, let me see your face. 

OH Have yon any commission from your lord to 
negociate with my face ? you are now out of your 
text: but we will draw the curtain, and shew you 
the picture, Imok you, sir, such a one as I was 
this present : is’t not well done ? ( Unveiling .* 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. [weather. 

Oil Tis in grain, sir; ’twill endure wind and 

Vio. ’Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on * 
Lady, your are the cnuTst she alive, 

If you lead these graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. « ... 

011 0, sir, 1 will not be so hard-hearted ; I will 
give out divers schedules of my beauty : it shall 
be inventoried; and every particle, and utensil, 
labelled to my will: as, item, two lips Indifferent 
red; item, two grey eyes, with lids to them ; item, 
one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were you sen* 
hither to ’praise me ? 

Vio. I see you what you are : you are too proud ; 
But, if you were the dev*il, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you ; O, such love ? 
Could be but recompens’d, though you were crown d 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 

OIL How does he love me “ 


Act II. Scene 2. 


OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


Vi o. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

OIL Your lord does know my mind, 1 cannot love 
him; 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 

In voices well divulg’d, free, team'd, and valiant, 
And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 

A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him ; 

He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. if I did love you in my muster’s flame. 

With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 
hi your denial i would And no sense, 

I would not understand it 
OIL Why, what would you ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, ' 

And call upon my soul within the house ; 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love; 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 

Holla your name to the reverberate hills. 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 

But yon should pity me. __ [age ? 

OIL You might do much : what is your parent- 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well ; 

I am a gentleman. 

OIL Get you to your lord ; 

I annot love him : let him send no more ; 

ess, perchance, you come to me again, 

Te tell me how he takes it. Fare you well ; 

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio. I am no fee’d post, lady ; keep your purse ; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 

Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love; 
And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 
Plac’d in contempt! Farewell, fair cruelty. [Exit. 

OIL What is your parentage? 

Above my fortunes, yet my state is well; 

lam a gentleman, i’ll be sworn thou art ; 

Thy tongue, thy lace, thy limbs, actions, and spirit. 
Do give thee five-fold blazon ; — Not too fast soft! 
soft ! 

Unless the master were the man.-— How now ? 

Even so quickly may one catch the plague? 
Methinks, I feel this youth’s perfections. 

With an invisible ancl subtle stealth, 

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 

What, ho, Malvoiio i 

Re-ejiter Malvolio. 

Mai. Here, madam, at your service. 

OIL Run after that same peevish messenger, 

The county's man : he left this ring behind him. 
Would I, or not ; tell him, I’ll none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him: 

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow. 

I’ll give him reasons for't. Hie thee, Malvoiio. 

Mai. Madam, l will. % [Exit. 

OIL I do I know not what ; and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, shew thy force : ourselves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed, must be ; and be this so ! [Exit. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — The Sea-coast 
Enter Antonio and Sebastian. ■ ' 

Ant Will you stay no longer ? nor will you not 
that I go with you ? 

Seb . By yom patience, no: my stars shine darkly 
over me; the malignancy of my fate might, per- 
haps, distemper yours ; therefore I shall crave of you 
your leave, that J may bear my evils alone : it were 
a bad recompense for your love, to lay any of them 
on you. ■ , . [bound. 

Ant Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
Seb. No, ’sooth, sir; my determinate voyage is 
mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so ex- 




cedent a touch of modesty, that you will not extort 
from me what I am willing to keep in ; therefore it 
charges me in manners the rather to express my- 
self*. You must know of me, then, Antonio, my 
name is Sebastian, which I called Roderigo ; my 
father was that Sebastian of Messaliue, whom, I 
know, you have heard of: he left behind him, my, 
St" If, and a sister, both born in an hour. If the hea- 
vens had been pleased, ’would we had so ended ! 
but, you, sir, altered that ; for, some hour before you 
took me from the breach of the sea, was my sister 

Ant. Alas, the day! [drown’d. 

Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much re- 
sembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful ; 
but, though 1 could not, with such estimable won- 
der, overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly 
publish her, she bo?e a mind that envy could not 
but call fair : she is drowned already, sir, with salt 
water, though I seem to drown her remembrance 
again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb, O, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

Ant If yon will not murder me for my love, let 
me be your servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it 
not. Fare ye well at once : my bosom is full of 
kindness ; and I am yet so near the manners of my 
mother, that upon the least occasion more mine 
eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the. count 
Orsino’s court : farewell. [ Exit 

Ant The gentleness of all the gods go witli thee ! 
I have many enemies in Orsino’s court, 

Else would I very shortly see thee there : 

But, come what may, i do adore thee so. 

That danger shall seem sport, and I wall go. [Ex\U 

Scene II. — A Street 
Enter Viola; Malvolio following. 

Mai, Were not you even now with the coiuiteaa’ 
Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, sir; on a moderate pace I hava 
since arrived but hither. . 

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir ; you might 
have saved me my pains, to have taken it away 
yourself. She adds moreover, that you should put 
your lord into a desperate assurance she will none 
of him : and one thing more ; that you be never so 
hardy to come again in his affairs, unless it be to 
report your lord’s taking of this. Receive it so. 

Vio. She took the ring of me : I’ll none of it. 

Mai. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her; 
and her will is, it should be so returned : if it be 
worth stooping for, there it lies in your eye ; if not, 
be it his that finds it. ^ [Exit. 

Vio. I left no ring with her : what means this 
lady? 

Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm’d her! 
She made good view of me ; indeed, so much, 

That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her tongue. 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord’s ring! why, he sent her none. 

I am the man ; — if it be so (as His), 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 

Disguise, i see, thou art a wickedness. 

Wherein the pregnapt enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper-false ^ 

In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ; 

For, such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge ? My master loves her deurlf. 
And I, poor monster, ffoiid as much on him ; v 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me : 

What will become of' this ? As I am man. 

My state is desperate for my master’s love# 

As I am woman, now alas the day ! 

What thriftless sighs shall poorOiivia breath* t 








TWELFTH NIGHT, 


thou must untangle this, not I* 
too hard a knot lor me to untie. I &xit. 

Scene III. — JL Room in Olivia's house , 

Sir Toby Belch and Sir Andrew Ague- 
cheek. 


Sir And Good, i'faith . Come, begin. {They sing 
a catch.) 

I Enter Maria. 


Sir T0BY Mar. What a catling do yo,, tear here 

be up n bet^es T-'i dM 

Nay. by my toft, ^Inow not ; bat I fjeg^ELsa^'and^ree merry, men 

«r To. A’'feL e ’conch 1S ion ; I hate it as an an- be tee ZltfJin 


at Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable 


then, is early : so that, to go to bed after midnight, 
is to go to bed betimes. Do not our lives consist o! 
the four elements? • • . _ ., 

Sir And. ’Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it rather 
drinking. 

a scholar; let us therefore eat 
I S ay 1 a stoop of wine 1 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i’faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts ? Did you never see 
the picture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch. 


Sir And. Ay, he does well enough, if he he dis- 
posed, and so clo I too ; he does it with a better 
uruce, hut I do it more natural. 

Sir To. 0, the twelfth day of December, - 

{Singing.) 

Mar . For the love o’ God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai My masters, are you mad ? or what are von ? 
Ha\ e vou no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night? Dove make an 


Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent a j eho|)se 0 f my lady's house, that ye'squenk out 
I had rather than forty shillings' I had such V0(Jr C()Z ; ers > ca tches without any mitigation or 


» sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. 


of voice? Is there m* respect of place. 


In sooth, thou vvast in very gracious fooling la*t on8 . nor tim *\ fa y0 u ? [Sneck up ! 

night, when thou spokest of Pigrogromitus. ol the r ^ 7 ^ ^y e did keep time, sir, in our catches. 
Vapians passing the equinoctial of Queubus ; ’twas Sir Tobv, I must be round with you. My 

very good, i’faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy bade me tefl you, that, though she harbours you 

deman : hadstit? _ ..... . , r , as her kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your disorders. 

Clo. I did impeticos thy grafillity; for Malvolio s j^ on Qm separa t e yourself and your misdemeanors, 
nose is no whi stock : my lady has a white hand, ^ are we | come to the house ; if not, an it would 


nose is no whi stock : my lady has a white hand, 


and the myrmidons are no bottle ale houses. 

Sir And. Excellent ! Why, this is the best fool- 
ing, when all is done. Now. a song. 

Sir To. Come on ; there is sixpence for you : let’s 
have a song. # 

&r- And. There’s a testril of me too : if one knight 
give a-—— [good life ? 

Ch. Would you have a love-song, or a song of 
Sir To. A lov e-song, a love-song. 

Sir And. Ay, ay ; I care , not for good life. 

SONG. 

Clo. 0 mistress mine , where are you roaming? \ 
0, stay t and hear; your true love's coming, 
That can sing both high and low ; 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 

Journeys end in lovers' meeting , 

Every wise mans son doth mow . 

Sir And. Excellent good, i’faith ! 

Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love? 'tis not hereafter ; 

Present, mirth hath present laughter; 

mat' s to come, is still unsure : 

In delay there lies no plenty ; 

Then come kiss me, sweet-and twenty. 
Youth's a stuff w ill not endure. 


please you to take leave of her, she is very willing 
to bid vou farewell. [Ws he gone. 

Sir To. Farewell, dear heart , since / must 

Mar. Nay, good sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do shew his days are almost done 

Mai 1s t even so? 

Sir To. But I will never die 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to yon. 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go ? {Singing.) 

Clo. What an if you do 1 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and spare not? 

Clo. 0 no. no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o’ time ? sir, ye lie.— Art any more 
than a steward? Dost thou think, because thou art 
virtuous, there shall he no more cakes and ale ? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall be hot 
i’ the mouth too. 

Sir To. Tlion’rt i'the right.— Go, sir, rub your 
chain with crums: — A stoop of wine, Maria ! 

Mai Mistress Mary, if you priz’d my lady’s fa- 
vour at any thing more than contempt, you would 
not give means for this uncivil rule ; she shall know 
of it. by this hand. [Exit. 

Mar. Go shake your ears. 

Sir And. ’Twere as good n deed as to drink when 


Sit And. A mellifluous voice, as 1 am a true knight, a man’s a -hungry, to. challenge him to the field ; and 


Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i’faith. 

Sir 'To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in 
But shall we make the welkin dance 
>hali we rouse the night-owl in a catch, 
ill draw three souls out 0 one weaver? shall 


then to break promise with him, and make a fool 
of him. 

Sir To. Do’t, knight : I’ll w-rife thee a challenge ; 
or I’ll deliver thy indignation to him by word ol 
month. 

Mar. Sweet sir Toby, be patient for tonight; 


that? [a catch, since the youth of the count’s was to-day with my 

And. An yon love me, let’s do’t : I am a dugat lady, she is much out of quiet. For monsieur Mai 
Clo. By Y lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well, \oiio, let me alone with him: if I do not. gull him 
Sir And. Most certain : let our catch be, Thou inti* a nayword, and make him a common recreation, 

do nut think I have wit enough to lie straight in my 
Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight? T shall bed : I know, l can do’t. 

to call thee knave, knight. Sir To. Possess us, possess us; tell us something 

iine I have constrain'd of him. 

fool; it begins. Hold Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Pu- 
nt-m. [dog, 

I hold mv peace. j Sir And. O, if I thought that. I’d beat him like 




Scene 4. 


OK, WHAT YOU WILL. 


I 


f 



Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exqui- 
site reason, dear knight? ■' 

Sir And I June no exquisite reason for’t, but I 
have reason good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any 
tiling constantly h »t a time please r; an afiVctioned 
ass. that eons state without booh, and utters it by 
great svvarths ; the best persuaded of himself, so 
era unit'd, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is 
his ground' of taitin that all, that look on him, love 
him"; and on that vice in him will my revenge find 
not a hie cause to work. 

Sir To What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles 
of love ; wherein, by the colour of his heard, the 
shape* of. his leg, the manner of his. gait,, the ex pres- 
sure ofhis eye, forehead, and complexion, he shall 
find himself most feelingly personated ; I can write 
veiy tike my lady, your niece ; on a forgotten matter 
we can hardly make distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent! I smell a device. 

Sir And ,1 have’! In. my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou 
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and that 
she is in love with him. [colour. 

..Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that 
S<r And And your horse now could make him 
Mar. Ass, l doubt not. _ [an ass. 

Sir And O, ‘twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know, my 
physic will work with him. I will plant you two, 
and let the fool make a third, where he shall find the 
letter : /observe his construction of it. For this night, 
to bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. [Exit. 
Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

Sir And Before me, she’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She\s a beagle, true-bred, and one that 
adores me; what o’f hat? 

Sir And l was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight. — Thou hadst need 
semi for mr re money. 

Sir And if I cannot recover your niece, I am a 
fool ufliv out 

Sir To. Send for money, knight ; if thou hast her 
not in the end. call me Cut. [you will. 

Sir And if I do not, never trust me, take it how 
Sir To. Come, come ; PH go burn some sack, 
’tis too late to go to bed now : come, knight ; come, 
knight. i Exeunt . 

Scene IV. — A Room in the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me some music : — Now, good mor- 
row, friends: 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song. 

That oil and antique song we heard last night ; 

Met bought it did relieve my passion much; 

More than light airs and recollected terms, 

Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : 

Come, but one verse. [should sing it. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, that 
Duke. ' Who was it? 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool that the 
lady Olivia’s father took much delight in: he is 
■about: the house. . 

Duke. Seek him out, and plav the tune the while. 

[ Exit Curio . — M usic. 
Come hither, boy ; if ever thou sindt love, 

'■■' \ln the '.'sweet;' pangs .of it remember me 
' , For, such ns I am, all true lovers are ; '■ 

■■ Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 

■ 'S}ive,;'in,ihe constant image of the Creature ■ 

■ ; Flint is. helov'd. — How dost thou like this tune? 

Vie. It gives a very echo to the seat 
■' Where iove’is\thron’a . 

' Duke. '''Thou : dost;. speak masterly :: < < ' , 

''My'dith.upon’t,. young though thou art, 'thine'' eye 
Hath stay’d upon some favour that it loves ; 

Hath k not, boy? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. •- 


Duke. What Kind of woman is’t ? 

Vio. O f you r coniple xion, 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, 
Vio. About your years, my lord, [i’faith? 

Duke. Too old, by heaven: let still the woman 
An elder than herself; so wears she to him, [take 
So sways she level in her husband’s heart. 

Por, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn , 

Than women’s are. 

Vio. I think it well, my lord 

Duke. Then let thy love he younger than thyself. 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 

For women are as roses; whose fair flower, 

Being once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And so they are : alas, that they are so; 

To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Re-enter Curio, and Clown . 

Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last 
Mark it, Cesario; it is old, and plain; [night:— 
Tiie spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 

And the free maids, that weave their thread with 
Do use to channt it ; it is silly sooth, [bones. 

And dallies with the innocence oflove. 

Like the old age. 

Clo. -Are you ready, sir*? 

Duke. Ay ; pr’ythee, sing. (Music.) 

SONG. 

Clo. Come away, come away , death , 

And in sad cypress let me be laid; 

Fly away. fly away, breath; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid 
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew , 

0, prepare it ; 

My part of death no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a Jlotcer, not a flower sweet, 

On my biack coffin let there be strozvn ; 

Not. a friend, ziot a friend oreet [thrown; 
My poor corpse , where my bones shall ho 
A thousand thousand sighs to sate, 

Lay me, 0, where 
Sad true lover ne'er Jind my grave , 

To weep there. 

Duke . There’s for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, sir; I take pleasure in singing, sir* 
Duke. I’ll pay thy pleasure then. 

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one 
time or another. - ’ * 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee ; and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, 
for thy mind is a very opal ! — l vyould have men of 
such constancy put to sea, that their business might 
be every thing, and their intent every where ; for 
that’s it, that always makes a good voyage of no- 
thing. — Farewell. [Exit Clown. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. 

[Exeunt Curia and Attendants * 
Once more, Cesario* 

Get thee to yon’ same sovereign cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world* 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts, that fortune hath bestow’d upon her* 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune; 

But ’tis that miracle, and q ueen of gems, 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Vio. But, if she cannot love you, sir? 

Duke . I cannot be so answer’d. 

Vio. ’Sooth, but you most 

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is. 

Hath lor your love as great a pang of heart- 
As you have for Olivia; you cannot love her; 

You tell her so : must she not then be answerld? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides, 

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion * W 
As love doth give my heart ; no woman's heart 
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Act II. 


bo big, to hold so much; they lack retention. 
jUas, their love may be called appetite, — 
motion of the liver, but the palate,— 

That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt ; 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 

And can digest as much : make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 

And that 1 owe Olivia. 

Yio, Ay, but I know,— 

Duke. What dost thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe : 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter loved a man. 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 

J should your lordship. ... 9 

Duke. And what s her history ? 

Vio. A blank, my lord : She never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud, 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin’d in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 

She sat like patience on a monument, 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 

We men may say more, swear more ; but, indeed, 

Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove 

Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ? 
Vio. I am all tlve daughters of my father’s house. 
And all the brothers too ;— and yet I know not— 

Sir, shall 1 to this lady? , . 

Diike. Ay, that’s the theme. 

To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say , 

My love can give no place, bide no delay. [ Exeunt • 

Scene V.— Olivia's Garden. 

Enter SirToby Belch, Sir AndreyvAgue-cheek, 
and Fabian. 

Sir To. Coiue thy ways, signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I'll come ; if l lose a scruple of this 
sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

, Sir To Wonld’st thou not he glad to have the 
; niggard 1 ) rascally sheep-biter come by some notable 
shame ? t ■ ' 

Fab. T would exult, man : you know, he brought 
ire out of favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we’ll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue: — Shall we 
not. Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 
Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain : — How 
now, my nettle of India? 

. Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: Mal- 
voho's coming down this walk ; he has been yonder 
P the sun, practising behaviour to his own shadow, 
tins 1ml f hour : ohserve him, for the love of mockery ; 
for, 1 know, this letter will make a contemplative 
idiot of him. Close, in the name of jesting! {The 
men hide themselves.) Lie thou there ; ( throws 
down a letter ) for here comes the trout that must 
be caught with tickling. [ Exit Maria. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me, she did affect me : and I have heard 
herself come thus nea», that, should she fancy, it 
should be one of my complexion. Besides, she uses 
me with a more exalted respect, than any one else 
that/ollows her. What should I think on’t? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue ! 

Fab. 0, peace! Contemplation makes a rare 
turkey-cock of him ; how he jets under his advanced 
lumes ! 

Sir And. ’Slight, I could so beat the rogue ! — 
Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mai. To be Count Malvolio! — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace ! 


Mai There is example for’t; the lady of tb« 
strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. O, peace! now he’s deeply in; look, how 
imagination blows him. 

Mai. Having been three months married lo her, 
sitting in my state,— . . 

Sir To. O, for a stone-bow, to hit him m the eye ! 
Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where 
I left Olivia sleeping. 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace ! 

Mai. And then to have the humour of state : and 
after a demure travel of regard, —telling them, I know 
my place, as 1 would they should do theirs,— to ask 
for my kinsman Toby : 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab. 0, peace, peacd, peace ! now, now. 

Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedient start, 
make out for him : I frown the while ; and per- 
chance, wind up my watch, or play with some rich 
jewel Toby approaches ; court’sies there to me : 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with 
cars, yet peace. 

Mai I extend my hand to him, thus, quenching 
my familiar smile with an austere regard of control : 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o’the 
lips then ? 

Mai Saying, Cousin Toby , my fortunes having 
cast me on your niece , give me this prerogative of 
speech : — 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mai You must amend your drunkenness. 

Sir To. Out, scab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews ol 
our plot. 

Mai Besides, you tvaste the treasure of your 
time with a foolish knight ; 

Sir And. That’s me, I warrant you. 

Mai One Sir Andrew : * [fobi 

Sir And. I knew, ’twas I: for many do call in# 
Mai What employment have we here ? {Tak- 
ing up the letter.) 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humours in 
timate reading aloud to him ! 

31al. By my life, this is my lady’s hand : these 
be her very C’s, her U’s, and her Ts ; and thus 
makes she her great P’s. It is, in contempt of 
question, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C’s, her XI' s and her Ts : why 
that? 

Mai. {reads.) To the unknown beloved , this, and 
my good wishes : her very phrases! — By your 
leave, wax.—Softl— and the’ impresstire her Lu- 
cre ce, with which she uses to seal: ’tis my lady : 
to whom .should this be ? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all 
Mai {reads.) Jove knows I love : 

But who? 

Lips do not move , 

No man must know. 

No man ?nust know. — What follows? the numbers 
altered ! — No man must know : — If this should be 
thee, Malvolio? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 

Mai. I may command, where l adore: 

But silence, like a Lucrece knife, 

With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore ; 
s M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. 

I Fab. A Fustian riddle ! 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say'I. 

Mai M, O, A, I, doth stoay myJ-ife. — Nay, but 
first, let me see, — let me see, — let e see. 

Fab. What a dish of poison hath she dress’d him ! 
Sir To. And with what wing the stannye! checks 
at it. 

Mai 1 may command where- 1 adore. Why, she 
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may command me ; I serve her, she is my lady. 
Why, this is evident to any formal capacity. There 
is no obstruction in this: — And* the end,-— What 
should that alphabetical position portend ? if I 
could make that resemble something in me, — 
Softly!— M, 0, A y 

Sir T. O, ay l make up that he is now at a 
cold scent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t, for all this, though 
it be as rank as a fox. 

Mai. i/*— Alalvolio ;■ — M, — why, that begins my 
name. 

Fab. Did not I say, he would word it out? the 
cur is excellent at faults. 

Mai. My — But then there is no consonancy in the 
sequel,; that suffers under probation : A should 
follow, but 0 does. 

Fab. And 0 shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him 
cry, 0, 

Mat. And then'' /comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an you had an eye behind you, you 
might see more detraction t your heels, than for- 
tunes before you. ■ : 

Mai. My 0, A, I; — This simulation is not as thp 
former: — and yet, to crush this a little, it would 
bow to me, for every one of these letters are in my 
name. Soft! here follows prose. — If this fall into 
thy hand, revalue. In my stars I am above thee; 
but he not afraid of greatness : some are born 
great, some achieve greatness , and some have 

f reatness thrust upon them * Thy fates open their 
'Bends ; let thy blood and spirit embrace them. 
And , to inure thyself to what thou art like to be, 
cast thy humble slough, and appear fresh. Be 
opposite with a kinsman , surly with servrmts : 
lei thy tongue tang arguments of state ; put thy- 
self into the trick of singularity : she thus advises 
thee y that sighs for thee. Remember who com- 
mended thy yellow stockings ; and unshed to see 
thee ever cross-gartered : I say, remember. Go 
to ; thou art made , if thou desirest to be so ; if 
not , let me see thee a steward stilt, the fellow of 
servants, and not worthy to touch fortune s 
fingers. Farewell She , that would alter services 
with thee , 

The fortunate-unhappy. 
Day-light and champian discovers not more : this 
is open, I will be proud, I will read politic au- 
thors, I will baffle Sir Toby, l will wash off gross 
acquaintance, l will be pqintde-vice, the very man. 

I do not now fool myself, to let imagination jade 
me ; for every reason excites to tins, that my lady 
loves me. Sue did commend my yellow stockings 
of late, she did praise my leg being cross-gartered ; 
and in this she manifests herself to my love, and, 
with a kind of injunction, drives me to "these hab.ts 
of her liking I thank my stars, I am happy. 1 
will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and 
cross-gartered, even with the swiftness uf putting 
on. Jove, and my stars be praised ! — H re is yet 
a postscript Thou must not choose but know who 
X am. If thou eniertainest my love, let it appear 
in thy smiling; thy smiles become thee well: 
therefore in my presence still smile, dear uiy 
sweet, I pry thee. Jove, I thank luce. — I will 
smile; I wui do every thing that thon wilt have me. 

. ' . . v v ' [Exit. 

Fab. I will not give my part of this sport tor a 
pension of thousands to be paid from tie Sophy. 

Sir To. 1 could marry this wench lor this device : 
Sir A nd. So could I too. 

Sir To, And ask no other dowry with her, but 
such another jest 

Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor 1 neither. 

' Fab. Here comes my noble gnll-catcher. 

Sir To. W ilt thou set thy foot o’ ray neck ? *-jj 
Sir And. Or o’ mine either t 




Sir To. Shall 1 play my freedom at tray -trip and 
become thy bond-slave? 

Sir And. I'faith, or 1 either 9 

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream 
that when the image of it leaves him, he must run 
mad. 

Mar. Kay, but say true; does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the sport, 
mark his first approach before my lady * he wilt 
come to her in yellow stockings, and ’(is a colour 
she abhors; and cross-gartered, a fashion she de- 
tests; .and he will smile upon her, which will now 
be so unsuitable to her disposition, being addicted 
to a melancholy as she is, that it cannot but turn 
him into a notable contempt : if you will see it, 
follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most excel- < 
lent devil of wit! 

Sir And. I’ll make one too. [Exeunt 

ACT. in. 

Scene I. — Olivia's Garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown with a tabor. 

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music : dost thou 
live by thy tabor ? 

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No such matter, sir; 1 do live by the church : 
for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand 
by the church. 

Vio. So thou mny’st say, the king lies by a beg- 
gar, if a beggar dwell near him ; or, the church 
stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the 
church. 

Clo. You have said, sir. — To see this age! — A 
sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit; how 
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that’s certain; they that daily nicely 
with words, may quickly make them wan tun, 

6Yo. 1 would, thereiore, my sister had had no 

Vio. Why, man? I name, sir 

Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word ; and to dally 
with that word, might make my sister wanton : hut, 
indeed, words are v ery rascals, since bonds dis- 
graced them. 

Vio. Thy reason, man? 

Clo. Truth, sir, I can yield you none without 
words; and words are .grown so false, i am loath to 
prove reason with them. 

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and 
carest for nothing. 

Clo. Nut so, sir, I do care for something : but in 
my conscience, sir, 1 do not care for you : if that be 
to care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you 
invisible. 

Vio. Art thou not the lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed sir; the lady Olivia has no folly: 
she will keep no f>ol, sir, till she be manied ; and 
fools are as like husbands, as pilchards any to her- 
rings, the husbands the bigger; 1 am, indeed* m> t 
her fool, but he> corrupter oi words. 

Vio. I saw thee late at the Count Orsinos. 

I Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb, like 
the sun ; it shines every where. 1 would be sorry, 
sir, but the fix l should be as oft with your master, 
as with my mistress: 1 trank f saw your wisdom 
there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I'll no more 
with thee. Hold, there’s expences lor tin t 

Clo. Now JoVe, in his next commodity of hair 

send thee a heard ! . 

Vio . By my troth, Hi -tell thee, I am almost sick 
for one; to mgh I wbnld not have it grow on my 
chin. Is thy lady within 'l 

Clo , Would not a pair of these have hied, sir? 

Vio. Yes. being kept together, and put to use. 

Clo. 1 would piay lord Pandarus ol Phrygia, sir 
to bring a Ctessida to this Tro lus. 
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Vio. I understand von, sir; His well bfgg’d. 

CU The matter, Hope is not gre at nr, beg- 
_: no i lU t a beggar; Cressida was a beggar, iiy f 
fadv is with n, sir. 1 will construe to them whence 
yon are, and what you would are 
out of my welkin : I might say, elemen , ^ ^ 

Vii* Ttds fellow’s wise enough to play the idol ; 

H e must^obse r ve W the! r° mood on whom he jests, 

nd ^lik^Uie 1 hagga«S S ; check at every r 

That comes before Ins eye. i his is a practice, 
full of labour as a wise man s ; art . : 

For lolly, that he wisely shows, is nt; 

But wise men, tolly-fallen, quite taint their -wit. 

Enter Si ft Toby Belch Sir Andrew Ague- 
Cheek. 

Sir To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio . And you, sir. 

Sir And. Dieu vous garde , monsieur . 

Vio. Ei vous aussi; voire serviteur. 

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are ; and 1 am yours. 

Sir r Va . Will you encounter the house l my niece 
is desirous you should enter, jf your trade he to her. 
Vio. 1 am bound to your niece, sir: I mean, she 

is the list of my voyage. , , 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir, put them to motion. 
Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than 
I understand what you mean by bidding me taste 
Sir To . I mean to go, sir, to enter. [my legs. 
Vio. i will answer you with gait and entrance : 
but we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain 
odours oil you! - [odours! well. 

Sir And. That youth’s a rare courtier : Main 
Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 
mi most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchsajea 
Viii all three ready. Uo my hearing. 

Let the garden door be shut, and leave me 

[Exeunt Sir Toby , Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
Give me your hand, sir. 

V/o. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 
OIL VV hat is your name f „ . . 

Vio. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair princess. 
OIL My servant, sir 1 Twas uever merry world. 
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment : 

You are servant to the count Orsiho, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and ins must needs be 
yours; 

Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

OIL For him, i think not on him : for his 
thoughts, tme ! 

Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with 
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf:— 

OtL 0, by your leave, I pray you ; 

I bade you never speak again oi him : 

But, would you undertake another suit, 
rattier hear you to solicit that, 
music trom the spheres. 

Dear lady, 

Give me leave, I beseech you: 1 did send, 
the last enchantment you did nere, 
i chase of you ; so did 1 abuse 
ny servant, and, 1 fear me, you: 

hard construction must 1 sit, 
mat ou you, in a shameful cunning, 
you knew none of yours : what might you 
lot set mine honour at the stake, ithiuk ? 
it vvitu all the unmuzzled thoughts, 
ran nous ueart can think;/ To one of your 
receiving 

JRnough is shown ; a Cyprus, not a bosom. 

Hides my poor Heart: so let me hear you speak. 


Vio. I pity you. 

’"SiMZ'S&Z 

0 world, hew apt the poor are to he prmn • 

If one should be a prey, how much] t h ■ he 

To fall before the lion than the well l (UoU t>hike±. 

The clock upbraids me with the waste oi turn . 

Be not afraid, good youth, 1 will not have you . 

And yet when wit and youth is come to harvest. 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man * 

l ‘ £S > ,0 " r Way ’ dUe WCSt Then we*t™d U 
Grace* and good disposition ’tend your ladyship l 
You’ll nothing, madam, to my Io.d by me . 

1 t^vthee'! tell me, what thou think ’st of me. 

Vio That yon do think, you are not w hat yon are. 
OIL If I think so, l think the same of von. 

Vio. Then think yon right ; I am not what 1^ am. 

OIL 1 would you were as I would have you oe 
Vio. Would it be better, madam, than 1 am, 

I wish it might; for now I am your took 
OIL O, wlmt a deaiol scorn looks beautiful 

In tiie contempt and anger of his hp . 

^ murd’rtius guilt shews not itself more soon ^ 

Than love that would seem li d : love s night is noon 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring, , 

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every t ung, 

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons irom uns clause, 

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause : 

But, rather, reason thus with reason tetter : 

Love nought is good, but given unsought, is better. 

Vio. By innocence 1 swear, and by my vouth 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one ti utu, 

And that no woman has ; nor nev er none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 

And so adieu, good madam; never more 
Will I mv master’s tears to you deplore. 

OIL Vet come again * for thou, perhaps, may st 
u«o v e ... 

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

' [Lat wit 

Scene II . — A Boom in Olivia’s konst. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew AGUE 
cheek, and Fabian. 

Sir And. No, faith, I’ll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy r< nson. 
Fab. You must needs yield y.rnr reason, sir An- 
drew. , , .. 

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more ia.voura 
to the count s serving man, than ever she h-stowed 
upon me ; l saw ’t ft he orchard. ) uu Vf k !i 

Sir To. Did she seethe© the while, old boy , tell 
Sir And. As plain as I see you now. . 

Fab . This was a great argument oi love in her 
toward you. 

Sir And. ’Slight! will you make an ass n me: 
Fab. I wlit prove it legitimate, sir. upon the oath* 
of judgment and reason. , 

Sir To. And they have been gvaadju ymeiu since 
before Moan was a sailor. 

Fab. Sin- did shew favour to the youth m your 
, sight, only to exasperate you, to awake your dor* 
mouse valour, to put fire m yourhea.t, and bum- 
stone in you. liver : you should then have accosted 
her; and with some excellent jests, fne-neu irom 
the limit, you should have banged tiie ytudi into 
dumbness. This was looked for at your haul, and 
i this was baulked : the double gilt of this opportu- 
l nity you let time wash oil*, aiMyou are now sailed 
into the north of my lady's opinion ; where you will 
r hang like an icicle on a Dutchman’s heard, unless 
you do redeem it by some laudable attempt, either 
of valour, or -"policy. 

Sir And. Aud’t be any wa^, it must be with va- 
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Hour ; for policy I hate : I had as lief be a Brownist 
as a politician. 

Sir To. Why then, huild me thy fortunes upon 
the basis of valour. Challenge rue the count’s youth 
to fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places’: my 
niece shall take note of it ; and assure thyself, there is 
no love-broker in the world can more prevail in man’s 
commendation with woman, than report of valour. 
Fab. There is no way but this, sir Andrew. 

Sir And , Will either of you bear me a challenge 
to him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand ; be curst 
and bnei ; it is no matter how witty, so it be elo- 
quent and full of invention : taunt him with the 
licence of ink : if thou t/iou'st him some thrice, it 
shall not be amiss; and as many lies as will lie in 
thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were big 
enough for the bed of Ware in England, set ’em 
down ; go, about it. Let there be gall enough in 
thy ink ; though thou write with a goose-pen, no 
matter : about it. 

Sir And. Where shall I find you? 

Sir To. We’ll call thee ut the cubical o : go. 

Sir Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, sir Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad; some two 
thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him : but 
you’ll not deliver it. 

Sir To. Never trust me then; and by all means 
stir on the youth to an answer. I think, oxen and 
wainropes cannot hale the m#toge then For Andrew, 
if he were opened, and you find so much blood in 
his liver as will clog the foot of a flea. I’ll eat the 
rest of the- anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite, the youth* bears in his 
visage no great presage of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look where the youngest wren of nine 
comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh 
yourselves into stitches, follow me : yon’ gull Mui- 
volio is turned heathen, a very renegade; for there 
is no Christian that means to ne saved by believing 
rightly, can ever believe such impossible passages 
of grossness. He’s in yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross- gartered ? 

Mar. Most villamnisly ; like a pedant that keeps 
a school i’ the church. — l have dogged him, like h«s 
murderer: he does obey every point of the letter 
that I dropped to betray him. He does smile his 
face into more lines, than are in the new map, with 
the augmentation of the Indies: you have not seen 
such a thing as ’tis; 1 can hardly forbear hurting 
things at him. I know, my lady will strike him ; if 
she do, he'll smile, and t ike’t for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III.— A Street. 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Seb. I would not, by my will, have troubled you; 
But, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 

I will no further chide you. 

■Ant* I could not stay behind you ; my desire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 

' , And not all love to see you, ( though ' so much, 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage, ) 

But jealousy what might befal your travel, 

.. Being skiliess in these parts which to a stranger* . 

' ' '■ Unguided, and' unlVienaed , often prove ■ ' . ■ 

Bough anti unhospitahle . my willing love* 

The rather by these arguments of fear, 

■ Set forth in your pursuit. ; : 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make, bat, thanks* 

. Andthanks, and ever thanks, , Often good turns ■' 
Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay : 

But* were my worth, as is my conscience, firm. 

You should find better dealing. What’s to do ? 


Shall we go see the l'eliqnes of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, sir; best, first go see yom 
lodgiug. 

Seb. I am not weary, and ’tis long to night ; 

1 yray you let us satisfy our eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame. 

That do renown this city. 

Ant. ^ ’Would, you’d pardon me , 

I do not without danger walk these streets : 

Once, in a sea fight/gainst the count his gallies 
1 did some service ; of such note, indeed, 

That, were I ta’en here, it would scarce be answer’d 
Seb Belike, you slew great number of his people. 
And. The offence is not of such a bloody nature; 
Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel, . 

Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answer’d in repaying 
What we took from them; which, for traffic's sake* 
Most of our city did : only myself stood out; 

For which, if 1 be lapsed in this place, 

I shall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

And. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s my 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, [purse; 

Is best (o lodge : I will bespeak onr diet, 

Whiles you beguile tile time, and teed your know- 
ledge, 

With viewing of the town; there shall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purse ? 

Ant. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase ; and your store, 

1 think, is not for idle markets, sir. [an hour. 

Seb. I’ll be your purse- bearer, and leave you foi 
Ant.' To the Elephant. — 

Seb. I do remember. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Olivia's Garden. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

OIL I have sent after him : he says, he’ll come ; 
How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him ? 

For youth is bought more oft, than begg’d, or bor- 

I speak too loud. (row’d. ■ 

Wnere is Mabolio? — he is sad and civil. 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes 
Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He’s coming, madam ; 

But. in strange manner. He is sure possess’d. 

OIL Why* what’s the matter? does he rave? 

Mar. No, madam, 

He tloes nothing but smile : your ladyship *« 

Were best have guard about you, if he come 
For, sure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

OIL Go call him hither. — I’m as mad as he. 

If sad and merry madness equal be. — 

Enter Malvolio. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mol* Sweet lady, ho, ho. [Smiles fantastically . 

OIL Smil’st thou? 

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady ? I could be sad : this does make 
some obstruction in the blood, this cross gartering 
hut what of that, if it please the eye of one, it is 
with me as the very true sonnet is : Please one, an 
■please all. . 

OH. Whv. how dost thou, man ? what is the matter 
with thee? 

Mai Not black in my mind, though yellow in 
my legs: it did come to his hands, and commands 
shall be executed. I think, we do know -the sweet* • 
Roman hand. 

OH Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? [to theo • 
Mai To bed? ay, sweetheart; and I’ll come- 
Oil God comfort thee I Why dost thou smile so,. : 
and kiss thy hand so oft? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio? 

Mai. At your request? Yes; nightingales an- 
swer daws. \ . 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold 
ness before my lady? 

Mai Be not afraid of greatness •— twas well writ*. 
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OIL What meanest thou by that, Malvolio? 

Mai. Some are born great , — 

OIL Ha ? 

Mai. Some achieve greatness , — 

OIL What sav'st thou ? 

Mai. And some have greatness thrust upon them. 
OIL Heaven restore thee ! 

Mai. Remember who commended thy yellow 
OIL Thy yellow stockings ? [ stockings : — 

Mai. Arid wished to see thee cross-gartered. 

OIL Cross- gartered? # . [so;— 

MaL Go to ; thou art made , if thou desirest lobe 
OIL Am I made? 

MaL If not, let me see thee a servant still 
OIL Why, this is very midsummer madness. 

Enter Servant 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the count 
Orsino’s is returned; I could hardly entieat him 
back: he attends your ladyship’s pleasure. 

OIL I’ll come to him. [Exit Servant.] Good 
Maria, let this fellow be looked to. Where’s my 
cousin Toby ? Let some of my people have a special 
care of him ; I would not have him miscarry for the 
naif of my dowry. 

[Exeunt Olivia and Maria. 
Mid. Oh, oh! do you come near me now? no 
worse man than sir Toby to look to me ? This con- 
cars directly with the letter; she sends him on 
purpose, that I may appear stubborn to him ; lor she 
incites me to that in the letter. Cast thy humble 
slough , says she ; — be opposite with a kinsman , 
surly with servants, — let thy tongue tang argu- 
ments of state, —put thyself into the trick of sin - 
gidarity ; and, consequently, sets down tlie man- 

ner how ; as, a sad face, a reverend carriage, a slow 
tongue, in the habit of some sir of note, and so forth. 
I have limed her; hut it is Jove’s doing, and Jove 
make me thankful ! And, when she went away now, 
Let this fellow be looked to : Fellow ! not Mai volio, 
nor alter my degree, hut fellow. Why, every thing 
adheres together; that no dram of a scruple, no 
scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous 
or unsafe circumstance, — What can be said? No- 
thing, that can be, can come between me and the full 
prospect of my hopes. Well, Jove, not 1, is the doer 
of this, and he is to be thanked. 

Re-enter Maria, with Sir Toby Belch and 
Fabian. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of sanc- 
tity ? If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and 
Legion himself possessed him, yet I’ll speak to him. 
# Fab. Here he is, here he is;— How is‘t with you, 
sir ? how is’t with you, man ? 

MaL Go oil*; 1 discard you ; let me enjoy my pri- 
vate ; go oil*. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks Within 
him! did not I tell you ? — Sir Toby, my lady prays 
you to have a care of him. 

MaL Ah, ah [does she so? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we must deal 
ently with him; let me alone. — How do you, Mat- 
rolio ? how is’t with you? What, man! defy the 
devil; consider, he’s aa enemy to mankind. 

MaL Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La yuu, an you speak ill of the devil, how lie 
takes it at heart ? Pray God, he he not bewitched ! 
Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow 
mornhig, if f live. My lady would not lose him for 
.more" 'than i’ll say. ^ ^ • 

Mai. How now, mistress? 

Mar. O lord ! 

Sir To. Pr’ytliee, hold thy peace ; this is not the 
way ; do you not see, you move him ? let me alone 
with hirn. . : 

Fab. No way but gentleness ; gently, gently ; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how dost 

Ilium, chuck ? 


MaL Sir? 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. Whal, man! 
’tis not for gravity to play at cherry- pit with Satan : 
Hang him, foul collier ! . ... 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers; good sir I ohy, 
get him to pray. 

MaL Mv prayers, minx? [lincss. 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of god- 

MaL Go, hang* yourselves all! you are idle shal- 
low things: I am not of your element; you shall 
know more hereafter. [Exit, 

Sir To. Is’t possible ? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I 
could condemn it as an improhable fiction. ^ 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection 
of the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now; lest the device take 
air, and taint. 

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room, 
and bound. My niece is already in the belief, that 
he is mad ; we may carry it thus, for our pleasure, 
and his penance, till our very pastime, tired out of 
breath, prompt us to have mercy on him: at which 
time, we will bring the device to the bar, and crown 
thee for a finder of madmen. But see, but see. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague cheek. 

Fab. More matter for A May morning. 

Sir And, Here’s the challenge, read it; I war- 
rant, there’s vinegar and pepper in’t. 

Fab. Is’t so saucy ? * 

Sir And. Ay, is it, I warrant him : do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [Reads) Youth, ivhatsoever 
thou art, than art but a scurvy fellow 

Fab. Good and valiant 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind j, 
why I do call thee so, for I will shew thee no reason 
fort. 

Fab. A good note : that keeps you from the blow 
of the law. 

Sir To. Thou contest to the lady Olivia, and in 
my sight she uses thee kindly : but thou lies l in thy 
throat, that is not the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense -less. 

Sir To. I will way -lay thee going home; where 
if it be thy chance to kill me, 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou killest me like a rogue and a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep o'the wiudy side of the law : 
good. 

Sir To. Fare thee well; and God have mercy 
upon one of our soids l He may have mercy upon 
mine ; but my hope is better, and so look to thyself. 
Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn 
enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs 
cannot: 1*11 give’t him. 

Mar . You may have very fit occasion for’t ; he is 
now in some commerce with my lady, and will by 
and by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew; scout me for him at the 
corner- of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff : so soon 
as ever thou seest him, draw ; and, as thou d rawest 
swear horrible ; for it comes to pas.® oft, that a ter- 
rible oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twanged 
off, gives manhood more approbation than ever 
proof itself would have earned him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let rue alone for swearing. [Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter: for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 
be of good capacity and breeding ; his employment 
between his lord and my niece confirms no less ; 
therefore this letter, being so excellently ignorant, 
will breed no terror in the youth, he will find it 
comes from a clod pole. But. sir, I will deliver his 
challenge by word of mouth : set upon Ague tsheek 
a notable report of valour ; and drive the gentleman, 
(as, I know, his youth wi.i aptly receive it,) into a 
most hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and imk 
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petuosity. This will so frignt tnem botn, that they 
will kill one another by the took, like cockatrices. 


j Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece : give them- 
way, till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid 
message for a challenge. 

^ \ Exeunt Sir To. Fab . §* Mar. 
OIL I have said too much unto a heart of stone. 
And laid mine honour too unchary out: 

There’s something in me, that reproves my fault; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is, 

That ft hut mocks reproof. [hears, 

Vio. With the same ’ha v four that your passion 
Go on my master’s griefo. 

OIL Here, wear this jewel for me, His my picture ; 
Refuse it not, it hath no. tongue to vex you : 

And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me, that I’ll deny: 

That honour, sav’d, may upon asking give? [ter. 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my mas- 
OIL How with mine honour may I give him "that. 
Which I have given to you? 

Vio. * I will acquit you ! 

OIL Well, come again to-morrow. Fare thee well: 
A fiend, like thee, might bear my soul to hell. [Exit. 


Ilc-mter Sir T 03 Y Belch and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to’t : 
of what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, 
I know not; but thy interceptor, full of despight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard 
end : dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, 
for thy assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You mistake, sir; I am sure, no man hath 
any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free 
and clear from any image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To. You’ll find it otherwise, I assure you: 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, betake 
you to your guard; for your opposite hath in him 
what youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he ? . [man withal. 

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhacked 
rapier, and on carpet consideration; but he is a 
devil in private brawl ; souls and bodies hath he 
divorced three ; and his incensement at this moment 
is so implacable, that satisfaction can be none but 
by pangs of death and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his 
word ; give’t, or take’t. 

Vio. I will return again into the house, and desire 
some conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. 1 have 
heard of some kind of men, that put quarrels pur- 
posely on others, to taste their valour : belike this 
is a man of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itself out 
of a very competent injury ; therefore, get you on, 
and give him his desire. Back you shall not to the 
house, unless you undertake that with me, which 
with as much safety you might answer him: there- 
fore, on, or strip your sword stark naked ; for meddle 
you must, that's certain, or forswear to wear iron 
about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil, as strange. I beseech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight 
what my offence to him is ; it is something of my 
negligence, nothing of my purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. — Siguier Fabian, stay you 
by this gentleman till my return. [Exit Sir Toby. 

Vio. Fray you, sir, do you know of this matter? 

Fab. 1 know, the knight is incensed against you, 
even to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the 
circumstance more. . > 

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 
proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most 
. Hful, bloody, and fatal opposite, that you could 


■ 


possibly have found in any pari of Illyria : will 
you walk towards him ? I will make your peace 
with him, if I can. 

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for’t: 1 am 
one, that would rather go with sir priest, than sir 
knight : I care not who knows so much of my 
mettle. [Exeunt 


Re-enter Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he’sa very devil ; I have not 
seen such a virago. I had a pass with him, rapier, 
scabbard, and all, and he gives me the stock-in with 
such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and cm 
the answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit 
the ground they step on : they say, he has been 
fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on’t, I’ll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified * 
Fabjnti can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on’t ; an I thought he had been 
valiant, and so cunning in fence, I’d have seen him 
damned ere I’d have challenged him. Let him let the 


matter slip, and I’ll give him my horse, grey Capilet. 
Sir To. I’ll make the motion: stand here, 


make 


a good show on’t; this shall end without the perdi 
tion of souls: marry, I’ll ride your horse as well as 
I ride you. (Aside ) 

Re-enter Fabian and Viola. 


I have his horse (to Fab) to take up the quarrel ; 

I have persuaded him the youth’s a devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; ana 
pants, and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heeU 

Sir To. There’s no remedy, sir ; he will fight with 
yon for his oath’s- sake : marry, he hath better be- 
thought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now 
scarce to be worth talking of : therefore draw, for 
the supportanee of his vow; he protests, he will not 
hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me 1 A little thing would 
make me tell them howmnch I lack of a maxi. (A side. 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, sir Andrew, there’s no remedy 
the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, hare one 
bout with you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it : 
but he has promised me, as he is a gentleman and" a 
soldier, he will not hart you. Come on: to’t. 

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath, (Draius . 

Enter Antonio. 


Vio. I do assure you His against my will. (Draius 
Ant. Put up your sword ;• — if this young gentle 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; [man 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. ( Drawing . 
Sir To. Yon sir? why, what are you? 

Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to vou he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for 
you. (Draws) 

Enter hvo Officers. [ficers; 


Fab. O good sir Toby, hold ; here come the of- 
S\r To. I‘ll be with yon anon. ( To Antonio.] 


Vio. Pray, sir, put up your sword, if you please. 

(To Sir Andrew.) 
Sir And. Marry, will I, sir; — and, for that I 
promised you, I’ll be as good as my word : he 
will bear you easily, and reins well. 


1 Offi. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Offi Antonio, ! 


, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of count Orsino. 

Ant. Yoft do mistake me, sir. 

1 Offi. No, sir, no jot; I know your favour well. 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. 
Take him away; he knows, I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey.— This,comes with seeking you i 
But there’s no remedy*; I shall answer it. 

What will you do my necessity 

Makes me to ask yon for my purse : it grieves me 
Much. more, for what I cannot do for you, 

Thaq what beMs myself. You staud amaz’d t * 
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But be of romfort. 

2 Off. Come, sir, away. 

Ant l must entreat of you some oft! at money. 
Vio. What money, sir ? 

For the fair kindness you have show'd me here, 

And, pi, rt, being prompted by your present trouble, 

0 .t of my lean and low ability f 

Til lend you something : my having is not much ; 

I’ll make division of my present with you : 

Hold, there is half my coder. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 

Is’t possible, that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery, 

Lest that it make me so unsound a man, 

As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have dime for you. 

Vio. I know of none ; 

Nor know I you hv voice, or any feature ; , 

1 hate ingratitude more in a man. 

Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 

Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. 0 heavens themselves ! 

2 Off. Come', sir, 1 pray you, go. [see here, 
Ant Let me speak a little. This vouth, that you 
I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death ; 

Reliev’d him with such sanctity oflove, 

And to his image, which, methonght, (lid promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. [away. 

I Off. What’s that to us? The time goes by; 
Ant. But, 0, how vile an idol proves this god ! — 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. — 

In nature tnere’s no blemish, but the mind ; 

None can he call’d deform’d, hut the m.kiud : 

Virtue is beauty;, but the beauteous-evil 
Are empty tj unks, o’erflou risk'd by the devil. 

1 Off. 'fiie man grows mad ; away with him. 
Come, come, sir. 

Ant Lead me on. [Exeunt Officers with Antonio • 
Vio. Methinks. his words do from such passion 
That n«- oeiie>«,-s m.wself ; so do not I. Lily, 

Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I. dear brother, be now ta’en lor you ! 

Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fa- 
bian: we’ll whisper o’ei a couplet or two of most 
sage saws. 

Vio. He nam’d Sebastian ; I my brother know 
Vet living in my glass; even such and so. 

In favour was my brother; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament. 

For him I imitate : 0, if it prove, 

Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love! 

[Exit. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and mote a 
coward than a hare : his dishonesty appears, in 
leaving his friend here in necessity, and denying 
him; and for his c< wardship, ask Fabian. [in it. 
Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religious 
Sir Arid. ‘Slid, Til after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cull* him soundly, but never draw 
thy sword. 

Sir And. An I do not,— [Exit. 

Fab. Come, Ft’s see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money, ’twill be notin' ng 
yet. [Exeunt 

ACT IV. 

.Scene I. — The Street before Olivia's Bouse. 

Enter Sebastian and Clown. 

Clc Will vot make me believe, that 1 am not 
*ent for yor J . 

Seb. Do to, go to, tnon art a foohsh fellow ; 

Let me lie ch ar of thee. 

Cio. Well held out, i’faitb! No, I do not know 
you; nor 1 am not sent to yon by my lady, to bid 
you come speak with her; nor youi name is not 
master Cesari.>; nor this is not my nose neither. — 
Nothing, that is so, is so. 

■Seb. i jvr’ytlme, vent thy folly somewhere else * 

’ Thoiwknow^t not me. 


Clo. Vent my folly The has heatd that word o 
some great man, and new applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! I am afraid this great lubber, the world, 
will prove a cockney.-— I pr’ythee now, ungird thy 
strangeness, and tell me what 1 shall vent to my 
lady: shall I vent to her, that thon art coming ? 

Seb. I pr’ythee, foolish Greek, depart from me , 
There’s money for tliee ; if you tarry lunger, 

I shall give worse payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand: — 
These wise men, that give Tools money, get them- 
selves a‘ good report after fourteen years purchase. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, sir, hav e 1 met you again V there’s 
for you. {Striking Sebastian.) 

Seb. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and there: 
are all the people mad ? {Heating Sir Andrew.) 

Sir To. Hold, sir, or I’ll throw your dagger o’er 
the house. 

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight: I would not 
be in some of your coats for two-pence. '[Exit. Clo. 


against him, if there be any law in Illyria : though 
I struck him first, yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young soldier, put up your iron : you are well 
fleshed ; come on. [thou now ? 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldsi 
If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword 

[Draws.) 

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then T must have an 
ounce or two of tins malapert blood from yon. 

Enter Olivia, {Dratvs.) 

Oli. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold 

Sir To. Madam ? 

OH. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 

Fit for the mountains, and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne’er were preach’d! out of my 

Be not offended, dear Osorio! [sight! 

Rudesby, be gone ! — I pr’ythee, gentle friend, 
[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew , and Fabian 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house, 

And hear thou there how many fi uitiess pranks 
This ruffian hath botch’d tip, that thou thereby 
May’st smile at this: thou shait not. choose but go, 
Do not deny : beshrew his soul for me, 

He started one poor heart of mine in thee, 

Seb. What relish is in this ? how runs the stream ? 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream : — 

Let fancy still my sense in uethe steep ; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep. 

Oli. Nay, come, I pr’ythee: 'would thou’dst be 

Seb. Madam, I will. [rul’d by me ! 

Oli. O, say so, and so be ! [Exeunt 

Scene II. A Room in Olivia's House. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, 1 pr’ythee, put on this gown, and till, 
beard; make him believe thou art sir Topas the 
curate; do it quickly : Til call sir Toby the whilst 

[Exit Maria 

Clo. Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemble 
myself in’t; and I would l were the first that ever 
dissembled in such a gown,.'\lAm;;not\:fat : 'e;ncugIi 
to become the function well ; nor lean enough t« 
be thought a good student: but to be said, an ho- 
nest man, and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly 
as to say, a careful man, and a great scholar. T h* 
competitors enter. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bone dies, Sir Toby ; for as the old 


Scene 3* 


OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily 
said to a niece of king Goiboduc, That, that is, is : 
so l, being master parson, am master parson : lor 
what is tout, but that ? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, sir Topas. 

do. What, hoa, I say, — Peace in this prison ! 

Sir To. The kna \ e counterfeits well ; a go< *d knave. 
Mai. {in an inner chamber.) Who culls there t 
Cto. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit 
Malvoi'o the lunatic.. . [my lady. 

MaL Sir Topas, sir Topas, good Sir Tonas, go to 
Cto. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest thou 
this man ? talkest thou nothing but of ladies ? 

Sir To. Welt said, master parson. 

MaL Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged : 
good sir Topas, do not think i am mad; they have 
laid me here m hideous darkness. 

Clo. Fye, thou dishonest Sathan ! I call thee by 
the most modest terms; for 1 am one of those 
gentle ones, tuat will use the devil himself with 
courtesy : say’st thou, that house is dark ? 

MaL As hell, sir Topas. 

(Jlo. Why, it hatn bay-windows, transparent as 
bariicadoes, and the clear stones towards th. 
south* north are as lustrous as ebony; and yet 
complamest thou of obstruction ? 

Mat Tam not mad, sir Topas; I say to you, 
this house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest : I say, there is no 
darkness, but ignorance ; in which thou art more 
puzz ed, than the Egyptians in their fog. 

MaL i say, this nouse is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell; and i say, 
there was never man thus abused : I am no more 
mad than you are ; make the trial of it in any con- 
stant question. 

Clo. W hat is the opinion of Pythagoras, con- 
cerning wild fowl? [inhabit a bird. 

MaL That the soul of our grandma might haply 
Cto. What tninkest thou of his opinion r 
Mai. 1 think nobly of the soul, aud no way ap- 
prove his opinion. 

Clo. Fare time well : remain thou still in dark- 
ness* thou snalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, 
ere I will allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a 
woodcock, lest thou dispossess the soul of thy 
grandatn. Fare tli.ee well. 

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas ! 

Sir To. My most exquisite sir Topas . 

Clo. Nay, l am for ail waters. 

Mar. Timu might’st have done this without thy 
heard, and gown; he sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou findest hirn : I would we were 
well rid of this knavery. If he may be convenient- 
ly delivered, I would he were; for l am now so 
far in offence with my niece, that I cannot pursue 
with any safety this sport to the upshot. Come by 
and bv to my vA\m\hcr. \Exeunt SirTuby and Maria. 
Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, 

Tell me how thy lady does. (Sinning.) 
MaL Fool. — # 

Clo. My lady is unkind, perdy. 

MaL bool,- 

Clo. Alas, why is she so ? 

MaL Fool, 1 say ; — 

Clo. She loves another — Who calls, ha? 

MaL Good tool, as ever thou wilt deserve well ! 
at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paptr . as l am a gentleman, l will live to be tuatik- 
('i 0 . Master Malvolio ! (ful to thee for’t. 

MaL Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits ? 
MaL Fool, there was never man so notoriously 
abused * l am as well in my wits, foot, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well? then you are mat, indeed, if 
vou be no belter in your wits than a fool. 

, ' MaL They ' have tie re propertied me; keep me 
in darkness, send ministers to rue, asses, and do 
all they ca*i to face me out of ray wits. 


Clo. Advise you what you say ; the minister is 
here.*— -Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens 
restore l endeavour thyself to sleep, and leave thv 

Mai. Sir 'Topas, [vain bibble babble, 

Cto. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. 

Who, I, sir? not I, sir. God b’vviyou, good sir 
iopas. — Marry, amen. — I will, sir, 1 will 

MaL Fool, fool, fool, I say. — 

Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir ? I 
am shent for speaking to you. 

MaL Good fool, help me to some light, and 
some paper; I tell tiiee, i am as well in my wits ag 
any man in Illyria. 

Clo. Well-u-day, — that you were, sir I 

Mai. By this hand, I am; good idol, some ink, 
paper, and light, and convey what I will set down 
to my lady ; it shall advantage thee more than ever 
the bearing ofletter did. 

Clo. I will help you to’t. But tell me true, ait 
you not mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mai. Believe me, I am not; I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I'll ne’er believe a madman, till I see 
• his brains. 1 will fetch you light, and paper, and ink, 

Fal. Fool- I’ll requite it in the highest degree : 

I pr’ythee, be gone. 

Clo. I am gone , sir. 

And anon, sir, 

| til be with you again, 

In a trice, 

Like to the old vice , 

. Your need to sustain; 

Who with dagger of lath , 

In his rage and his wrath , 

Cries alt, ha ! to the devil : 

Like a mad lad. 

Pare thy nails , dad, 

Adieu , goodman drivel. [Exit* 

Scene III. — Olivia's Garden . 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel’t, and see’t: 

And though J tis wonder that enwraps me thus. 

Yet ’tis not madness. Where’s Antonio then? 

I could not find him at the Elephant ; 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit. 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service ; 

For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, hut no madness* • , * 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, • 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust, but that l am mad, 

Or else the lady’s mad ; yet, if ’twere so, [lowers, 
She could not sway her house, command her fol- 
Take, and give back, affairs, and their despatch, 
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing. 
As. I perceive, she does ; there’s something in % 
That is deceivable. But here comes the lady. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

Oli. Blame not this haste of mine : if you mean 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, (well* 
Into the chantry by : there, before him, 

And underneath that consecrated root, 

Plight me the full assn ranee, of your Jn’h r 
That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace : he shall conceal it, 

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note ; 

What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. — VV hat do yon say ? 

Seb. I’ll follow this good man, and go with you; 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

OIL Then lead the way, good father;- — And 
heavens so shine, 

That they may fairly note this act of mine ! \ Exeunt 
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Scene I . — The Street before Olivia's house. 
Enter Clown and Fabian. 

Pah, Now, as thou Invest me, let me see his letter. 

Clo G ood master Fabian, grant me another request. 

Fab, Any thing. 

Clo. Do wot desire to see this letter. 

Fab . That is, to give a dog, and, in recompense, 
desire my dog again. 

Enter Duke, Viola, and Attendants . 

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 

Clo. Ay, sir ; we are some of her trappings. 

Duke. 1 know thee well ; how dost thou, my 
good fellow ? ■ [worse for my friends. 

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the 

Duke. J ust the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass 
of me; now, my foes tell me plainly I am an ass: 
so that by my foes, sir, I profit in the knowledge of 
myself; and by my friends I am abused : so that, 
conclusions to be as kisses, if your four negatives 
make your two affirmatives, why, then the worse 
for my friends, and the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why, tills is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth, sir, no ; though it please you 
to he one of my friends. [there’s gold. 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for nse ; 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, 1 
would you could make it another. 

Duke. 0, you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this 
once, arid let your llesh and blood obey it. 

Duke . Well, l will be so much a sinner to be a 
double dealer; there’s another. 

Clo. Primo, secundo, tertio , is a good play ; and 
the old saying is, the third pays for all : the triplex, 
sir, is a good tripping measure: or the bells of St. 
Bonnet, sir, may put you in mind; One, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me 
at this throw : if you will let your lady know, I am 
here to speak with her, and bring her along with 
you, it may awake my bounty further. 

Clo . Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I 
come again. I go, sir ; but i would not have you 
to think, that my desire of having is the sin ol' 
covetousness : but, as you say, sir, let your bounty 
take a nap, X will awake it anon. [Exit Clown. 

Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 

Duke. That face of his I do remember well ; 

Vet, when I saw it last, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war: 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 

For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizable ; 

With which such scathful grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet. 

That very envy, and the tongue of loss, 

Cry’d fame and honour on him. — What’s the matter? 

^ I Off'. Orsino, this is that Antonio, 

That took the Phoenix, and her fraught, from Candy ; 
A nd this is he, that did the Tiger board. 

When your young nephew Titus lost his leg : 
i If re in the streets, desperate of shame, and state, 

1 a private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir; drew on my side; 
But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me, 

1 know not what ’tvvas, but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate! thou salt-water thief ! 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so dear, 

noble sir, 

names you give me ; 


Orsino s enemy. A witchcraft drew me Jiither; 
That most ungrateful boy there, by your side, 

From the rude sea’s enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was ; 

His life 1 gave him, and did thereto, add 
My love, without retention, or restraint, 

All his in dedication : for his sake. 

Did I expose myself, pure for his love, t 
Into the danger of this adv erse town ; 

Drew to defend him, when he was beset ; 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 

And grew a twenty-years-removed thing. 

While one would wink; denied me mine own puise 
Which I had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this foe ? 

Duke. When came he to this town? [fore. 
Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for tlnve months be- 
(No interim, not. a minute’s vacancy,) 

Both day arid night did we keep company. 

Enter Olivia and Attendants. 

Duke. Here comes the countess; now heaven 
walks on earth. 

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madness : 
’Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 

But more of that anon. -Take him aside. 

OIL What would my lord, but that he may not 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — [have, 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam ! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, [lord,— 

OIL What do you say, Cesario ? — Good my 
Vzo. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me 
OIL I fit be aught to the old tune, my lord, 

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 
As howling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel? 

OIL Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What! to perverseness? you uncivil lady 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the laithfull’st offerings hath breath’d out. 
That e’er devotion tender’d ! What shall I do ? 

OIL Even what it please my lord, that shall 
become him. 

Duke Why should I not, had I the heart to do it. 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 

Kill what I love; a savage jealousy, 

That sometimes savours nobly? — But hear me this. 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 

And that I partly know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour. 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, s.iil ; 

But this your minion, whom, i know, you love, 

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye. 

Where he sits" crowned in his master’s spite.— 
Come, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in mis 
I’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love, [chief 

To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. _ (Gamy. 

Via. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. 

(Following, 

OIL Where goes Cesario ? 

Vio. After him 1 lo'e 

More than I love these eyes, more than my life 
More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife • 

If I do feign, you witnesses above. 

Punish my life, for tainting of my love ! 

OIL An me, detested ! how am i beguil’d ! 

Vio. Who does beguile you ? who does do you 
■ ' ^ ■ wrong? ■ ■ , ' . 

OIL Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long? — 
Cali forth the holy father. [Exit an Attendant 
Duke. Come away. (To Viola.) 

OIL Whither, ny lord? Cesario; husband, stay 
Duke. Husband? 

OIL Ay, husband ; can he that deny 
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Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 

Vio . / No, my lord, not I. 

OIL Alas, it is the baseness of thy tear, 

That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up; 

JBe that thou koow’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'st. — 0, welcome, father ! 

Re-enter Attendant and Priest 
Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended- 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe,) what thou dost know, 

Hath newly past between this youth and rne. 

Priest . A contract of eternal bond of love. 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 

Attested by the holy close of lips. 

Strengthen'd by iuterchangetnent of your rings ; 

And ail the ceremony of this compact 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony : 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my 
1 have tra veiled but two hours, _ [grave 

O, thou dissembling cub! what wilt thou be, 
.When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case? 

Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 

That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet, 

Where thou and I henceforth may never meet 
Vio. My lord, I do protest, — 

OIL O, do not swear ; 

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 
Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, with his head 
broke . 

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon; send 
one presently to sir Toby. 

OlL What's the matter? 

Sir And , He has broke my head across, and has 
given sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of 
God. your help ; I had rather than forty pound I 
were at home. 

OIL Who has done this, sir Andrew? 

Sir And. The count’s gentleman, one Cesario: 
we took him for a coward, hut he’s the very devil 
Duke. My gentleman, Cesario! . [incard inate. 
Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is : — You broke 
my head lor nothing ; and that that I did, I was set 
on to dot by sir Toby. 

■■ Vio. Wny do you speak to me ? I never hurt you : 
You drew your sword upon me, without cause; 

But 1 bespake you fair, and hurt you not 
Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you 
have hurt me ; I think, you set nothing by a bloody 
coxcomb. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, drunk, led by the Clown. 
Here comes Sir Toby halting, you shall hear more : 
but if he had uot been in drink, he would have tickled 
you othergates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman? how is’t with you? 
Sir To. That s all one ; he has hurt me, aud there’s 
the end ou’t. — Sot, did’st see Dick surgeon, sot? 

Clo. O, he’s drunk, sir Toby, an hour agone ; his 
eyes were set at eight i' the morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue. Alter a passy-measure, 
or a pav in, I hate a drunken rogue. 

OIL Away with him : who hath made this havock 
with them? [be dressed together. 

Sir And. I'll help yon, sir Toby, because we’li 
Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a cox 
comb, and a knave ? a tain-faced knave, a gull? 
OIL Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 
[Exeunt Clown , Sir Toby , and Sir Andrew . 


Enter Se fasti an. 

Seb. I am sony, madam, I have hurt your kinsman ; 
But, had it bet » the brother of my blood, 

I must have done no less, with wit, and safety. 

You throw a strange regard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath offended you ; 

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made eacn otaer but so late ago. 




Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two 
A natural perspective, that is, and is not. [persons, 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 

How have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me, 

Since I have lost thee. 

An t. Sebastian are you? 

Seb. Fear'st thou that, A ntonio ? 

Ant. How have you made division of yourself? 

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin' 

Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

OIL Most wonderful ! 

Seb. Do I stand there? I never had a brother 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 

Of here and every where. I had a sister. 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? (To Viola.) 
What countryman? what name ? what parentage? 

Vio . 01 Messaline : Sebastian was my father ; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 

So went he suited to his watery tomb ; * 

If spirits can assume both form and suit, 

You come to fright us. 

Seb. r A spirit 1 am, indeed ; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad, 

Which from the womb I did participate. 

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
l should my tears let fall upon yoiir cheek, 

And say — Thrice welcome, drowned Viola! 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And so had mine. 

Vio. And died that day, when Viola from her birth 
Had number’d thirteen years. 

Seb. 0, that record is lively in rny soul ! 

He finished, indeed, his mortal act, 

That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Via. If nothing lets to make ns happy l r»th 
But this mv masculine usurp’d attire, 

Do not embrace me, till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump. 

That I am Viola : which to confirm, 


PH bring you to a captain in this town, 
idei 


Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv’d, to serve this noble count: 

All the occurrence of rny fortune since 
Hath been between this lady, and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : 
But nature to her bias drew in that. (To Olivia ) 
You wou*d have been contracted to a maid; 

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd, t 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz’d ; right noble is his blood.— 
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wreck : 

Boy, thou hastsaid to me a thousand times, (To Vio.) 
Thou never should'st love woman like to me. 

Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear; 

And all those swearings keep as true in soul. 

As doth that tirhed continent the fire 
Tnat severs day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand ; 

And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds, 

Vio. The captain, that did bring rne first on shore, 
Hath my maid’s ganm nts : lie, upon some action. 

Is now in durance ; at Malvolio’s suit, 

A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s. 

OIL He slnll enlarge him. : fetch Malvolio hither:-** 
And yet, alas, now T remember me. 

They say, poor geutleman, he’s much distract. 


Re-enter Cl non. with a letter . 


A most extracting frenzy of mine own 

From my remembran *e dearly banish’d his. - 

How does he, sirrah? . 

c to. 'truly, madam, he h>lds Bilzebub at the 
•tave’s end, as well as .1 mail in his case may do: 


lie has here Writ a letter lo you, I should have given 
; nut as a madman’s epistle* 


it you to day morhiug; 
are no * s { els, so it skills uot much, when they are 
OIL 0.«en lv, null »cad it. r i J 


(delivered. 
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Act Y. 


Look then to bo well edified, when the fool J 
delivers the madman :—By the Lord, madam , — - 

Oil. lit tw now! art thou mad? 

Cio. N o madam, I do but read madness : an your 
ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you insist 
Oil IVvtWee, read i’ thy right wits, [allow vox. 
Ctc. So I do, madonna; but to read his right wits, 

,s to read Urns: therefore perpend, my princess, and 

()li. Read it vou, sirrah. {To Fabian ») 

Fab. (remL.)’ % the Lord, madam, you wrong 
pie, and the world shall know it : though yon have 
put me into darkness, and given your drunken 
cousin ruie over me. yet have / ike benefit oj my 
senses as well as your indy ship. I have your oton 
letter that induced me to the semblance l put on; 
with the which I doubt not but to do myself muck 
right or you much shame. Tuink oj me as you 
please. I leave my duty a little unthought oj, and 
speak out of my injury. v 

The madly -used Malvolio. 

OIL Did he write this? 

Clo. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 

OIL See him delivered, Fabian: bring him hither. 

[Exit Fabian. 

lord, so please yon, these things further thought 
To think, me as well a sister as a wife. [on, 

shall crown the alliance oift, so please you, 
my house, and at my proper cost. 

Madam, l am most apt to embrace vonr 
oiler. — 

Your maste r quits yon ; {To Viola.) and, for your 
service done him, 

much against the mettle of your sex, 

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 

And since you call’d me master for so long, 

Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be 
Your master’s mistress. 

OIL A sister ? — you are she. 

Re-enter Fabian, with Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman? 

OH, Ay, my lord, the same : 

How now, Malvolio? 

Mai Madam, you have done me * rong. 

Notorious wrong. , 

OIL H a ve I, M al voho r no. 

Mai I ad y, you have. Pray you, peruse that letter : 
You must not now deny it is your hand. 

Write from it, if you can, in hand, or | h ase ; 

Oi say, ’tis not your seal, nor your invention; 

You can say none of .this : well, grant it then. 

And tell me, in the modesty of honour. 

Why you have given me such clear lights of favour ; 
Bade me come smiting, and cross* garter’d to you, 
t on yellow stockings, and to frown 
sir Toby, and the lighter people : 
acting this in an < bedient nope,. 

Why have you snjf^’d me to be imprison'd, 

Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest. 

And made the most notorious geek, and gull, 
t’er invention play’d on? tell me why. 

Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

I confer, much like the character : 

; of qwes* on, ’tis Maria’s hand. 

1 do b think me. it was she 


First told me, thou wast mad ; then r,tm si m smiling, 
And in such forms which here were presii] po.s d 
Upon thee in the letter. Pry thee, be content: 

This practice hath most shrewdly pass'd upon thee; 
But, when we know the grounds and authors of it. 
Thon shnit be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fah. Good madam, hear me speak; 

And let rio quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 

Taint the condition of this piesent hour. 

Which I have wonder’d at In hope it shall not. 
Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby, 

Set this device against Malvolio lu re, 

Upon s* me stubborn and uneourtmms parts 
We l ad conceiv’d against limn: Maria writ 
The letter, at sir Toby’s great, importance ; 

In recompense whereof, be hath married her. 

How with a sportful malice it was follow’d, 

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 

, If that the injuries be justly weigh’d, 

That have on both sides past. , , 

OI,. Al »s. poor fool! bow have they baffled thee! 
C/d. Why, some are born great, some achieve 
greatness, 'and some have greatness thrown upon 
them I was one, sir, in this interlude; one sir 
Tonas. sir; but that’s all one % the Lord » fool, 

/ am not mad;— But. do you remember ( Madam, 
why ion ah you at such a barren rascal f an you 
smile not. he's yaw'd : and thus the whirligig ot 
time brings in his revenges. 

Mai 1 11 be revenged on the whole pack ot you. 

[Exit' 

on He hath been most notoriously abus’d. 

Duke. Pursue him, and entrant him to a peace:— 
He hath net told us of the captain yet ; 

When that is known, and golden tune convents. 

A solemn combination shall he made 
Of our dear souls.— Meantime, sweet sister, 

VVe will not part from hence. — Oesano, come; 

For so von shall be, while you are a man; 

But. when in other habits you me seen, 

Orsino’s mistress, and bis fancy’s queen. \Lxeunt* 

SONG. 

Clo. When that I was and a fif th trnv boy , 

With hey. ho. the wind mid the rain . 

A foolish thing was hut a toy. 

For the rain it raineth every day . 

But when I came to mans estate. 

With hey , ho. the wind and the ram , 

* Oahst knave and thief men shut their gate 
For the rain it raineth evert/ day. 

, *N 

But when J came, alas l to wive. 

With hey , ho, the wind and the ram , 

Bu swaggering could 1 never thrive, 

'For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when 1 came unto my bed , 

With hey , ho. the wind and the tain, 
With toss-pots still had drunken head. 

For the rain it raineth every day . 

A (‘rent while ago the world begun. 

With hey, hoi the wind and the rain , 
But tkafs all one. our play is done. 

And ivdll strive to please you every day 

. . ■ ■ t 





MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


The novel of CimMi Cmtluo. from winch Shaksuenre is supposed to have borrowed this fable, may be rct.4 In 
ghnksprarr Illustrated, rirpanflv translated, with remarks which wilt assist the inquirer to discover how much 
absurdity Shnkspeare ha* admitted or avoided. 

I enmiot hut susp • c.\ that anno ether had rew modelled the novel of Cinfhin, or written a story which itt seme 
particulars resemh’ed it. and 'hat Cotthio was not the author whom Shakseeare immediate y followed. The. emperor 
in (Jiuthio is named Maximine: t lie duke, in Shakspeav’s enumeration of the persons of the drama, is called Vin- 
centio. This appeals h very sliKld remark; hut since the duke ha< no name in the play, nor is ever mentioned hut by 
his titlf, why sh< uM hr be called eotio aim ng the yen to* $ but because the name was copied from the story, 
and placed supe- il.mu^y at the head i f ti e list, bv the mere ha* ’it of transcription? It is therefore likely that there 
was then a story of Vi ventin tiuke « f Vir»j, a, UilTVreiit from that i f Maximine emperor of (he Romans. 

Of this }>b >, the bght < r com e part is very natural and pleasing, but the grave scenes, if a few passages b® 
excepted, have more ah ur than elegance. The plot is rath r intricate than artful. The line of the action isinde* 
finite: some time, we kn-wv not how much, must have elapsed between the recess of the duke and the imprisonment 
of Clodio ; far be must have imroed the story <f Mariana in his disguise, or he delegated his power to a man aireadr 
known to be corrupted. The unities of action and place are suffic.ently preserved. Johnson 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


TINCKNTfO, Duke or Vienna. 

ANGELO, Lord Deputy in the Duke's absence, j 

ESCALUS, an ancient Lord, joined with Angelo in the 
deputation, 

CLAUDIO. a young Gentleman. 

LUCK), ft Fm ins ic. 

Two other tike Gentlemen. 

VARIOUS, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke. 

Provost 

THOMAS, —PETER , -two Friars. 

A Justice, 

ELBOW, a simple Constable. 


FROTH, a foolish Gentleman. 

Clown. Servant to Mrs. Over-done . 

A H HO R SON. an Executioner. 

BARNARD INK, a dissolute Prisoner . 

I S A B R LL V , Sister to Claudio. 

MARIANA, betrothed to Angelo . 

JULIET, beloved by Claudio . 

FRAS'CISCA. a Nun. 

Mistress OVER DONE, a Sated. 

Lords , Gentlemen, Guards, Officers and othme 
Attendants. 


ACT I. 

Scene I . — An Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants. 
Duke. Escalus, — 

Es cal. My lord. 

Duke. Of government the properties to unfold. 
Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse; 
Since I am put to know, that your own science 
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you: then no more remains 
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is able. 
And let them work. The nature of our people. 

Our city’s institutions, and the terms 
For common justice, you are as pregnant in, 

As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember: there is our commission. 

From which we would not have you warp. — Call 
I say, bid come before us Angelo.— [hither, 

[Exit an A ttendant. 

What figure of us, think you, he will bear ? 

For you must know, we have with special soul 
Elected him our absence supply; 

Lent him our terror, dresi him with our love » 

And given his deputation all the orgams 
Of our own power: what think you of it? 

Escal. If any in Vienna he oi worth 
To undergo such ample grace and hour. 

It is lord Angelo. 

Enter Anuelo. 

Duke. Look, where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will, 

I come to know your pleasure. 

Duke. ■ Angelo, ■ 

There is a kind of character in thy life. 

That, to the observer, doth thv history 
Fully unfold : thyself and thy belongings 
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee. 

Heaven doth with us. as we with torches do ; 

Not light them for themsel ves : for if our virtues 
DM not go forth of us,’twere all alike 
As if we had them not Spirits are not finely touch’d, 
But to fine issues : nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence 


But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech 
To one, that can my part in him advertise ; 

Hold therefore, Angelo; . 

In our remove, be thou at full ourself: 

Mortality and mercy in Vienna i 

Live in thy tongue and heart: Old Esenins, 

Th mgh first in question, is thy secondary : 

Take thy commission. 

Ang i Now, good my lord, 

Let there be some more test made of my metal* 

Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp’d upon it 
Duke. No more evasion : 

We have, with a leaven’d and prepared choice. 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 

Our haste from hence is of so quick condition, 

'Thai it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you. 

As time and our concernings shall importune. 

How it goes with us ; and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you we f h 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 

Ang. Yet, give leave, my iord. • 

That we may bring you something on tine way. 

Duke. My haste may not admit it ; 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
; With any scruple: your scope is as mine own ; 
i So to enforce, or qualify the law's, 

As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand; 

IT1 privily away : I love the people. 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes : 

Though it do well, l do not relish well 
Their loud applause, and awes vehement: 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion, 

That does affect it Once more, fare you well. 

Ang. The heavens give safety to you purposes % \ 

Etcal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happi- 
ness. 1 

Duke. I thank you: fare you well. flani? 
Escal I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have ; but of what strength and nature 
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Act I. 



... ; ■■■***,.• ■ 

1 am not yet instructed. 

Ang. *Tis so with me :— Let ns withdraw toge- 
And we may soon our satisfaction have [ther, 
Tonclung that point. 

B 'seal. I'll wait upon your honour. [Exeunt. 

Scene II .—. A Street 
Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen, 

Lucio . If the duke, with the other dukes, come 
not to composition with the king of Hungary, why, 
then all the dukes fall upon the king. 

1 Gent Heaven grant us its peace, but not tiie 
king of Hungary's 1 

2 Gent Amen. 

Lucia. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious 
pirate, that went to sea with the ten commandments, 
but scraped one out of the table. 

2 Gent, Thou shalt not steal? 

Lucio • Ay, that he razed. 

1 Gejit Whjv’twas a commandment to command 
the captain and all the rest from their functions; 
they put forth to steal : there’s not a soldier of us all, 
that, tithe thanksgiving before meat, doth relish the 
petition well, that prays for' peace. 

2 Gent I never heard any soldier dislike it 
Lucio, I believe thee ; tor, I think, thou never 

wast where grace was said. 

2 Gent. Mo? a dozen times at least. 

1 Gent. W hat ? in metre? 

Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent. I think, or in any religion. 

Lucio . Ay 1 why not? Grace is grace, despite of 
all controversy : as for example : Thou thyself art 
a wicked villain, despite of all’ grace. 

X Gent. Well, there went but a pair of sheers 
between us. 

Lucio, I grant; as there may between the lists 
and the vehet,: thou art the list. 

1 Gent And thou the velvet: thou art good vel- 
vet.' thou art a three-pil'd piece. I warrant thee : 

I had as lief be a list of an English kersey, as be 
pil'd, as thou art pil’d, for a French velvet. Do I 
speak feelingly now? 

Lucio. I think thon dost; and, indeed, with most 
painful feeling of thy speech : I will, out of thine 
own confession, learn to begin thy health; but, whilst 
I live, forget to drink after thee. 

1 Gent. 1 think, I have done myself wrong; have 

I not ? [tainted or free. 

2 Gent Yes, that thou hast; whether thou art 
Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation 

comes 1 I have purchased as many diseases under 
her roof, as come to — 

2 Gent. To what, I pray ? 

1 Gent Judge. 

2 Gent To three thousand dollars a^year. 

1 Gent. Ay, and more. 

Lucio. A French crown more. 

I Gent Thou art always figuring diseases in me : 
but thou art full of error; I am sound. 

Lucio . Nay, not as one would say, healthy ; but 
so sound, as tilings that are hollow: thy bones are 
hollow: impiety has made a feast of thee. 

Enter Bawd. 

I Gent. How now ? which of your hips has the 
most profound sciatica ? 

Bawd. Weil, well; there’s one yonder arrested, 
and carried to prison, was worth five thousand o» 
you all. 

1 Gent Who’s that, I pray thee ? 

Bated, Marry, sir, mat’s Claudio, signior Claudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to prison! *tis not so. 

Bated. Nay, but I know, ’tis so : l saw him ar 
, saw nim carried away ; and, which is more, 
liis head’s fo be chopped off. 
tin's fooling, I would hot have 
is? 

of it; and It is for getting 
child. 


' Lucio « Believe me, this may be; he promised to 
meet me two hours since ; and he was ever precise 
in promise-keeping. 

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something 
near to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

1 Gent. But most of all, agreeing with ti e pro- 
clamation. 

Lucio. Away ; let’s go learn the truth of it. 

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with the 
sweat, what with the gallows, and what with po- 
verty, 1 am custom-shrunk. How now? what's tha 
news with you ? 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Bawd. Well ; what has he done? 

Clo. A woman. 

Bawd. But what’s his offence ? 

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him ? 

Clo . Mo; but there is a woman with maid by him: 
you have not beard of the proclamation, have you ? 

Bawd. What proclamation, man ? 

Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must be 
pluck’d down. 

Bawd. And what shall become of those in the city? 

Clo. They shall stand for seed : they had gone 
down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Bated. But shall all our houses of resort in the 
suburbs be pulfd down? 

Clo. To the ground, mistress. 

Bated. Why, here’s a change, indeed, in the com* 
mon wealth i What shall become of me? 

Clo. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors lack 
np clients: though you change your place, you need 
not change your trade; I’ll be your tapster still. 
Courage; there will be pity taken on you: you, that 
have worn your eyes almost out in the service, y u 
will be considered. [withdraw. 

Bawd. What’s to do here, Thomas Tapster? Let’s 

Clo. Here comes signior Claudio, led by the pro- 
vost to prison ; and there’s madam Juliet. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. — The same. 

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers; 

Lucio, and two Gentlemen. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to 
the world? 

Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

Pro. I do it not in evil disposition, 

But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the demi god, Authority, 

Make us pay down for our offence by weight. — 

The words of heaven ; — on whom it will, it will ; 

On whom it will not, so ; yet slid tis just 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence comes 
this restraint? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty 
As surfeit is the father of muen fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use a 

Turns to restraint : our natures do pursue, 

(Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,) 

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wiseiy under an arrest 
I would send for certain of my creditors : and yet, 
t say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery oi 
freedom, as the morality of imprisonment — W hat’s 
ihy offence, Claudio ? 

Claud. What, bu t to speak of would offend again. 

Lucio. What is it? murder? 

Claud. No.' v 

Lucio Lechery? . 

Claucl, Call It so. 

Prov. Away, sir; yon must, go. 

Claud. One word, good friend: — Lucio, a word 
with you. {Takes him aside.) 

Lucio. A hundred, if they’ll do you any good. — 

Is lechery so look’d after ? icontract 

Claud , Thus stands it with me: — Upon a true 
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I got possession of 'Julietta's bed; 

Yon know the lady ; she. is' fast my wife. 

Save that we do the iemmeiation lack. 

Of outward order; this we came not to, 

Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the cotter of her friends ; 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 

Tili time had made them for us. Rut it chances. 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment. 

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet. 

Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 

Claud* Unhappily, even so. 

And the new deputy now for the duke, — 

W he ther it be the fault and glimpse of newness • 

Or whether that the body public be 
A horse, whereon the governor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur *. 
Whether the tyranny be in his place. 

Or in 'his eminence that fills it up, 
t stagger in;— But this new governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, [wall 

Which have, like unseour’d armour, hung by the 
.So long, that nineteen SEodiacs have gone round. 

And none of them been worn ; and, for a name. 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 
Freshly on me ; — ’tis surely, tor a name. 

Lucia. I warrant, it is; and thy head stands so 
tickle on thy shoulders, that a milk-maid, if she be 
in love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke, and 
appeal fo him. 

Claud. I have done so, but he’s not to be found. 

I pr’ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service: 

This day my sister should the cloister enter, 

And there receive her approbation : 

Acquaint Jrer with the danger of my state j 
Implore her, in my voice, tnat she make friends 
To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him ; 

I have great hope in that; for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect. 

Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosperous art, 
When she. will play with reason and discourse. 

And well she can persuade. 

Lucio . I pray, she may • as well for the encou- 
ragement of the like, which else would stand under 
grievous imposition; as for the enjoying of thy life, 
who l would be sorry should be thus foolishly lost 
at a game of tick-tack. Ill to her. 

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Lucio. Within two hours, 

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt 

Scene IV .— A Monastery . 


For terror, not to use ; in time the rod 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d : so our decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead , 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 

I he baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It rested in your grace 

lo unloose this tied up justice, when you pleas d 
And it in you more dreadful would have seem’d, 

I lian in Lord Angelo. 

Lube. I do fear, too dreadful ; 

«dh ’tvvas my fault to give the people scope, 

Twould be my tyranny to strike, and gall them 
f* 7 L ? bid them do ; for we bid this be clone, 
when evil deeds have their permissive pass, 

And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, m 
I nave on Angelo impos’d the office ; [father 

Who may, in the. ambush of my name, strike home, 
And yet my nature never in the sight, 

To do it slander : and to behold his sway, 

I will, as ’twere a brother of your order, 

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr’ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action. 

At our more leisure shall I render you ; 

Only, this one : — Lord Angelo is precise ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see, 

If power change purpose, what our seemers be. 

. [ Exeunt* 

Scene V. — A Nunnery. 

Enter Isabella and FRANcrscA. 

Tsai k And have you nuns no further privileges ? 

Fran. Are not these large enough ? 

Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sister-hood, the votarisis ot saint Clare. 

Lucio . Ho ! Peace be in this place ! ( Within.) 

Isab. ' Who’s that which calls 7 

Fran. It is a man’s voice : gentle Isabella, 

Turn you the Key, and know his business of him* 
You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn : 

When you have vow’d, you must not speak with 
But in the presence of the prioress: [men. 

Then, if you speak, you must not shew your face; 
Or, if yon shew your face, you must not speak. 

He calls again ; I pray you answer him. [Exit. 

Isab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is't that calls t 

Enter Lucio. 


J % Enter Duke and Fiuar Thomas. 

I Duke. No, holy father ; throw away that thought ; 

| Believe not, that the dribbling dart of love 

Can pierce a complete bosom ; why I desire thee 
1 To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 

More grave and wrinkled tnan the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your grace speak of it? 

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov’d the life remov'd ; 

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies, 

Where youth, ana cast, and witless bravery keeps. 

I have deliver’d to lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture, and firm abstinence,) 
i My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 

I And he supposes me travelled to Poland ; 

For so I have sfcrew'd it in the common ear. 

And so it is receiv’d : now, pious sir. 

You will demand of me, why I do this? 

Gladly, my lord. , '.'..[laws, 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting 
(The needful hits and curbs for head-strong steeds,) 
Which for these fourteen years we have letaleep ; 
la®$n like an o’er-grown lion in a cave, 

That goes not out to prey; now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the thre at’ning twigs of birch 
Daly to slick it in their children’s sight. 


Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheek-roses i 

Proclaim you are no less 1 Can you so stead me, 

As bring me to the sight of Isabella^ 

A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio? 

Isab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask; 

The rather, for I now must make you know 1 

I am that Isabella, and his sister. a [you: j 

Lucio. Gentle and fair, yonr brother kindly greets 
Not to be weary with you, he’s iu prison. } 

Isab. Woe me!. For what? v | 

Lucio. For that, which, if myselfmight be hisjudge \| 

He should receive his punishment iu thanks* I 

He hath got his friend with child. , i 

Isab. Sir, make me not your story. I 

Lucio. If is true. j 

I would not — though ’tis my familiar sm ^ 

With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest, J 

Tongue far from heart,— play with all virgins sol 1 

I hold you as a thing ensky’d, and sainted ; * 

By your renouncement, ah immortal spirit; 

And to be talk’d with in sincerity, J 

As with a saint. 

Isab. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking me j 

Lucio. Do hot believe it. Fewness amf truth 

’fisthus; ' * : ■ 

Your brother and his lover have embrac’d. | 
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As those that feed grow full ; as blossoming time, [ A 
That from the seeclness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison ; even so her plenteous womb £ 
Expresseth his fill tilth and husbandry. . J 

Isab. Some one with child by him?— My cousm J 
Juliet? . r c 

Lucio. Is she your cousin ? [names, 

Isab. Adopted ly ; as school-maids change their J 
Rv vain, though apt affection. # J 

* Lucio . She it is. r 

Isab. 0, let him marry her! / , j 

Lucio. This is the point. J 

The duke is very strangely gone f.om hence ; 

Bore many gentlemen, myseif being one, 

In hand, and hope of action *. but we do Hirn • 

By those that know the very nerves of state, 

His givings out were of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon his place. 

And with full line of his authority, 

Governs lord Angelo ; a man whose blood 
Is very snow broth; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions «f the sense ; 

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. 

He (to give fear to use and libeity, 

Which have, for long, rim by the hideous law. 

As mice by lions), hath pick’d out an act. 

Under whose heavy sense your brotner's life 
Falls into forfeit: he arrests him on it; 

And follows close the rigour of the statute, 

To make him an example: all hope is gone, 

Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo: and that’s my pith 
Of business 'tvvixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ? 

Lucio. Has censur d him 

Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 

Isab. Alas ! what poor ability’s in me 
To do him good ? 

Luck. Assay the power you have. 

Isab. My power! Alas! I doubt, — 

Lucio. , Our doubts are traitors. 

And make us lose the good w* j oit might win. 

By fearing to attempt : go to loid Angelo, 

And let him learn t<> know, when maidens sue, 

Men give like gods'! but when they weep and kneel. 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them. 

Isab. I ll see what 1 can do. 

Lucio. Bat, speedily. 

Isab. I will about it straight; 

No longer staying but tu give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you : 

Commend me to my brother: soon at nipht 
I’ll send him certain word of my success. 

Luck. I take my leave of you. _ 

Isab. Good sir, adieu. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — A Kail in Angelo's house . 

Enter Angelo, Escalus, a Justice, Provost, 
Officers, and other Attendants. 

We must not make a scare-crow of the law, 
ng it up to fi j ar the birds of prey, 
let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Escai Ay, but yet 

Jbet us be keen, and rather cut a little. 

Than fall, and bruise to death : alas! this gentleman, 
Whom 1 would save, had a most noble father. 

JUt but your honour know, 

(Whom t believe to be most strait in virtue,) 

That, in the workiug of your own affections, _ 

Had time coher’d wall place, or place with wishing, 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attain’d the effect of your own purpose, 

* uot, sometime in your life, 

censure him, 


And pull’d the law upon yon. 

Ang. Tis one thing to he tempted, Lsealnf 
Another thing to fall. I not. deny, 

The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life. 

May, in the sworn twelve, have. a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try: what’s open made m» 
justice, 

That justice seizes. What know the laws, 

That thieves do pass on thieves? ’Tis very preg* 
riant, 

The jewel that we find, we stoop, and take it, 

Because we see it; but what we do not see, 

We tread upon, and never think oi.it. 

Yon may not so extenuate his offence, 

For I have had such faults; but rather tell me 
YVhen I, that censure, him. do so offend, 

Let-mine- own 'judgment, pattern out my death. 

And nothing come in pat t ab Sir, he must die, 

Escai. Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang, Where is the, provost r 

Prov. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning: 

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar’d; 

For that’s the utmost «iHhs pilgrimage. 

[Exit Provost. 

Escai Well, heaven forgive him! and forgive us 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : lali . 

Some run from brakes *.f vice, and answer none ; 

And some condemned for a fault alone. 

j Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown , Officers, §?c, 

Elb. Come, bring them away : if these be good 
people in a common-weal, that do nothing hut use 
tneir abuses in common houses, I know no law; 
bring them away. . 

Ang. How now, sir! What’s your name? and 
what’s the matter ? . 

Elb. If it please your honour, 1 am the poor duke § 
constable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon 
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good 
'honour two notorious benefactors. 

Ang . Benefactors ? Well ; vvhat benefactors are 
thev? are they net malefactors? 

Elb. If it please your honour, l know not well 
what they are: but precise villains they are, that I 
am sure of; and. void of all profanation in the world, 
that good Christians ought to have. , 

Escai This comes off well; here’s a wise officer. 
Ang. Goto: what quality are they of? LI bow is 
your name ? Why deal thou not speak, Llbow ? 

Clo. He cannot, sir ; he’s out at elbow. 

Ang. What are you, sir ? t . 

Elb . He, sir? a tapster, sir; oarcel-bavvd; one 
that serves a bad woman; whose house, sir, was, as 
they say, pluck’d down in the suburbs; and now she 
professes a hot-house, vvUbn, I think, is a very ill 
, house too. 

Escai How know you that ? , „ t 

Ell. My wife, sir, whom I detest before heaven 
and your honour,* — 

Escai How ! thy wife ? 

Elb. Ay sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest 


woman, — ■ - „ 

Escai Dost thou detest her therefore ? 

Elb . I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well 
as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s house, 
it is pity of her life; for it is -a : -naughty bouse. 

Escai How dost tiuro know that, constable? 

Elb. Marry, sir, hv my wife; who, if she had ■ 
been a woman cardinally given, might, have . been 
accused in fornication, adultery, and all uncleanh- 
ness there. 

Escai. By tne woman’s means ? , 

Elb. Ay, sir, by mistress Over done s means ; b«t 
as she spit in his face, so she defied him. . 

Clo. Sir, if it -please your honour, this it not so. 

Elb. Prove it be fore these varleis here, thou ho- 
nourable man, prove it. . 

Escai Do you hear how he misplaces? [ToAngslom) 
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do. Sir, she came in great with child ; and long- 
ing (saving vour honour’s reverence) for stew’d 
prunes; sir, we had hut two in the house, which at 
that very distant time stood, as it were, in a fruit- 
dish, a dish of some three- pence ; your honours have 
seen such dishes ; they are no* China dishes, but 
very good dishes, 

fiscal. Go to, go to : no matter for the dish, sir, • 
Clo. No indeed, sir, not of a pin: yon are therein 
in the right: lout, to the point . as I say, this mistress 
Elbow, being, as 1 say, with child, and being great 
be Jiv'd, and longing, as I said, for prunes; and 
having but two in the dish, as I said, master Froth 
here, this very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, 
and, as l say, paying for them very honestly ; — for, 
as you know, master Froth, I could not give you 
three-pence again. 

Froth. N«», indeed. • • 

Clo, Very well : you ■ bemgthen, if you be remem- 
ber’d,. cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes. 
■"'■"Froth' . Ay, so I d»d, indeed. 

Ch- Why, ...very well* I telling you then, if you be 
remember’d, that sue ii.tr one,. and such u ntie, were 
past cure of the* tiling you wot of, unless they kept 
: very good diet, as l .told you. 

Froth. All this is true. 

Via. Why, very well then. 

Escal. C* me, you are a tedious fool : to the pur- 

f rose. — What was done to Elbow’s wife, that lie 
latii cause to complain of? Come me to what was 
■done to her. 

do. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet 
Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not. 

Via. Sir, but you shall cornu to it, by your ho- 
nour’s* leave: and, I beseech you, look into master 
Froth here, sir; a man of fourscore pound a year; 
whose father died at Hallowmas: — Was’t not at 
Hallowmas, master Fro to ? 

Froth. AU-hoiiond eve. 

Clo. Why* very well ; 1 hope here be truths: he, 
sir, sitting, as 1 say, in a lower chair, sir; — ’twas in 
the Bunch of Grapes, where, indeed, you have a 
delight to sit; have you not? 

Froth, i have so; because it is an open room, 
and good for winter. 

do. Why. very well then ;— I hope here be truths. 
Any. This will last out a night in Russia, 

When nights are longest there : I’ll take my leave, 
And leave yon to the hearing of the cause; 
Hoping, you’ll find good cause to whip them all. 
Escal. I think no less: good morrow to your 
lordship. (Exit Angelo. 

Now, sir, come cm: what was done to Elbow’s wife, 
once more ? 

Clo. Once, sir ? there was nothing done to heronce. 
Ell). I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man 


did to my wife. 

1 beseech your honour, ask me. 


do. 1 1 


Escal, Well, sir: what did this gentleman to her? 
do. 1 beseech yon, sir, look in this gentleman’s 
face:— Good master Froth, look upon his honour; 
*tis for i* good purpose ; doth your honour mark his 
JSatwL Ay, sir, very"' well.; ^ (face? 

do. Nay. I beseech you, mark it well. 

Escal. Well, I do so. ' t ^ 

do. Doth your honour see any harm in bis face? 
Escal. Why, no. . > • : r . 
do. Ill be supposed upon a book, his face is the 
worst thing about him: good then; if his face be 
the worst thing about him, how could master Froth 
do the constable’s wife any harm ? J would knovv 
that of your honour. (to it? 

Escal, He’s in the right : constable, what say yon 
Elb, First, an it like you, the house is a respected 
house; next, this is a respected fellow; and his 
mistress is a respected woman. _ 

do. By this hand, sir, bis wife is a more re- 
spected person than any of us all. 

Elb. Variet, thou best ; thou best, wicked varlet : 


the time is yet to come, that she was ever respecte 
with man, woman, or child. 

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before ht 
married with fo r. 


Escal,- Which is the wiser here ? justice, or ini- 
quhy?— Is this true? 


m {- 

Elb. 0 thou caitiff ! 0 thou varlet ! 0 thou wicked 
Hannibal! I respected with her, before 1 was mar- 
ried to her! If ever I was respected with her, or she 
with me, let not your wot ship think me the poor 
duke’s officer Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, 
or I’ll have mine action of battery on thee. 

Escal. If he took you a box o’ th’ ear, yon might 
have your action of slander too. 


Elb.. Marry, I thank your good worship for it: 
what is’fc your worship’s pleasure I should do 


„ ^ship’s pleasure I should do with 
this wicked caitiff? 

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some of- 
fences in him, that thou wnuhlst discover if thou 
couklst, let him continue in his courses, till thou 
knovv’st what they are. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it : — Thou 
see’st, thou wicked varlet now,- what’s come upon 
thee; thou ait to continue now, thou varlet ; thou 
art to continue. 

Escal Where were you born, friend ? (ToFrotk.) 

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir. 

Escal. A re you of f« m i score pounds a-y ear ? 

Froth. A cs, and’t please you, sir. 

Escal. So.— What trade are you of. sir? 

(To the Clown.) 

Ch. A tapst r ; a poor widow’s tapster. 

Escal Your mistress’s name? 

Clo. Mistress Over- done. 

Escal Hath she had any more than one husband? 

Clo. Nine, sir ; 0 . er-dm e by the last. 

Escal. Nine !— Come hitherto me, master Froth. 
Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
tapsters ; they will draw you, master Froth, and you 
will hang them: get you gone, and let me hear no 
more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worship : for mine own part, 

I never come into auy room in a taphouse, but I am 
drawn in. 

Escal Well ; no more of it, master Froth , fare- 
well. [Exit Froth.] — Come you hither to me, master 
tapster ; what’s your name, master tapster ? . 

Clo. Pompey. 

Escal What else? 

Clo. Burn, sir. .v/ 

Escal. ’Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing 
about you; so that, in the beastliest sense, you are 
Pompey the great. Pompey. you are partly a bawd, 
Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster. 
Are you not? come, tell me true; it shall be the 
better for you.^ 

67o. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow, that would* live* 

Escal How would you liv> , Pompey ? by being a 
bawd? What do you tfiiuk of the trade, Pompey? 
is it. a lawful trade? 

Clo. If the law would allow it, sir. 

Escal But the law will not allow it, Pompey; 
nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and spay 
all the youths in the city ? 

Escal No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will to’t 
then: if your worship will take order for the drab* 
and the knaves, you need nut to fear the bawds. 

Escal There are pretty orders beginning, 1 can 
tell you : it is but heading attd hanging. 

Clo. If you head .arid hang all that offend that 
way but for ten year together, you’ll be glad to give 
out a commission for more heads. If this law hold 
in Vienna ten years 1*11 rent the fairest house in it, 
after three-pence a bay : if you live to see this cOme 
to pass, say Pompey told you so. 

Escal. Thank yon, good Pompey ; and, in requital 
of your:prophec\, hark you. — 1 advise von, let me 
not find you before, me again upon any complaint 
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whatsoever, no, not for dwelling where you do; if I 
do, Pompey, I shall beat you to your tent, and prove 
a shrewd Caesar to you ; in plain dealing, Pompey, I 
shall have you whipt: so for this time, Pompey, fare 
you well. 

Clo. I thank your worship for your good counsel ; 
but I shall follow it, as the flesh and fortune shall 
better determine. 

Whip me ? No, no ; let carman whip his jade ; 

The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his trade. [Exit. 

Escal. Come hither to me, master Elbow; come 
hither, master constable. How long have you been 
in this place of constable ? 

Bib. Seven years and a half, sir. 

• Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the office, 
you had continued in it some time : you say, seven 
years together ? 

Elb. And a half, sir. 

Escal. Alas! it hath been great pains to you! 
They do you wrong to put you so oft upon’t ; are 
there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it ? 

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters: 
as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for 
them; I do it for some piece of money, and go 
through with all. 

4 Escal. Look you, bring me in the name of some 
six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 

Elb. To your worship’s house, sir ? 

Escal. To my house : fare you well. [Exit Elbow. 
What’s o’clock, think you? 

Just. Eleven, sir. 

Escal. I pray you home, to dinner with me. 

Just. I humbly thank you. 

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio ; 
But there’s no remedy. 

Just. Lord Angelo is severe. 

Escal. ' Tt is but needful : 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe : 

But yet, — poor Claudio! — There's no remedy. 
Come, sir. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another Room in the same . 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Ser. He’s hearing of a cause ; he will come 
PH tell him of you. > [straight. 

Prov. Pray you, do. [Exit Servant. - ] I’ll know 
His pleasure; may be, he will relent: alas. 

He hath hut as offended in a dream! 

All sects, all ages, smack of this vice ; and he 
To die for it ! — 

Enter Ancelo. 

Ang. * Now, what’s the matter, provost? 
Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 
Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not 
Why dost thou ask again? [order? 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash ; 

Under your good correction, I have seen, 

When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 

Ang. i Go to; let that be mine : 

Do you your office, or give up your place. 

And you shall well be spar’d. 

Prov. I crave your honours pardon — 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet? 
She’s very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed. 

Re-enter Servant . 

Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d. 
Desires access to you. 

Ang. Ha tli he a sister ? 

Rrov. Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maid, 
Ana to he shortly of a sisterhood, 

If not already. 

Ang. Well, let her be admitted. 

[Exit Servant. 

See you the fornicatress be remov’d ; 




Let her have needful, but not lavish, means : 

There shall be order for it. 

Enter Lucio and Isabella. 

Prov. Save, your honour ! { Offering to i eiire.) 

Ang. Stay a little while. — (To Isab.) You are 
welcome : what’s your will ? 

Isab. I am a woeful suitor to your honour, 

Please but your honour hear me. _ 

Ang. Well ; what’s your suit ? 

Isab. There is a vice, that most I do abhor. 

And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I must; 

For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war, ’twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well ; the matter? 

Isab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die* 

I do beseech you, let it be his fault, 

And not my brother. 

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces l 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it 1 
Why, every fault's condemn’d, ere it be done: 

Mine were the very cypher of a function, 

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record, 

And let go by the actor. 

Isab. O just, but severe law ! 

I had a brother then.— -Heaven keep your honour ! 

(Retiring.) 

Lucio. (To Isab.) Giv’t not o’er so: to him again 
mtreat him ; 

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ; 

You are too cold : if you should need a pin, 

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it 
To him, I say. 

Isab. Must he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy 

Isab. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy 
Ang . 1 will not do’t. 

Isab. But can you if you would? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that l cannot do. 
Isab. But might you do’t, and do the world hmj 
wrong, 

If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse 
As mine is to him ? 

A?ig. He’s sentenc’d ; ’tis too late 

Lucio. Yon are too cold. (To Isabella.) 

Isab. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do speak a word, 
May call it back again : well believe this, 

No ceremony that to great ones ’longs, 

Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword. 

The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace. 

As mercy does. If he had been as you 
And you as he, you would have slipt like him; , 

But lie like you, would not have been so stern. 
Ang. Pray you, begone. 

Isab. I would to heaven I had your potency. 

And you were Isabel ! would it then be thus ? 

No ; I would tell what Twere to be a judge, 

And wjiat a prisoner. 

Lucio. Ay, touch him : there’s the vein. (Aside.) 
Ang . Y our brother is a forfeit of the law, 

And you but waste your words. 

Isab. Alas ! alas! 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once; 
And He, that might the vantage best have took. 
Found out the remedy. How would you be. 

If he, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? O, think on that ; 

A rid mercy then will breathe within your lips 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid , 

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother ; 

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 

I I should be thus with him ; ■■ he must die to- 

morrow. . [spare him . 

Isab. To-morrow ? O, that’s sudden ! Spare him. 
He's not prepar’d for death ! Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season ; shall we serve heaven 
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With less respect than we do minister 
To onr gross selves V Good, good my lord, bethink. 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? (you : 
There’s many have committed it. 

Lucia. Ay, well said. 

Any. The law hath not been dead, though it hath 
Those many had not dar’d to do that evil, (slept : 
.If the first man, that did the edict infringe, 

Ha 1 answer’d for his deed; now, ’tis awake; 

Tat es note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 

L<>< ks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new- conceiv’d, 

A nd so in progress to be hatch’d and born,) 

Are now to have no successive degrees, 

But, where they lire, to end. 

Isab. f Yet, show some pity. 

Any. T show it most of all, when I show justice j 
For then I pity those I do not know, 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall; 

And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied; 

Y our brother dies to-morrow : be content. 

Isab. So you must be the first, that gives this sen- 
' tence ; . , 

And he that suffers ; O, it is excellent 
To have a giant’s strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Lucio. That’s well said. 

Isab. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, J ove would ne’er be quiet. 
For every pelting, petty officer, 

Would use his heaven for thunder : nothing but 

Merciful heaven ! [thunder.- 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
SpHt’st the nnwedgeable and gnarled oak. 

Than the soft, myrtle — 0, but man, proud man! 
Brest in a little brief authority ; 

Most ignorant of what he’s most assur’d, 

His glassy essence,-— like an angry ape, 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven, 

As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens. 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

Lucia. 0, to him, to him, wench : he will relent; 
He’s coming, I perceive ’t. 

Prov. ’Pray heaven, she win him ! 

Isab. We cannot weigh onr brother with ourself: 
Great men may jest with saints ; ’tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 


Lucia. Thou’rt in the right, girl ; more o’ that. 
Isab. That in the captain’s but a cholerick \vc 


Which "in tlie soldier is flat blasphemy. 
do. Art advis’d o’ that? more on’t. 
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Lucia . 

Any. Why do you put these sayings upon me ? 

Isab. Because authority, though it' err like others. 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 

That skins the vice o’ the top : go to your bosom ; 
Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That’s like my brother’s fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his, 

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother’s life. 

Any. She speaks, and ’tis 

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it.— Fare you 

Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back. [well. 

Any. I will bethink me: — Come again to-morrow. 

Isab. Hark 1 how I’ll bribe you: ^ood my lord, 

Any. How 1 bribe me? j [turn back. 

Isab. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall share 
with yon. 

Lucio. You had marrd all else. 

Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 

Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor, 

As fancy values them : but with true prayers. 

That shall be up at heaven, and enter there. 

Ere sun rise : prayers from preserved souls. 

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal, .. . * 

Any. Well ; come to me 

To-morrow. 

Lucio. Go to ; it is well ; away. {Aside to Isabel J 


Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe! 

Any. Amen ; for 1 

Am that way going to temptation, {Aside.) 

Where prayers cross. 

Isab . At what hour to-monow 

Shall I attend your worship? 

Any. At any time ’fore noon. 

Isab. Save your honour ! 

[Exeunt Lucio , Isabella, and Provost 
Any. From thee ; even from thy virtue *— 
What's this? what’s this? Is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most ? Ha? 
Not she ; nor doth she tempt : but it is I, 

That lying by the violet, in the sun. 

Do, as f he carrion does, not as the flower. 

Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be. 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman’s lightness? Haying waste ground 
Shall we desire to ra 2 e the sanctuary, [enough. 
And pitch onr evils there? 0, fy, fy, fy ! 

What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo ? 

Dost thou desire her foully, for those things 
That make her good ? O, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority, 

When judges steal themselves. What ? do I lot* 
That I desire to hear her speak again, [hor. 

And feast upon her eyes? What is’t I dream on , 

0 cunning enemy, that to catch a saint, 

With saints dost bait tby hook ! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation, that cloth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue ; never could the strumpet. 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 

Once stir my temper : but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite : — Ever, till now. 

When men were fond, I smil’d, and wonder’d how 

[Exit. 

Scene III. — A Room in a Prison. 

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, and Provost* 
Duke. Hail to you, Provost ! so I think yon are. 
Prov. I am the provost : what’s your will, good 
friar ? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless’ d :>rder, 

1 come to visit the afflicted spirits 

Here in the prison : do me the common right 
To let me see them ; and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. . [needful 

Prov. I would do more than that, if more were 
Enter Juluet. 


Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine. 
Who, falling in the flames^’ her own youth, 

'’kllcfdrM tipr • sh (• is with child * 


Hath blister’d her report : she is with child ; 

And he, that got it, sentenc’d ; a young man 
More fit to do another such offence. 

Than die for this, 

Duke . ' When must he die? 

Pro. As I do think, to morrow.— 

I have provided for you ; stay a while, [To Juliet.) 
And you shall be conducted. 

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 
Juliet. Ido; and bear the shame most patiently. 
Duke. I’ll teach you how you shall arraign your 
conscience, 

And try your penitence if it be sound. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Juliet. Til gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrong’d you ? 
Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong’ d him. 
Duke. So, then, it seems, your most oflenceful act 
Was mutually committed? 

Juliet. , ' Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his 
Juliet , I do confess it, and repent it, father. 
Duke. ’Tis meet so, daughter: but lest you do 
repent. 

As that theism hath brought you to this shame,— 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not 


. liea r? u ; 


Showing, we’d not spare heaven, as wp love it, 
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as we stand tu fear,— 
filkt. I do repent me, as it is an evil ; 

And take the shame with joy. 

Duke There rest. 

Tour partner, as I. hear; must die to morrow, 

And lam going with instruction to him.— 

Grace go with you ! Benedlciie ! ^ _ [Exit. 

Juliet. Must die to- mono w 1 O injurious love, 
That respites me a hie, whose very comfort 
la still a dyi ng horror ! 

Prov. ’Tis pity of him. [Exeunt 

Scene IV.— A Room in Angelo's house. 

Enter Angelo. 

Any. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 

To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words; 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel : heaven in my mouth, 
if l did but only chew hts uame 
d in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
my conception: the state whereon I studied, 
like a good thing, being often read, 

Grown fear'd and tedious; yea, my gravity, 

Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 

Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume, 

Which the air beats fur vain. O place ! O form ! 
How often dost thou with t.,y case, toy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, amt tie t e wiser souls 
To thy false seeming ? Blood* tiiou still art blood : 
Let’s write good uugel on the dev.fs horn, 

’Tis not tue devil’s ciest. 

Enter Servant. 

How now, who’s there ? 

Serv. One Isabel, a sister, 

Pesires access to you, 

Aiiy. Teach her the way. [Exit Serv. 

O heavens ! 

>es my blood thus muster to my heart; 
both it unab.e for itself. 

And dispossessing ad tue otiier parts 
Of necessary fitness ? 

So play the looltsii throngs with one that swoons; 
Come ail to help him, aud so st«»p the air 
By which he should revive : and even so 
The general, subject to a vvell-w islfd king. 

Quit their own part, aiul in obsequious iondness 
Crowd to his presence, where tunr untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. — 

Enter ISABELLA. 

How now, fair maid ? 

Juab. I am come to know your pleasure. 

Any. That you might know it, would much better 
please me, 

Than to demand what ’tis Your brother cannot live. 
Isab. E v eu so ? — Hea v en keep your honour l 

[Retiring. 

Any. Yet may he live a while : and, it may be. 
As ung as you. or I : yet he must die. 

Isab. ti nder your sentence y 
Any. Yea. 

Isab. When, I beseech -you? that iu his reprieve, 
or shorter, he may he so fitted, 
soul sicken nut. 

iny. Ha! Fy, these filthy vices! It were as good 
pardon him, that hath .from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness; that do coin heaven s image, 
In stamps that are forbid: tis all ns easy 
Falsely to take away a hie true made, 

As to put mettle in restrained means, 

To make a false one. 

Isab. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not inearth. 
Any. Say you so? then I snail ,.oze you quickly. 
Which had you rather, Tuat the most just law 
•Now took your brother's life ; or, t > redeem him, 
►udy to such sweet uncleanness, 
hath stain’d ? 

Sir. believe this, 


I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Any, I talk not of your soul ; our com poll'd sins 
Stand more for uuuiDer than accoinpt, 

Isab. How say you ? 

Any. Nay, I’ll not warrant that; for i can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ; — 

I, now the voice of the recorded law, 

Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life : 

M ghl there not be a charity in sin. 

To save this brother’s life? 

Isab. Please you to do\ 

Pll take it as a peril to mv sold. 

It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Any. Pleas’d you to do’t, at peril of your soul. 
Were equal poize of sin and charity, 

Isab. That I do beg his life, tf it be sin, 

Heaven, let me bear it! you granting of my suit. 

If that be sin. I’ll make it my morn grayer' 

To have it added to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of ’.-our answer. 

Any. Nay, but hear me: 

Your sense pursues not mine: either you are ignorant 
Or seem so, craftily ; and that’s not good. 

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good. 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Any. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright, 
When it doth tax itself: as those black masks 
Proclaim anenshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could displayed. — But mark me; 

To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross : 

Your brother is to die. 

Isab. So. 

Any. Aud his offence is so, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Isab. True. 

Any. Admit no other way to save his life, 

(As l subscribe not that, nor any other. 

But in the loss of question,) that you. his sister. 
Finding yom self desir'd of such a person, 

Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all binding law; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
To this supposed, or else let him suifer ; 

What would you do ? 

Isab . As much for my poor brother, as myself: 
That is, were l under the terms of death, 

The impression of keen whips I’d wear as rubies. 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere I'd yield 
My body up to shame. 

’Any. Then must your brother die. 

Isab. And ’twere the cheaper way : 

Better it were, a brother died at once, 

Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 

Should die .lor ever. 

Any. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence. 
That you iiave slander’d so ? 

Isab. Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon. 

Are of two houses: lawful mercy is 
Nothing a-kin to foul redemption. 

Any. You seemkl of late to make the law a tyrant , 
And rather proved the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Isab. 0, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out, 

To have what we’d have, we speak not what we mean.- 
I something do excuse the thing I hate, 

For his advantage, that I dearly love. 

Any. We are all frail. * 

Isab. Else let my brother die 

If not a feodary, but only he, 

Owe, and succeed by weakness. 

Any. Nay, women are frail too. 

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view them* 
selves ; . . # ' 

Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women ! — Help heaven ! men their creation ma 
In profiting by them. Nay, call tis ten times fr 
For we are suit as our complexions are, 
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And credulous to false prints. 

Any. ' ' I think it well : 

And from this' testimony -of your own sex, 

(Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger 
Than faults may shake our frames,) let me be bold ; — 

I do arrest yom words; be that you are, 

That is, a woman ; if you he more, you’re none ; 

If you be one, (as you are well express’d 
By all external warrants.) show it now. 

By ptiitirv? on the destin’d livery. 

Isab. \ have no tongue but one : gentle my lord, 
Let me intreat you speak the former language. 

Any. Plainly conceive, 1 love you. 

Ism. My brother did love Juliet; arid you tell me, 
That he shall die for it. 

Any. He shall '.hot, Isabel, if yon give me love. 

Xu (to. ( know, your virtue hath a licence in’t, 
Which seems a little fouler than it is. 

To pluck on others. 

Any. Believe me, on mine honour, 

My words express my purpose. 

'Isab. Ha ! little honour to l>e much believ’d, 

And most pe n iic ions purpose f ~-*Seemi»g, seeming! ! 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look fort: 

Sign me a present pardon for my brother. 

Or, with an outstretch’d tii.oat. I'll tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou ru t. 

Arty. Who will believe thee, Isabel? 

My uusoil’d name, the attsU rcness of iny life. 

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state, 
Will so your accusation overweigh, 

That you shall stifle in your own report. 

And smell of calumny. I have begun ; 

And now I give my sensual race the rein : 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious blushes, 

That banish what they sue for ; redeem thy brother 
By yielding up t by body to my will; 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkiudness shall his death di aw out 
To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrow. 

Or by the affection that now guides me most. 

Hi prove n tyrant to him* as for you, 

Say what you can, my false o’er weighs your true. . 

[j Exit. 

Isab , To whom shall l complain? Did I tell this, 
Who would believe me. ? O perilous mouths, 

That bear in them one and Hie self-same tongue. 
Either of condemnation or approof ! 

Bidding the law make court'sy to their will; 
Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 

To follow as it draws ! I'll to my brother: 

Though he hath fallen by pro uptime of the blood. 
Yet hath he in him such a timid of honour, 

That had lie twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up. 
Before his sister should her body stoop 
To such alStiorr’d pollution. 

Then Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

Til tell him yet of Angelo' sir quest, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul's rest. [Exit. 


Scene I . — A Room in the Prison . 

Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 
. Angelo ? ' . ; 

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only hope : , 

l have hope to live, and am prepar’d to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death, or life, 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life — 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would kc p : a breath thou art. 


(Servile to ail the skiey influences,) 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st. 
Hourly afflict merely, thou art death’s fool ; 
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For him thou labourist, by thy flight to shun, 

And yet run’st toward him still thou art not noble * 
For all the accommodations that thou bear’st. 

Are nurs’d by baseness: thou art by no mean* 
valiant ; 

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm : thy best of rest is sleep. 

And that thou oft j rovok’st ; yet grossly fear’st 
Thy death, which is no more/ Thou art not thyself; 
j For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust: happy thou art not; 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get; 

And what thou hast, forget’st: thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion shifts to' strange effects. 

After the moon; if thou art rich, thou art poor; 

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows; 

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey. 

And death unloads thee : friend hast thou none » 

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the t hen m, 

For ending thee no sooner: thou hast nor youth, nor 
. » 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and cloth beg* the alms * 

Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old, and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this. 
That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear. 
That makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 

To st>e to live, I find, I seek to die; 

And, seeking death, find life ; let it come on. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab . What, ho! Peace here; grace vnd good 
company ! [a welcome 

Prov. Who's there? come in: the wish deserves 
Duke. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit von again. 
Claud. Most holy sir, 1 thank you. 

Isab. My business is a word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here’* 
your sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you please 

Duke . Bring them to speak, wh re I may be con- 
ceal’d. 

Yet hear them. [Exeunt Duke and Provost. 
Claud. Now, sister, whafs the comfort? 

s Isab. Why, as all comforts are ; most good in deed; 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 

Intends yon for his swift ambassador, 

Where you shall be an everlasting leiger . 

Therefore your best appointment make with speed; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Isab. None, but such remedy, as, to save a head, 
.To cleave a heart in twain, 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Isab. Yes, brother, von may live; 

There is a devilish mercy in the judge. 

If you’ll implme it, that will free your life. 

But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance? 

Isab Ay, just, perpetual durance ; a restraint. 
Though all t..e world's vastul.ty you had. 

To a determin'd scope. 

Claud. But in what nature ? 

Isab. in such a one as (yah consenting to’t) 
Would bark your honour Irani that trunk you, bear. 
And leave you naked. . 

Claud. . Let me know the point. 

! Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and 1 quake 
Lest thou a IVverims life should'st entertain, 

, And six or Winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Durst r.uon die ? 

► The sense of death L most in apprehension; 

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon 
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In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies, 

Claud. Why give you me this shame ? 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, 

And hug it in mine arms. [grave 

Isab. There spake my brother; there my father’s 
Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 

Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,— 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth ft he head, and follies doth enmew. 

As falcon doth the fowl, —is yet a devil ; 

His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud. m The princely Angelo? 

Isab. 0, ’Us the cunning livery of hell. 

The damned’st body to invest and cover 
In princely guards 1 Dost thou think, Claudio, 

If 1 would yield him my virginity. 

Thou might’st be freed ? 

Claud. O, heavens ! it. cannot be, 

Isab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this rank 
offence, 

So to offend him still : this night’s the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name. 

Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou shalt not do’t. 

Isab. O, were it but my life, 

I’d throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel. 

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud. Yes. — Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose. 
When he would force it Sure it is no sin; 

Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

Isab. Which is the least? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise. 
Why, won Id he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fin’d? — 0 Isabel! 

Isab. What says my brother? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isab. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud . Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; 

This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice; 

To he imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world, or- to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! — *tis too horrible ! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life. 

That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother’s life. 

Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 

That it becomes a virtue. ■ 

Isab. 0, you beast ! 

0, faithless coward! 0, dishonest wretch! 

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 

1s t not a kind of incest, to take life [think ? 

From thine own sister’s shame? What should I 
Heaven shield, my mother play’d my father fair! 
For such a warped slip of wilderness 
Ne’er issu’d from his blood. Take my defiance ! 
Die ; perish l might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 

I’M pray a thousand prayers for thy death. 

No word to save thee. 

Nay, bear me, Isabel. 

0,fy,fy,fy! 

Q}t accidental, but a trade; 


Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd • 

’Tis best that thou diest quickly. {Going. 

Claud. O hear me, Isabella, 

lie-enter Duke. 

Cuke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one 

Isab. What is your will ? t _ [word. 

Cuke, Might you dispense with your leisure, I 
would by and by have some speech with you : the 
satisfaction I would require, is likewise your twn 
benefit. 

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure ; my stay must 
be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will attend you a 
while. 

Cuke. [To Claudio , aside.) Son, I have over- 
heard what hath past between you and your sister. 
Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her; only 
he hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise his 
judgment with the disposition of natures ; sire, having 
the truth of honour in her, hath made him that gra- 
cious denial, which he is most glad to receive; 1 am 
confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be true; 
therefore prepare yourself to death; do not satisfy 
your resolution with hopes that are fallible ; to- 
morrow you must die ; go to you*, knees, and make 
ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out 
of love with life, that I will sue to be rid of it. 

Cuke. Hold you there : farewell. [Exit Claudio. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Provost, a word with yon. 

Pj'ov. What’s your will, father? 

Cuke. That now you are come, you will be gone * 
leave me awhile with the maid; my mind promises 
with my habit, no loss shall touch her by my company. 

Prov. In good time. ( Exit Provost. 

Cuke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath 
made you good: the goodness, that is cheap In 
beauty, makes beauty brief in goodness; hut grace, 
being the soul of your complexion, should keep the 
body of it ever fair. The assault, that Angelo hath 
made to you, fortune hath convey’d to my under- 
standing; and, but that frailty hath examples for his 
falling, I should wonder at Angelo. How would you 
do to content this substitute, and to save your brother ? 

Isab. I am now going to resolve him: I had ra- 
ther my brother die bv the law, than rnv son should 
be unlawfully born. But 0, how much is the good 
duke deceived in Angelo! If ever he return, and I 
can speak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or 
discover his government 

Cuke . That shall not be much amiss: yet, as the 
matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation ; 
he made trial of you only. — Therefore, fasten your 
ear on my advisings; to the love I have iu doing 
good, a remedy presents itself. I do make myself 
believe, that you may most uprighteously do a poor 
wronged lady a merited benefit; redeem your bro- 
ther from the angry law ; do no stain to your own 
gracious person ; and much please the absent duke, 
if, perad venture, he shall ever return to have hear- 
ing of this busiues. 

Isab. Let me hear you speak further; I have 
spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in the 
truth of mv spirit. 

Cuke. Yirtue is bold, and goodness never fear- 
ful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister 
of Frederick, the great soldier, who miscarried at 
sea? 

Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. 

Cuke . Her should this A ngelo have married ; was 
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed . 
between which time of the contract, and limit of 
the solemnity, her brother Frederick was wrecked 
at sea, having in that perish’d vessel the dowry oi 
his sister. But mark, how heavily this iel to tha 
poor gentlewoman* there she lost a n 
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nowned brother, in his love toward her ever most 
kind and natural ; with him the portion and sinew of 
her fortune, her marriage-dowry ; with both, her 
combinate husband, this well-seeming Angelo. 

Jsab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her? 

Duke* Left her in her tears, and dry'd not one of 
them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour ; in few, 
bestowed heron her own lamentation, which she yet 
wears for his sake; and he, a marble to her tears, is 
washed with them, but relents not. 

Jsab* What a merit were it in death, to take this 
poor maid from the world! What corruption in this 
We, that it will let this man live !— But how out of 
this can she avail? 

Duke* It is a rupture that you may easily heal ; 
and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but 
keeps you from dishonour m doing it, 

Isab. Show me how, good father. 

Duke * This forer*jBApied ' maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her first affection; his unjust unkind, 
ness, that in all reason should have quenched her 
love, hath, like an impediment in the current, made 
it more violent and unruly.\ Go you to Angelo; an- 
swer his requiring with a plaimble obedience ; agree 
with his demands to the point : only refer yourself to 
this advantage, — first, that your stay with him may 
not be long; that the time may have all shadow and 
silence in it, and the place answer to convenience: 
this being granted in course, now follows all. We 
shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your 
appointment, go in your place ; if the encounter 
acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel him to 
her recompense : and here, by this, is your brother 
saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mariana 
advantaged, and the corrupt deputy scaled. The 
maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt. If 
you think well to carry this as you may, the double- 
ness of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof. 
What think you of it? 

Isab. The image of it gives me content already ; 
and, I trust, it wU grow to a most prosperous per- 
fection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up : haste you 
speedily to Angelo ; if for this night he entreat you 
to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I will 
presently to St. Luke's; there, at the moated grange, 
resides this dejected Mariana : at that place call 
upon me ; and despatch with Angelo, that it may be 


quickly. 


Isab* I thank you for this comfort: fare you well, 
good father. [Exeunt severally. 

Scene II. — The Street before the Prison* 
Enter Duke , as a Friar; to him Elbow, Clown , 
and Officers * 

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
you will needs buy and sell men and women like 
beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and 
white bastard. 

Duke. 0, heavens ! what stuff is here ! 

C/o.’Twas never merry world, since, of two usur- 
ies, the merriest was put down, and the worser 
allow’d by order of law a furr’d gown to keep him 
warm ; and furr’d with fox and lamb -skins too, to 
signify, that craft, being richer than innocency, stands 
for the facing. f friar. 

Elb. Come your way, sir.— Bless you, good father 

Duke. And you, good brother father; what 
offence hath this man made you, sir? 

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law ; and, 
sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir ; for we have 
found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we 
have sent to the deputy. 

Duke * Fy, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd ! 

The evil that thou causest to be done. 

That is thy means to live ; do thou but think 
What 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 

From such a filthy vice : say to thyself, — 
m their abominable and beastly touches 


T drink, I eat, array myself, and live, 

Canst thou believe thy living is a life, * 

So stinkingly depending ? Go, mend, go, mend. 

Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; bu 

yet, sir, I would prove [for sin, 

. Duke. Nay, it the devil have given thee proofs 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer. 
Correction and instruction must both work , 

Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Elb* He must before the deputy, sir ; he has giver 
him warning ; the deputy cannot abide a whore- 
master; if lie be a whoremonger and comes before him, 
he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to be, 
Free from our faults, as faults from seeming, free * 

Enter Lucio. 

Elb. His neck«will come to your waist, a cord, sir 

Clo. I spy comfort ; 1 cry , bail ; here’s a gentle- 
man, and a friend of mine. 

Lucia. How now, noble Pompey? What, at the 
heels of Ca\sar ? Art thou led in triumph ? What, 
is there none of Pygmalion’s images, newly made 

woman ' ’ ’ ’ " - 

socket, 


to do naa now, ior putting me nano in tne 
. and extracting it clutch’d? What reply ? 
Ajui ! What say’st thou to this tune, matter, and 
method? Is’t not drown’d i’ the last rain? Ha! 
What say’st thou, trot? Is the world as it was, 
man ? Which is the way ? Is it sad, and few words ? 
Or how ? The trick of it ? 

Duke. Still thus, and thus! still worse ! 

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress ? 
Procures she still ? Ha ? 

Clo . Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, 
and she is herself in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, ’tis ^good ; it is the right of it : it 
must be so : ever your fresh whore, and your pow- 
der’d bawd : an unshunnd consequence; it must 
be so ; art going to prison, Pompey r 
Clo. Yes, faith, sir. 

Lucio. Why, ’tis not amiss, Pompey: farewell; 
go ; say, 1 sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? 
Or how ? 

f ib. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 
udo. Well, then imprison him : if imprisonment 
be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his right: bawd is 
he, doubtless, and of antiquity too: bawd-born.— 
Farewell, good Pompey: commend me to the prison, 
Pompey : you will turn good husband now, Pompey 
you will keep the house. • [bail, 

Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my 
Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not 
the wear. I will pray ; Pompey, to increase your 
bondage : if you take it not patiently, why, your 
mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty Pompey. — Bless 
you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey? Ha? 
Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, sir? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey? nor now. — What news- 
abroad, friar? What news? 

Elb. C ome your ways, sir; come. 

Lucio. Go, — to kennel, Pompey, go. 

[Exeunt Elbow , Clown, and Offcets* 
What news, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke. I know none : can you tell ipe of any? 
Lucio. Some say, he is with tjie emperor ©fc 
Russia ; other some, he is in Rome ; but where is- 
he, think you ? * 

Duke. I know not where but wheresoever, 1 
wish him well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to 
steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he was 
never born to. l^p Angelo dukes it well in his- 
absence : he puts transgression to’t. 

Duke. He does well in’t 

Lucio . A little more lenity to lechery would dfc 
no harm in him : something too crabbed that way 
friar. 
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Duke, It is too general a vict;, and severity mast 

Cm £ucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well ally’d : but it is impossible to 
extirp it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put 
dowiu They say, this Angelo was not made by man 
and woman, after the downright way of creation; is 

it true, think you ? , ? 

Duke. How should he be made, then r 
Lucia. Some report, a sea-maid spawn d him . — 
Some that he was begot between two stock-fishes : 

But it is certain, that when lie makes water, jus 

urine is congeal'd ice; that I know tube true : and 
he is a motion ungenerative, that s infallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir ; and speakapace. 
Lucia Why wnat a ruthless thing is this m him, 
for the rebellion of a cod -piece, to take away tne 
Ufa. nf it man ? Would the duke, that is absent, have 


for the rehemon 01 a uuu-hic^, ^ x , : \ 

life of a man V Would the duke, that is absent, have 
done this ? Ere he would have hang d a man lor the i 
getting a hundred bastards, he would have paid lor 
the nursing a thousand ; he had some leelmg of the i 
sport; he knew tlie service, and that, instructed him 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much de- 
tected for women; he was not inclined that way. 
Lucia. O, sir, you are deceived. 

Duke. Tis not possible. 

Lima. Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar of 
fifty and his use was, to put a ducat in her cUck- 
dish; the duke had crotchets in him; he would be 
drunk too ; that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lucio. Sir, 1 was an inward of Ins : a shy fellow 
was the duke ; and, 1 believe, 1 know the caused 

his withdrawing. , o 

Duke. Want, I pr'ythee, might be the cani-e ? 
Lucio.. No,. -pardon ;-'tis a secret must be lock (1 
within the teeth and the lips: b«t tins I can h-t v.m 
understand,— The greater hie ot the subject held the 
duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was. _ 
Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, uuweighmg 

fel Duke . Either this is envy in you, folly, or mis- 
taking; the very stream of his life, and the business 
he hath helmed, must, upon a warranted need, give 
him a better proclamation. Let him be but testi- 
monied in his own bringings forth, and he shah 
appear to the emious a scholar, a statesman, and 
a soldier : therefore, you speak unskillnlly ; or, .it 
your knowledge be more, it is mucn darkeud in 

your malice. . . 

Lucio . Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Love talks - with better knowledge, and 
knowledge with dearer love. 

Lucio . Come, sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what you speak But, if ever the duke return, 
(as our prayer, are he may,) let me desire you to 
make youranswer before him; if it be honest you 
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it; l am 
bound to call upon you ; and, 1 pray you. your name t j 
Lucio . Sir, my name is Lucio; well known to the 

duke. . ...» ». 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live 

to report you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more ; 
or you imagine me too unhnrtiul an opposite. But, 
indeed, I can do you little harm: you’ll forswear 
this again- , , , . ,, . 

Lucio. I'll be bang’d first: thou art deceiv d in 
rhe, friar. But no more of this: canstthou tell, it 
Claudio die to-morrow, or no? 

Duke. Why should he die, sir r 
Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tnn-dish. 
1 would, the duke, we talk of, were return’d again: 
this uugenitur’d agent will unpeople the province 
with eootinency ; sparrows must not build in his 
house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke 


yet would have dark deeds darkly answer d; he 
would never bring then, to light would he were 
return’d! Marry, this Claudio is condemn d for 
untrussing. Farewell, good friar; l pry thee, pray 
for me. The duke, l say to thee again, would eat 
mutton on Fridays. He’s now past it; yet, and I 
sav to thee, he would month with a beggar, though 
she smelt brown bread and garlic ; say, that 1 said 

so. Farewell. . . r . ^ xz * 

Duke . No might nor greatness in mortality 

Can censure ’scape; back-wounding calumny 

The whitest virtue strikes : what king so strong. 

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue .— 

But who comes here ? 

Enter Esc alus, Provost, Bated, and Officer* 

Escal. Go, away with her to prison. 

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me ; yonr honour 
is accounted a merciful man : good my lord. 

Escal Double and treble .admonition, and still 
forfeit in the same kind? This would make mercy 

swear, and play the tyrant. 

Prav . A bawd of eleven years continuance, may 

it please your honour. / _ . , . - .. 

Bawd. My lord, this is one. Lucio s information 
against me: mistress Kate Keep-down was with 
child by him in the duke’s time, he promised her 
’ marriage; his child is a year and a quarter old; 
come Philip and Jacob: I have kept it myself; and 
see bow he goes about to abuse me. 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much license 
let him be called before us.— Away with tier to 
p ison : go to; no more words. [Exeunt Bawd and 
' 0}icer$.\ Provost, my brother Angelo will not be 

a,ter'd, Claudio must die to-morrow : let Jinn be 
furnish’ d with divines, and have all charitable^ prjs- 
[ pa ration ; if my brother wrought by my pity, it should 
[ not be so with him. ■ ... 

Prov. So please yon, this friar hath been with 
him. and advised him for the entertainment of death. 
Escal Good even, good father, 
r Duke . Bl.ss and goodness on you ! 

Escal. Ot whence are you f 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance it 


IIUVT ^ , 

To use it for my time : I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the see. 

In special hushess from his holiness. 

Escal. What^ews abroad i’ the world * 

Duke . None, W that there is so gteat a fever on 
goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it; 
novelty is only in request; and it is as dangerous to 
be aged in any kind off urse, as it is virtuous to be 
constant in any undertaking. I here is scarce truth 
enough alive, to make societies secure ; but security 
enough, to make fellowships accurs’d : much upon 
this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. I his 
new is old enough, yet it is every days news. 1 
pray you, sir, of what disposition was the duke * 
Escal. One, that, above all other strifes, con 
tended especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was lie given to t 
Escal Rather rejoicing to see another merry, 
than merry at any thing which profess’d to make 
him rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance. But 
leave we him to his events, with a prayer they may 
prove prosperous ; and let me desire to know, how 
you find Claudio pre ared. I am made to under- 
stand, that you have lent him visitation. ' „ 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister 
measures from his judge, but most willingly nunibleft 
himself to the determination of justice : yet had he 
framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty, 
many deceiving promises of life; which 1, by my 
good leisure, have discredited to him, and now is he 
resolved to die. , - .. 

Escal. You have paidsthe heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have labour’d for the poor gentleman, to the ex- 
tretr^t shore of my modesty ; but my brother justice 
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hare I found so severe, that he hath forced me to 
tell him, he is indeed — -justice. 

Duke. If lux own life answer the straitness of his 
proceeding, it shall become him well; wherein, if 
ae chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself, 
to/. I am going to visit the prisoner : fare 
■ you well, 

Duke. Peace be with you ! 

[Exeunt Escalus and Provost. 
He, who the sword ol heaven will bear. 

Should he as holy as severe ; 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Gnu e to stand, and vu tue go ; 

More nor less to others paying, 

Thau by self-offences weighing. : 

Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Ribs for faults of his own liking! 

Twice treble shame ■ on Angelo, 

JTo ■ weed my vice, and Jet his grow ! 

0, what may man within him hide, 

Though angel on the outward side I 
How may ..likeness, made in crimes, 
Makiiig'p'ractice : bii the times. 

Draw with idle spiders'’ strings > . 

Most pond’rotw and substantial things ! 

Craft against vice I must apply ; 

W ith Angelo to-night shall he 
His old betrothed, but despis’d ; 

So disguise shall, by the disguis’d, 

Pay with laisehoold false exacting, 

And perform an old contracting. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Room in Mariana's House. 
Mariana discovered sitting; a Boy singing. 
SONG. 

Take, oh take those lips away , 

That so su eetly were forsworn ; 

And those eyes , the break of day. 

Lights that do mislead the morn : 

But ttty kisses bring again, 

. bring again. 

Seals of love, hut seat'd in vain , 

seal d in vain. 

M ari. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick 
away ; *■ :■ 

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still’d my brawling discontent. — 

{Exit Boy. 

Enter Duke. 

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well amid wish. 

You had not found me here so musical : 

Let me excuse me, and believe me so, — 

My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my woe. 
Duke. ’Tis good : though music oft hath such a 
charm, 

To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm. 

I pray you, tell me, hath any body inqui ed for me 
here to day ? much Upon this time have I promis’d 
here to meet, 

Mari. You have not been inquired after: I have 
«at here ail 'day. . 

Enter Isabella, 

Duke. I do constantly believe you : — The time is 
come, even now, I shall crave your forbearance a 
little : may be, I will call upon you anon, for some 
advantage to yourself. _ . 

Atari. 1 am always bound to yon. [Exit. 

Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 

Wh t is the news from this good deputy? . 

Isab. He hath a garden circummur’d with brick, I 
Whose westrrn side is with a vineyard back’d ; ' 

Aud to that vineyard is a planched gate, . j 

Thrat makes his opening with this bigger key 
This other doth command a little door, ! 


Which from the vineyard to the garden leads , 

There have I made my promise to call on him, 

Upon the heavy middle of the night. [way? 

Duke. But shall yon on your knowledge find thi* 

Isab. I have ta’cn a due and wary note upou t; 
With whispering and most guilty diligence. 

In action ail of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o’er. 

Duke. Are there no other token* 

Between you ’greed, concerning her observance ? 

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark; 

Aud that 1 have possess’d him, my most stay 
Can be but brief: for 1 have made him know, 

1 have a servant comes with me along, 

That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is, 

1 come about my brother. 

Duke. ’Tis well borne i%. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this : — What, hoi within! come forth! 

Re-enter Mariana. 

I pray you be acquainted with this maid ; 

Sue comes to do y ou good. 

Isab. I do desire the like. 

Duke . Do you persuade yourself that { respect 
you! ^ [found it. 

Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and have 

Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand, 
V\ ho hath a story ready lor your ear: 
l shall attend your leisure ; but make haste ; 
fee valorous night approaches. 

Mari , vVilft please yon walk aside? 

[Exeunt Manana and Isabella. 

Duke. O place and .greatness, millions- of false 
Are struck upon thee ! volumes of report [eye* 
Bun with these false and most cpnirarious quests 
Upon thy doings ! thousand ’scapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 

Aud rack thee in their fancies! — Welcome! How 
agreed? \ 

Re-enter Mariana and T sabella. 

Isab. She’ll take the enterprise upon her, father, 
[f you advise it 

Duke. It is not my consent. 

But my entreaty too. 

Isab. Little have you to say, 

When yon depart from hi*n but, soft and low, 
Remember now my broF 

Mari. Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all j 
He is your husband on a pre-contract : 

To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin ; 

Situ that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go ; 

Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene If . — A Room in the Prison. 

Enter Provost and Clown. 

Prov. Come hither, sirrah ; can you cut off * 
man’s head ? 

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can : but if he 
be 'a married man, he is his wife's head, and lean 
never cut off a woman’s head. 

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. To morrow morning are 
to die Claudio and Barnardine :. here is in our pri- 
son a common executioner, who in his office lacks a 
helper; if you will take it on yon to assist him, it 
shall redeem you from your gyves ; if not, you shall 
have your lull time of imprisonment, and your de- 
liverance with an unpitred whippping ; for you have 
been a notorious bawd. 

Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, timeout 
df mind; but yet I will be content to be a lawful 
hangman. I would be glad to receive some instruc- 
tion from my fellow partner. [there*? 

Prod. What ho. Abborson! Where’s Abhocson, 
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Enter Abhoeson. 

A bhor. Do you call, sir? 

Prov . Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you to- 
morrow in your execution : if you think meet, 
compound with him by the year, and let him abide 
here with you; if not, use him for the present, and 
dismiss him : he cannot plead his estimation with 
you ; he hath been a bawd. 

Abhor, A bawd, sir ? Fy upon him, he will dis- 
credit our mystery. 

Prov, Go to, sir ; yon weigh equally ; a feather 
will turn the scale. [Exit, 

Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely, 
air, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
hanging look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a 
mystery? 

Abhor, Ah, sir, a mystery. 

Clo. Painting, sir, 1 have heard say, is a mystery ; 
and your whores, sir, being members of mj occu- 
pation, using painting, do prove my occupation a 
mystery : but what mystery there should be in 
hanging, if I should be hanged, l cannot imagine. 

Abhor, Sir, it is a mystery. 

, Clo. Proof. 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your thief : 
rf it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks 
it big* enough; if it be too big for your thief, your 
thief thinks it little enough : so every true man’s 
apparel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov . Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I will serve him; fori do find, your 
hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd ; 
he doth oftener ask forg i vene ss. 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your 
axe, to-morrow, four o’clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee in my 
trade; follow. 

Clo. I do desire to learn, sir; and I hope, if you 
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you 
shall find me yare : for, truly, sir, for your kindness, 
I owe you a good turn. 

Prov. Gail hither Barnardine and Claudio : 

[. Exeunt Clown and Abhorson. 
Oie has my pity ; not a jot the other, 

Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 

Enter Claudio. 

Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
’Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Barnar- 
dine? [labour 

Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guiltless 
When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones : 

He will not wake. 

Prov. Who can do good on him ? 

Well, g? prepare yourself. But hark, what noise ? 

# (Knocking within.) 

Heaven give your spirits comfort 1 [Exit Claudio . 
By and by : — 

I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve, 

For the most gentle Claudio.— Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. The best and wholesoraest spirits of the 
_ , *%ht ‘ [late ? 

Envelop you, good provost! Who called hereof 

Prop. None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel? 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 

Prov What comfort Is for Claudio ? 

Duke. There’s some in hope. 

Prov, It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so ; his l ife is parallel’d 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice ; 

* He doth with holy abstinence subd tie 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power 
Toquaiify m others : were he meal’d [nous; 

With that - which he corrects, then were he tyran 


Jut this being so, he’s just.— Now are they come.-*. 

(Knock within. — Provost goes out, • 
This is a gentle provost : seldom, when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.— 

How now ? What noise ? That spirit’s possess’d 
with haste, (strokes. 

That wounds the unsisting postern with these 

Provost returns , speaking to one at the door, 

Prov. There he must stay , until the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call’d up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet 
But he must die to-morrow ? • 

Prov . ' None, sir, none, 

Duke. As near the dawning, Provost, as it is, 
You shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily, 

You something know; yet, I believe, there comes 
No countermand ; no such example have we : 
Besides, upon the very siege of justice. 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Duke.Thhh his lordship’s man. 

Prov. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 

Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; and by 
me this further charge, that you swerve not from 
the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, not* 
other circumstance. Good-morrow; for, as I take 
it, it is almost day. 

Prov . I shall obey him. [Exit Messenger 

Duke. This is his pardon ; purchas’d by such sin 

(Aside. 

For which the pardoner himself is in : 

Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 

When it is borne in high authority : 

When vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended, 

That for the fault’s love, is the offender friended.— 
Now, sir, what news ? 

Prov. I told you: lord Angelo, belike, thinkin 
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with thf 
unwonted putting on : methinks, strangely *, for li 
hath not used it before. 

Duke. Pray you. let’s hear. 

Prov. (Reads.) Whatsoever yon may hear to the 
contrary , let Claudio be executed by jour oj' the 
clock ; and, in the afternoon , Barnardine : for my 
better satisfaction, let me have Claudio's head sent 
me by five. Let this bedulyperform' d; with a thought 
that more depends on it than we must yet deliver. 
i Thus fail not to do your office, as you will answ r 
i it at your peril. — What say you to this, sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be ex 
coted in the afternoon ? 

Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nursed up and 
bred : oue that is a prisoner nine years old. 

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had not 
either deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him ? 
I have, heard, it was ever his manner to do so. 

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him * 
and, indeed, his fact, till now in the government of 
lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof. 

Duke. Is it now apparent ? 

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself* 

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in prr 
How seems he to be touch’d ? [son ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no roor 
dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep; careless, reck- 
less, and fearless of what’s past, present, or to come # 
insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none : he hath evermore bad 
the liberty of the prison; give him leave to escape 
hence, he would not ; drunk, many times a-day, if not 
many days entirely drunk. W e have very often 
awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and 
showed him a seeming warrant for it : it hath not 
moved him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in 
your brow, Provost, honesty and constancy; if I 
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read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me ; but 
in the boldness of iny cunning, I will lay ^myself in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a warrant to 
execute, is no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo, 
who hath sentenced him: to make you understand 
this in a manifested effect, 1 crave but four days 
respite ; for the which you are to do me both a pre- 
sent and a dangerous courtesy, 

Prov ♦ Pray, sir, in what? 

Puke. In the delaying death. 

Prov . Alack! how may I do it? having the hour 
limited; and an express command, under penalty, 
to deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may 
make my case as Claudio's, to cross this in the 
smallest 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, 
if my instructions trmy be your guide. Let this 
Barnardine be this morning executed, and his head 
borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis- 
cover. the- favour. , 

Duke. O, death’s a great disguise r : and you rnay 
add to it Shave the head, and tie the beard: and 
say, it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared 
before his death : you know, the course is com- 
mon. If any thing fall to you upon this, more than 
thanks and good fortune, by the saint whom I pro- 
fess, I will plead against it with my life. 

Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is against my 
oath. [ deputy ? 

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to tire 

Prov. To him and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, 
if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing? 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke . Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet 
since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, inte- 
grity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt you, 

1 will go further than I meant, to pluck all fears out 
of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand and seal of 
the duke. You know the character, I doubt not; 
and the signet is not strange to you. 

Prov. I know them both. 

Duke . The contents of this is the return of the 
duke ; you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure : 
where you shall fi.id, within these two days he will 
be here. This is a thing that Angelo knows not : 
for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor; 
perchance, of the duke’s death ; perchance, enter- 
ing into some monastery ; but, by chance, nothing 
of what is writ Look, the unfold .ng star calls up 
the shepherd : put not yourself into amazement, 
how these things should be : alt difficulties are but. 
easy when they are known. Call your execu 
tioner, and oil* with Bernardine’s head : I will give 
him a present shrift, and advise him for a bet- 
ter place. Yet you are amazed; but this shall ab- 
solutely resolve you. Come away ; it is almost 
clear dawn, [Exeunt, 

$CENE 10 . — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. I am as well acquainted here as I was in 
our house of profession : one would think, it were 
mistress Over done’s own house, for here be many 
of her old customers. First, here’s ymmg master 
Rash ; he's in fur a commodity of brown paper and 
old ginger, ninescore and seventeen pounds ; of 
Which he made five marks, ready money : marry, 
the ginger was not much in request, for the old 
women wet e all dead. Then is there here one 
master Caper, at the suit of master Three-pile the 
mercer, for some four suits of peach-coloured satin, 
which novv peaches him a beggar. Tlmn have we 

ere young I>izy f and young master Deep-vow, and 
master Coppt-r-spur, and master Stan e-lackey the 
rapier and dagger-man, and young Drop-heir that 
kill’d lusty Pudding, and master Forthright the 
titter, and brave master Shoe-tie the great traveller, 
and wild Half-can that stabb’d Pots, andi I think, 


forty more ; all great doers in our trado^ and are 
now for the Lord’s sake. 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 

Clo. Master Barnardine! you must rise and b© 
hang’d, master Barnardine! 

Abhor. W hat, ho, Barnardine ! 

Rarnar . (Within.) A pox o’ your throats! Who 
makes that noise there? What are you? 

Clo. Your friends, sir; the hangman: you must 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 

Barnar. {Within.) Away, you rogue, away ; I 
am sleepy. 

Abhor . Tell him, he must awake, and that quickly 
too. 

Clo. Pray, master Barnardine, awake till you are 
executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Clo. He is coming, sir, lie is coming ; I hear his 
straw rustle. 

Enter Barnardine. . 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah ? 

Clo. Very ready, sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorson ? what’s the news 
with you ? 

Abhor. Truly, sir, l would desire you to clap into 
your prayers ; for, look you, the warrant’s come. 

Bai'nar. Yon rogue, I have been drinking all 
night, I am not fitted for’t. 

Clo. O, the hetter, sir; for he that drinks all night, 
and is hanged betimes in the morning, may sleep the 
sounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly 
father : do we jest now, think you ? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing 
how iiastily you are to depart, I am come to advise 
you, comfort you, and pray with you. 

Barnar. Friar, not 1 ; I have been drinking 
hard all night, and I will have more time to pre- 
pare me, or they shall beat out my brains with 
billets: I. will not consent to die this day, that’s 
certain. [you, 

Duke. 0, sir, you must : and therefore, I beseech 
look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Barnar. I swear, I will not die to-day for any 
man’s persuasion. 

Duke. But hear you, — 

Barnar. Not a word; if you have any thing fo 
say to me, come to my ward; for thence will not I 
to-day. [Exit. 

Enter Provost. 

Duke. Unfit to live, or die : O, gravel heart! — 
After him, fellows ; bring him to the block. 

[Exeunt Abhorson and Clown, 

Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner? 

Duke. A creature unprepar’d, unmeet for death ; 
And, to transport him in the mind he is. 

Were damnable. 

Prov. Here in the prison, fathe* 

There died this morning of a cruel lever * 

One Rayoziue, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio’s years ; his beard, and head. 

Just of his colour : what if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclined ; 

And satisfy tiie deputy with the visage 
Of R ’gozine, more like to Clhudio? 

Duke. 0, ’tis an accident that heaven provide* l 
Despatch it presently; the hour draws on 
Prefix’d by Angelo : s£e, this be done, 

And sent accojdingto command ; whiles I , 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently* 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon : 

And how shall we continue Claudio, * 

To save me from the danger that might come '* 
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If be were known alive ? {holds,' 

Duke. Let this be done;— Put them n secret 
Both Barnardine and Claudio : ere twice 
Hie sun hath tirade his journal greeting to 
The under generation, you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 

Prov. I am your free dependent. 

Duke. Quick, despatch. 

And serai the head to Angelo. [Exit Provost. 
Mow will l write letters to Angelo, — 

The provost, he shall bear them, whose contents 

Shall witness to him, I am wear at home ; 

And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publicly : him I’ll desire 
f *o meet me at the consecrated fount, 

A league below the city; and fjom thence, 

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form. 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Re-enter Provost . 

Prov. Here is the head: I’ll carry it myself. 

Duke. Convenient is it: make a swift return; 

For 1 would 'commune with you of such things, 

That want no ear but yours. 

Prov. I’ll make all speed. [Exit. 

Isab. ( Within.) Peace, ho, be were ! 

Duke. The tongue of Isabel; — she’s come tc 
know, 

If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 

But 1 will kee ( > her ignorant of her good, ^ 

To make her heavenly comforts of despair, 

When it is least expected. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab . Ho, by your leave. 

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter.* 

Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Ilit.li yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon ? 

Duke He hath releas'd him, Isabel, from the 
Ills head is off, and sent to Angelo. {world : 

Isab. Nay, but it is not so. 

Duke. m It is no other : 

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 
Isab. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 
Duke. -You shall not be ad uni ted to his sight. 
Isab. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel! 
Injurious world! Most damned Angelo! 

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
Forbear it therefore; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what l say ; which you shall find 
By every syllable, a faithful verity : {eyes ; 

The duke comes home to-morrow; — nay, dry your 
One ol our convent, and his confessor, 

Gives me this instance : already tie hath carried 
, Notice to Eseaius and Angelo; 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 

There to give up their power. If you can, pace 
your wisdom 

In that good path that 1 would wish it go ; 

And you shall have your bosom on tiiis wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, 

And general houour. 

Isab. I am directed by you. 

Duke . This letter then to friar Peter give; 

Tis that he sent me of the duke's return : 

Say, by this token, 1 desire his company 
At Mariana's house to-nght Her cause, and yours, 
I'll perfect him withal ; and he shall bring you 
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo 
* Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 

I am combined by a sacred vow, 

Anci shall be absent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order. 

If I pervert your course. — Who's litre t 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio . Good even! 

Friar, where is the provost? 

Duke. Not within, sir. 


Lucio. 0, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mm* 

. heart, to see thine eyes so red : thou must be pa* 
tient : 1 am fam to dine and sup with water and 
In an ; l dare not for my heal fill my belly, 'me 
fruitful meal would set me t* ‘t : but they say the 
duke will be hr re tomorrow. By »ny troth, Isabel, 
j lov'd thy brother: if the old tunta.-ti al duke o 
dark corners had been at home, he had hv d. 

[Exit Isabella 

Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous hum nehuide 
to your reports ; but the best is, he lives n >t in them 

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so wet 
as i do : he's a better woodman than thou takes! 
him lor. 

Duke. Well, you’ll answer this one day. Fare 
ye w r 1 1. 

Lucio. Nay, tarry; I’ll go along with thee ; I can 
teh tnee pretty tales of the du^e. 

Duke. You have told me too many of him al- 
ready, sir, if they be true; if wot true, none were 
enough, 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench 
with omul. 

Duke. Did yon such a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did 1 : but was fain to for. 
swear it; they would else have married me to the 
rotten medlar. 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest: 
rest you well. 

Lucio. By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the 
lanes end: if bawdy talk attend you, we’ll have 
very little of it: nay, friar, 1 am a kind of bur, I 
shall stick. ( Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Room in Angelo's Bouse. 

Enter Angelo and Escalus. 

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hatu lisvouch’d 
other. 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. 
His actions show much like to madness: pray liea 
veil, ins wisdom be not tainted ! And why meet him 
at the gates, and re-deliver our authorities there? 

Escal. I guess not. 

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an hour 
beioie his entering, that if any crave redress of in- 
justice, they should exhibit their petitions in the 
street ? 

Escal. He shows his reason for that, to have a 
despatch ol complaints; and to deliver us Horn de- 
vices hereafter, which shall then have no power tc 
stand against us. 

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim'd 
Betimes i' the morn, I’ll call you at your house: 

Give notice to such men of sort and suit, 

As are to meet him, 

Escal. I shall, sir: fare you well, [Exit 

Any, Good night,— 

This deed unsuapes me cpiite, makes me unpregnant 
And dud to all proceedings, A deflower'd maid ! 
And by an eminent body, that enfo; c’d 
Tne law against it ! — 'But that her tender shame 
Wib not proclaim against her maiden loss, [no 
How might she tongue me? Yet reason dares her?— 

■ For my authority bears a credent bulk, 

Fuat no paiticnlar scandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He should have liv’d. 
Crave that uis riotous youth, with daugerous sense, 
'light, in toe times to come, have laeu revenge, 

Bv so receiving a dishonour'd life, * (liv'd 

iVitn ransom of such shame. ’Would yet he had 
Alack, wnenoitce our grace we have imgot, 

Notning noes right; we would, ami we would not 

[Exit. 

Scene V. — Fields without the Totem. ■■ 

Enter Duke in lus own habit , and Friar Peter. 

Duke, i’uese letters at fit time liv er me. 

[Giving Utieru % 

The provost knows our purpose, ai/d our plot, 

'l'ue matter being afoot, keep your 'instruction. 

And hold you ever to our special .drill ; 
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Though sometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius’ house. 
And tell him where I stay : give the like notice 
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Grasses, 

A. ml bid them bring the trumpets to the gate; 

But send me Flavius 'first. 

F. Peter . It shall be speeded well. 

t Exit Friar. 

Enter Varrius. 

Puke* I. thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made 
good, haste : 

Come, we will walk : there’s other of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V!.— Street near the City Gate. 
Enter Isabella and Mariana. 

IsaL To sneak so indirectly, I am loath ; 

* Would say the truth ; but to accuse him so. 

That' is your part ; vet I’m advis'd to do it; 

: He says, "to veil Tull purpose. 

Mari Be rul’d by him. 

hah. Besides, he tells me, that, if peradventu.e 
He 'speak" against me on the adverse side, '■■■' 

I should not think it strange ; for ’tis a physic. 

That’s bitter to sw eel end. 

Mari. I would, friar Peter — 

hah. 0, peace ; the fri&r is come. 

Enter Friar Peter. 

F. Peter . Come, I have found you out a stand 

most fit, 

Where you may have such vantage on the duke. 

He shall not pass you : twice have the trumpets 
sounded ; 

The generous and gravest citizens 
Have heat the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is eut’iing; therefore hence, away. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — A public Place near the City Gate . 
Mariana (veiled), Isabella, and Peter, at a dis - 1 
tame. Enter at opposite doors, Duke, Varrius, 
Lords; Angelo. Escalus, Lucio, Provost , 
Officers , and Citizens . 

Puke. Mv very worthy cousin, fairly met: — 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see yon. 
Any. and EscaL Happy return be to your royal 
grace ! 

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made inquiry oi you ; ana we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield yon forth to public thanks. 
Forerunning more requital. 

Any. You make my bonds still greater. 

Duke . O, your desert speaks loud; and I should 
wrong it, 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom. 

When it deserves witn characters of brass 
A forted residence, ’gainst the tooth of time 
And razure of oblivion ; give me your hand, 

And let the subject see, to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. — Come, Escalus; 

You must walk by us on our other baud ; — 

■ And good . supporters' are you, : 

Peter and Isabella come forward, 
f F Peter. Now is your time; speak loud, and 
' kneel before him. ' 

hah. Justice, 0 royal dnke ! Yail your regard 
Upon a wrong’d, I’d lain have said, a maid I 
0 worthy prince, dishontiur not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 

Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 

And given me, justice, justice, justice, justice ! 

Duke. Relate your wrongs ; in what? By whom ? 
Be brief: 


Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice: 

Reveal yourself to him. 

hah. 0, worthy dnke. 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak 
Must either punish me, not being believ'd. 

0r wring redress from you : hear me, 0, hear iue t 
here. 

^ Any. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother. 

Cut off by course of justice ! 

Isah. By course of justice 

Any. And she will speak most bitterly, and 
strange. [speak. 

hah . Most strange, but yet most truly, will 1 
That Angelo’s forsworn ; is it not strange ? 

'That Angelo’s a murderer ; is’t nut strange? 

That Angelo is an adult’rous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin- violator; 

Is it not strange, and strange ? 

Duke. Nay, ten times strange 

hub. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Than this is all as true as it is strange : 

Nay, it is'ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

Duke . ■■ Away with her : — Poor soph 

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 

Isah. 0 prince, 1 conjure thee, as thou belie v’st 
There is another comfort than this world. 

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch’d with madness; make not im* 

) ossible 

That which but seems unlike *. ’tis not impossible. 

But one, the wicked’s! caitiflfon tin ground, 

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute. 

As Angelo; even so may Angeb, 

In ail his dressings, characts, titles, forms, 

Be an arch-villain ; believe it, royal prince. 

If he be less, he’s nothing; bathe’s more. 

Had I more name for badness. 

Duke. m By mine honesty 

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,) 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 

Such a dependency of thing on thing, 

As e’er I heard in madness. 

Isah. O, gracious duke 

Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reason 
For inequality : but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear, where it seems hid ; 

And hide the false, seems true. 

Duke. Many that are not mad 

Have, sure, more lack of reason. What wouR 
you say? 

hah. 1 am the sister of one Claudio, 

Condemn’d upon the act of fornication 
To lose his head ; condemn’d by Angelo : 

I, in probation of a sisterhood. 

Was sent to by my brother: one Lucio 
Was then the messenger; — 

Lucio. That’s 1, an’t like vour grace. 

1 came to her from Claudio, and desir’d her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 

For her poor brother’s pardon. 
hah. That’s he, indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to speak. 

Lucio. No, my good lord 

Nor wish’d to hold my peace. r 

Duke. I wish you now then 

Pray you, take note of it: and when you have 
A business for yourself, pray heaven, you then 
Be perfect. 

Lumo. I warrant your honour. 

Duke The warrant’s for yourse If ; take he sd to itt 
hah. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 
Lucio. Right. 

Duke. It may be right ; but you are m the wrong; 
To speak before .your time.—Proceed. 

hah. I we* 

To tl s pernicious caitiff deputy. . 

Di, t That’s somewhat madly spoken. 
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Act T. 


in 




Isab. Pardon it ; 

Tlie phrase is to the matter. 

Duke . Mended again: the matter Proceed. 
Isab. In brief, — to set the needless process by, 
How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and kneel’d. 

How he refell’d me, and how I replv’d 
*Forthis was of much length,) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter: 

He would not,, but by. gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 

Release my brother; and, after much debatement, 
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour. 

And I did yield to him : but the next morn betimes. 
His purpose surfeiting:, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother’s head. 

Duke. This is most likely! 

Isab. 0 that it were as like as it is true ! 

Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st not 

what thou speak’st; 

Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour, 

In hateful practice: first, his integrity 
Stands without blemish : — next, it imports no reason, 
That with such vehemency he should pmsue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended. 

He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself. 

And. not have cut him off: some one hath set you on ; 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam st here to complain. 

Isab. And is this all ? 

I hen, eh, you blessed ministers above, 

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen’d time. 

Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance ! — Heaven shield your grace from 
woe. 

As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go 1 
' Duke, I know, you’d fain be gone : — An officer! 

To prison with* her:— -Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near ns ? This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 

Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodo- 
wick. 

Duke, A ghostly father, belike:— Who knows j 
that Lodowick ? 

Lucio. My lord, I know him ; ’tis a meddling 
friar; 

I do not like the man: had he been lay, mv lord. 

For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly. 

Duke. Words against me? This’ a good friar, 
belike! 

And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute!— Let this friar be found. 

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that 
I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar, [friar 
A very scurvy fellow. 

r * eter. Blessed he your royal grace ! 

J have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
a our royal ear abus’d : first, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully.accus’d yoitr substitute; 

Who is as free from touch or soil with her, 

As she from one ungot 

Duke. W r e did believe no less. 

^x» U r/ 011 ^ ^ llar Lodowick, that she speaks of? 

, T l f know him for a man divine and holy: 

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler. 

As he’s reported by this gentleman : 

And, on my trust, a’ man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace. 

Z/wcio. My lord, most vilianously; believe it, 

Jf. Deter, Well, he in time may come to clear 
himself; 

But at this instant he is sick, my lord, 

Ol a strange fever: upon his mere request, 

(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither, 
ro speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and false ; and what he with his oath, 

Anp alt probation, will make up full clear, [man 
Whensoever he’s convent ed. First, for this wo* 


(To justify this worthy nobleman. 

So vulgarly and personally accus’d,) 

Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes. 

Til! she herself confess it. 

Duke. . Good friar, let’s hear it 

[Isabella is carried off, guarded; mu 
Mariana comes forward*} 

Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo t — 

O heaven! the vanity of wretched fools ! — 
i Give us some seats.— Come, cousin Angelo; 

In. this I’ll be impartial ; be you judge 

0 f your own cause. — Is this the wit ness, friar ? 
First, let her show her face : and, after, speak. 

Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I wiil not show my face. 
Until my husband bid me. 

Duke. What, are you married ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid? 

Mari. . . No, my lore!. 

Duke. A widow, then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. : . . ■ Why, you 

Are nothing then : — Neither maid, widow, nor wife? 

Lucio. My. lord, she may be a punk ; for many 
of them are neither maid* widow, nor wife. 

Duke. Silence that fellow: i would, he had some 
To prattle for himself. [cause 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Mari My lord, I do confess I ne’er was married; 
And, I confess, besides, I am no maid : 

1 have known my husband ; yet my husband knows 

That ever he knew me, [not, 

Lucio. He was drunk then, ray lord; it can be 
no better. 

Duke. For the benefit of silence, ’would thou 
wert so too. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo. 

. Mari. Now I come to’t, ray lord : 

She, that accuses him of fornication, 

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband; 

And charges him, my lord, with such a time, 

When I’ll depose I had him in mine arms, 

With all the effect of love. 

Ang. Charges she more than me ? 

Mari. Not that I know. 

Duke. No ? yon say, your husband. 

Mari Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks, lie knows, that he ne’er knew my body. 
But knows, he. thinks, that he knows Isabel’s. 

Ang. This is a strange abuse: — Let’s see thy 
^ face. 

Mari. My husband bids me; now I will unmask, 
f . (Unveiling.) 

1 Ins is that face, thou cruel Angelo, (on * 

Which, once thou sworst, was worth the looking 
This is the hand, which, with a vow’d contract. 

Was fast belock’d in thine : this is the body. 

That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-house 
In her imagin’d person* 

Duke . Know you this woman ? 

Lucio. Carnally, she says. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, I must confess, l know this 
woman; . , ; ■ . . . 

And, five years since, there was some speech of 
marriage 

Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off, * 
Partly, for that her promised; prbpwtkms- 
Came short of composition; but, in chief, 

For that her reputation was disvalned 
In levity: since which time, of five years, 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her. 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. , . , , . . , , ' Noble prince, , : 

A.s there comes light from heaven, and words from 
■ . breath. 

As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue, * 


is? 
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| \ am affianc’d tins man’s wife, as strongly 

J A a words could make tip vows : and my good lord, 

'! But Tuesday night hist .gone,, in his garde n-house, 

f He knew me as’ a wife : ns. this is true 

f Let me in safety raise, me from my knees ; 

I! Or else for ever he confixed 'here, 

'I . A marble monument! . 

J; Ang. I did but smile till now ; 

How, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; 
My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive, ' 
k These poor informal women are no more ■ 

But instruments of some more mightier member, 
i ■ ■ That sets them on : . let me' have, way, my lord. 

To ..find, this practice out 

Duke, t Aft with my heart ; 

I And punish - them unto vonr height of pleasure.' — 

J; . Thou foolish friar; anti thou pernicious woman, 

L Compact with ''her 'that's gone! th ink’s t thou, thy 

! oaths, [saint. 

Though they would swear down each particular 
Were. testimonies against his worth and credit. 
That’s. sealed in Approbation ?— You, lord Escalus, 

§ ; . Sit with my cousin ; lend' him your kind pains 

■j, •• To find out this .'abuse, whence *tia deriv’d.— 

There is another friar that set them on ; 

| Let him be sent for. 

j Id Peter, Would he were here, my lord ; for he, 

I ■ indeed, 

Rath set the women on this complaint : 
j Your provost knows the place where he abides. 

And ho may fetch him. 

| Duke. Go, do it instantly. — ' [Exit Provost . 

And yon, my noble and well -warranted cousin. 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth. 

Do with your injuries as seems you best, 

In any chastisement . I for a while 
1 Will leave you ; but stir not you, till you have well 

| Determined upon these slanderers. 

1 Escal. My lord, well do it thoroughly . — [Exit 

Duke .] Signior Lucia, did not you say, you knew 
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ? 

Lucia. Cucullus non facit monachum : honest in 
nothing, but in his clothes; and one that hath spoke 
most villanons speeches of the duke. 

Escal We shall entreat you to abide here till he 
come, and enforce them against him : we shall find 
this friar a notable fellow. 

Lucia. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Escal Call that same Isabel here once again; 
{To an Attendant.) I would speak with her : pray 
you, my lord, give me leave to question; you shall 
see how IT1 handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 

Escal. Say you ? 

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her 
■ privately, she would sooner confess; perchance, 

publicly she’ll be ashamed. 

Re-enter Officers with Isabella; the Duke in 
the Friar's habit, and Provost. 

Escal. I will go darkly to work with her. 

Lucio. That’s the way ; for women are light at 
midnight. 

Escal. Come on, mistress: {To Isabella.) here’s 
! a gentlewoman denies all that you have said. 

I . Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke 

I * af; lie re, with the provost. 

i Escal. fa very good time: — speak not you to him 

I till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal Come, sir: did you set these women on 
8 ' ■ fo slander lord Angelo?' they, have"' confess’d ' you 
B . Duke. ’Tis false. [aid, 

Escal . . How..! know you where you are ?. 

Duke. Respect to your great place ! and let the 
■' .'devil , . .. 

Be ■ sometime'.', honour’d for his burning throne 
Where is the duke ? ’tis he should hear me speak. 

Escal. The duke’s in us ; and we will hear you 
Look, yea speak justly. [speak : 




Duke. Boldly, at least : — But, O, poor souhk 
Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox? 

Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust, 
Tims to retort your manifest - appeal, 

And put your trial in the villain’s mouth. 

Which here yon come to accuse. 

Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of 
Escal Why, thou unreverend and unhallow'd 
friar! 

Is‘t not enough, thou hast suborn’d these women 
To accuse this worthy man ; but, in foul mouth, 

And in the witness of his proper ear, 

To call him villain ? 

And then to glance from him to the duke himself; 
To tax him with injustice? Take him hence ; 

To the rack with him : — We’ll touze you joint by 
joint, 

But we will know this purpose. — What! unjust? 

Duke. Be not so hot * K the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own: his subject am I not, 

Nor here provincial: my business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble. 

Till it o’er- run the stew : laws, for all faults ; 

But faults sp countenanc’d, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop. 

As much in foiock as mark. 

Escal Slander to the state ! Away with him to 
prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, signior 
Lucio? 

Is this the man that you did tell ns of? 

Lucio. ’Tis he, my lord.— -Come hither, goodma» 
bald pate : do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
voice : I* met you at the prison, in the absence of 
the duke. 

Lucio. O, did yon so? And do you remember 
what vou said of the duke ? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a 
flesh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then re- 
ported him to be ? 

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me, 
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke 
so of him ; and much more, much worse. 

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck 
thee by the nose, for thy speeches ? 

Duke. I protest I love the duke, as I love my- 
self. 

Ang. Hark; how the villain would close now, 
after his treasonable abuses. 

Escal. Such a follow is not to be talk’d withal:—* 
away with him to prison: — where is the provost? — 
—away with him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon 
him : let him speak no more: — away with those 
giglots too, and with the other confederate com- 
panion. {The Provost lays hands on the Duke.) 
Duke. Stay, sir; stay aw hde. 

Ang. What! resists he? Help him, Lucio. ^ 
Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; fob, sir: 
why, you bald- pated, lying rascal ! you must be 
hooded, must you? Show your knave's visage, with 
a pox to you . show your sheep- biting face, and be 
hang d an hour! Wiil’t not oft'? ^ [Duke.) 
[Pulls off 1 the Friar's hood , ana discovers the 
Duke. Thou art the fir^t knave, that e’er made * 
duke. — 

First, provost, let me bail these gentle three i — 
Sneak not away, sir ; {to Lucio.) for the friar and von 
Must have a word anon: — lay hold on him. 

Lucio. This may prove 'worse than hanging. 
Duke, What you have spoke, I pardon ; sit yoa 
down.— [To Escalus ' 

I We’ll borrow place oi him.— S>, by your leave £ 

| - {To Angelo y 

j Hast thou or word, or wit, or im udence, . J 

That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast. 


1 
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Rely upon it till my tale be heard. 

Ana hold no longer out , 

Ang. 0 my dread lord, 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 

To think. I can be undiscernible. 

When I perceive, your grace, like power divine. 
Hath look’d upon my passes : then, good prince. 

No longer session hold upon my shame. 

But let my trial he mine own confession ; 

Immediate sentence then, and sequent death, 

Is all the grace 1 beg. 

Puke. Come hither, Mariana : — 

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman ? 

Ann. I was, my lord. 

Ditke. Go take her hence, and marry her in- 
stantly — 

Do yon the office, friar; which consummate, 

Return him here again : — Go with him, provost. 
[Exeunt Angelo , Mariana, Peter and Provost. 
EscaL My lord, t am more amazd at his dis- 
honour, 

Than at the strangeness of it. 

Puke. Come hither, Isabel: 

Your friar is now your prince : as 1 was then 
Advertising, and holy to your business, 

Not changing heart with habit, I am still 
Attorney’d at your service. 

Isab. 0, give itie pardon, 

That 1, your vassal, have employ'd and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty. 

Puke. You are pardon’d, Isabel: 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 

Your brother's death, l know, sits at your heart ; 
And yon may marvel, why l obscur’d myself, 
Labouring to save his life; and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power. 

Than let him so be lost : O, most kind maid. 

It was the swift, celerity of his death, 

Which I did think with slower foot came on, 

That brain’d my purpose : but, peace be with hini! 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 

Re-enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost. 
Isab. I do, my lord. 

Puke. For this new- married man, approaching 
here. 

Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake: but as he adjudged your 
brother, 

(Being criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach, 

Thereon dependent, for your brother’s life,) 

The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue. 

An Angelo for Claudio , death for death. 

Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Measure. 
Then, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested; 

Which though thou wouldsi deny, denies thee 
vantage : 

We do condemn thee to the very block, 

Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like 
haste ; 

Away with him, 

r Mari. 0, my most gracious lord, 

I hope you will not mock me with a husband ! 
Puke. It is your husband mock’d you with a 
husband : 

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit; else imputation. 

For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And chuke yonr good to come : for iiis ; possessions. 
Although by confiscation they are ours. 

We do instate and widow you withal. 

To buy you a better husband. 

■_ Mari. O. my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 


Puke. Never crave him ; we are definitive. 

Mari. Gentle, my liege, — {Kneeling. t 

Duke.' " You chi but lose your labour: 

Away with him to death. — Now, sir, to you. 

{To Lucio.) 

Mari. 0, my good lord!— Sweet Isabel, take 
my part; 

Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I’ll lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her: 
Should she kneel dowu in mercy of this fact, 

Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break. 

And take her hence in horror. 

Mari. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ; 

Hold up your hands, say nothing, I’ll speak all. 

They say, best men are moulded out of fau ts ; 

And. for the most, become much more the better 
For being a. little bad : so may my husband. 

0, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death. 

Isab. Most bounteous sir, 

{Kneeling.} 

Look, i c it please you, on this man condemn’d. 

As if my brother liv'd : I partly think, 

A due sincerity govern'd his deeds, 

’Till he did look on me ; since it is so, 

Let. him not die : my brother had but justice. 

In that he did the thing for which he died : 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertake his bad intent ; 

And must be buried but as an intent 

That perish'd by the way : thoughts are no subjects; 

Intents but merely thoughts. 

Mari. Merely, my lord. 

Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable ; stand up, I say.— 
I have bethought me of another fault : — 

Provost, how came it, Claudio was be_eaded 
At an unusual hour? 

Prov. It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed ?■ 
Prov . No, my good lord; it was by private 
message. 

Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office : 
Give up your keys. 

Prov. ' Pardon me, noble lord: 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not ; 

Yet did repent me, after more advice: 

For testimony whereof one in the prison. 

That should by private order else have died, 

I have reserv’d alive. 

Duke. What’s he ? 

Prov. His name is Barnardine. 

Duke. I would thou had’st done so by Claudio.- 
Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him, 

[Exit Provost . 

EscaL I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, lord Angelo, have still appear’d, 

Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood. 

And lack of temper’d judgment afterwards. 

Ang. I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure ! 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart, 

That I crave death more willingly than mercy ; 

’Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it. 

Re-enter Provost, Barnardine, Claudio, and 
Juliet. 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine ? 

Prov. This, my lord 

Duke. There was a friar told me of this man 
Si rral», thou art said to hav e a stubborn soul. 

That apprehends no further than this world, 

And squar’st thy life according. Thou’it condemn 9 *! 
But for those earthly .faults, l quit them all | 
t And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come : — ——Friar, ad* ise him ; 

I leave him to your hand. — What muffled fellow’* 
that ? ' 

Prov. This is another prisoner, that I sav’d. 

That should have died when Claudio lost his h 


Scene 2. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


As like almost to Claudio, as himself. 

{UnmuMes Claudio.} 
Duke, If he he like your brother, (To Isabella,) 
# firms sake 

Is he pardon'd ; and, for your lovely sake, 

Give me your hand, and say you will be mine, 

He is my brother too ; but fitter time for that. 

By this, lord Angelo perceives lie's safe ; 

Methinks, 1 see a quickening in his eye ; — 

Weil, Angelo, your evil quits you well: 

Look that you love your wife ; her worth, worth 
I find an apt remission in myself: [yours. — 

And yet liere’s one in place 1 cannot pardon : — 
You, sirrah, (To Lucto.) that knew me fora fool, 
a coward, 

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman ; 

Wherein have ! so deserv’d of you, 4 
That you extol me thus? 

Lucia. ’ Faith my lord, I spoke it but according 
to the trick : if you will hang me for it, you may, 
but! had rather it would please you, I might be 
whipp'd. 

Duke, Whipp'd first, sir, and bang’d after. — 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city ; 

Ii any woman’s wrong’d by this lewd fellow, 

[As I have heard him swear himself, there’s one 
Whom he begot with child,) let her appear. 

And he shall marry her; the nuptial finish'd* 


Let him be whipp’d and hang’d. 

Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not marry me 
to a whore ! Your highness said even now-, I made 
yon a duke; good my lord, do not recompense me 
in making me a cuckold. 

Duke, 'Upon mine honour, thou shaft marry her. 
Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits -Take hm* to prison : 

And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke . Slandering a prince deserves it— 

She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you restore.— 
Joy to you, Mariana! — love her, Angelo; 
l have confess’d her, and I know her virtue. — 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy muchgoodne 
There’s more behind, that is more g ratu bite. 
Thanks, provost, for thy care, and secrecy; 

We shall employ thee in a worthier places- 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozioe for Claudio’s; 

The ollence pardons itself. — Dear Isabel, 

I have a motion much imports your good : 

Whereto, if you'll a willing ear incline. 

What’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine:— 
So, bring us to our palace ; where we'll show 
What’S yet behind, that’s meet you all should know. 

\EximkU 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


This play may be justly said to contain two of the most sprightly characters that Shakspeare ever drew. The wit, 
the humourist, the gentleman, and the soldier, are combined in Benedick. It is to be lamented, indeed, that the 
first and most splendid of these distinctions, is disgraced by unnecessary profaneness; for the goodness of his heart 
is hardly sufficient to atone for the license of his tongue. The too sarcastic levity, which flashes out m the conver- 
sation of Beatrice, may be excused on account of the steadiness and friendship so apparent in her behaviour, when 
she urges her lover to risk his life by a challenge to Claudio. In the conduct of the fable, however, there is an 
imperfection similar to that which Dr. Johnson has pointed out in The Merry Wives of Windsor ,— the second con- 
trivance is less ingenious than the first:— or, to speak more plainly, the same incident is become stale by repetition. 
I wish some other method had been found to entrap Brat rice, than that very one which before had been success- 
fully practised on Benedick. Much Ado About Nothing (as I understand from one of Mr. Vert ue s MSS.) formerly 
passed under the title of Benedick and Bea rix. Metrung the player received, on the 20th of May, 1013, the sum of 
forty pounds, and twenty pounds more as his majesty's gratuity, ibr exhibiting six plays at Hampton Court, among 
which was this comedy. Steevens . 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


DON PEDRO, Prince of Arragon. 

DON JOHN, his bastard Brother. 

CLAUDIO, a young Lord of Florence , favourite to 
Doit Pedro. 

BENEDICK, a young Lord of Padua , favourite likewise 
of Don Pedro. 

LEON A TO, Governor of Messina. 

ANTONIO, his Brother. 

BALTH AZAR, Servant to Don Pedro. 


CONRADJEp’ C FolloV)ers M Von John . 


VERGES^"’ } two foolish Officers. 

A Sextan, 

A Friar. 

A Boy. 

HERO, Daughter to Leonato , 

BEATRICE, JNiece to Leonato , 

URSULA^ | Gentlewomen attending on Hero. 
Messengers, Watch, and Attendants, 


Scene, — Messina . 






ACT I. 

Scene I . — Before Leonato’’ s House. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, with 
a Messenger. 

Leon. I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is veiy near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off, when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action ? 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, \yhen the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young Flo- 
rentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro : he hath borne himself 
beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure 
of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, 
better bettered expectation, than you must expect 
of me to tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
Very much glad of it. 

Mess I have already delivered him letters, and 
there apuears much joy in him ; even so much, that 
joy could not show itself modest enough without a 
badge of bitterness. 

Leon. he break out into tears ? 

Mess. In great measure. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness: there are 
no faces truer than those that are so washed. How 
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at 
weeping? 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Mtratanto returned 
from the wars, or no ? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there was 
none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niev.-.e ? 

Hero . My cousin means signior Benedick of 
Padua. ^ [he was. 

Mess. 0, he is returned ; and as pleasant as ever 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and 
challenged Cupid at the flight; and my uncle’s fool, 
reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and 
challenged him at the bird-bolt. — I pray you, how 
many hath he killed and eateu in these wars? But 
how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised to 
eat all of his killing. 

^ # 1 


Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick to« 
much ; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp to 
eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an 
excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat . And a good soldier to a lady ; — but what is 
he to a lord ? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed 
with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a 
stuffed man: but for the stuffing, — Well, we are 
all mortal. 

Leon . You must not, sir, mistake my niece ; there 
is a kind of me rry war betwixt signior Benedick and 
her: they never meet, but there is a skirmish of wit 
between them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our last 
conflict four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the old man governed with one : so that i 
he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let hir* 
bear it for a difference between himself and his 
horse : for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be 
known a reasonable creature.— -Who is his compa- 
panion now? He hath every month a new' sworu 
brother. 

Mess. Is it possible? 

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith but 
as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with the 
next block. [books. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your 

Beat. No: an he were, I would burn my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion? Is there no 
young squarer now, that will make a voyage with 
him to the devil? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord! he will hang upon him like 
disease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence 
and the taker runs presently mad. God help th 
noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, it 
will cost him a thousand pouna ere he be cured 

Mess, i will hold friends with you, lady 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 


Scene 1. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


93 


Enter Don Pedro, attended hij Balthazar and 
others, Don John, Claudio, and Benedick. 


D. Pedro . Good signior Leonato, you are come 
to meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is to 
avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the 
likeness of your grace : for trouble being gone, com- 
fort should remain; but, when you depart from me, 
sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

1). Pedro. You embrace your charge too wil- 
lingly. — I think , this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Be?ie. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her ? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a 
child. 

D. Pedro . You have it full. Benedick: we may 
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, 
the lady fathers herself: — Be happy, lady! for you 
are like an honourable father. 

Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders, for ail Messina, 
as like him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking, si- 
gnior Be ledick ; nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet 
living? ' . ■ _ ■ ^ ' ■■ . ■ ^ ’ 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while she 
hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick ? 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come 
in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat : — But it is 
certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : 
and I would I could find in my heart, that I had not 
a hard heart; for, truly, I love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women ; they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I 
thank God, and my cold blood, I am of your humour 
for that ; i had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, 
than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ! 
so some gentleman or other shall ’scape a predesti- 
nate scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching Could not make it worse, an 
’twere such a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast 
of yours. 

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of your 
tongue; and so good a continuer: but keep your 
wav o’ God’s name ; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick ; I know 
you of old. 

_ D. Pedro . This is the sum of all : Leonato, — 
signior Claudio, and signior Benedick,— -my dear 
friend Leonato hath invited you all. I tell him, we 
shall stay her* at the least a month ; and he heartily 
prays some occasion rnay detain us longer : I dare 
swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 
forsworn. — Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being 
reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe you all 
duty. 

D. John . I thank you : I am not of many words, 
but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go to- 
gether. [Exeunt all hut Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter 
■■ of signior Leonato ? : ' 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady? 

Bene. Do you question me as an honest man 
should do, for my sirrmle true judgment ; or would 
you have me fpeak after my custom, as being a 
professed tyrant to their sex f 

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment 

Bene. Why, i’faiih, methinks she is too low for 
a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too 
little* for a great praise: only this commendation I 


can afford her; that were she other (ban she Is, she 
were unhandsome; and being no other but as she is, 
I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou tlfmkest I am in sport ; I pray thee, 
tell me truly how thou Hkest her. . [her? 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after 

Claud. Can the world biry such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But sneak 
you this with a sad brow? or do you play the flou 
ing Jack; to tell us Cupid is a good hare -finder an 
Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key aha 
a man take you, to go in the song? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady tba 
ever I looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see 
no such matter : there’s her cousin, an she were 
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in 
beauty, as the first of May doth the last of Decem- 
ber. But I hope you have no intent to turn hus- 
band ; have you? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this, i’faiih ? Hath not the 
world one man, but he will wear his cap with sus- 
picion? Shall I never see a bachelor of threescore 
again ? Go to, i’faiih : an thou wilt needs thrust thy 
neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh 
away Sundays. Look, Don redro is returned to 
seek you. 


Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that 
you followed not to Leona to’s? [to tell. 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear. Count Claudio : I can be secret 
as a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on 
my allegiance, — mark you this, on my allegiance : 
—'he is in love. With who? — now that is your 
grace’s parti— Mark, how short his answer is; — 
with Hero, Leonato’s short daughter. 

Claud. If’ this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : u it is not so, 
nor ’twas not so ; but, indeed, God forbid it should 
be so.” 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is 
very well worthy. 

Claud. Yon speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, 1 speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene . And, by my, two faiths and troths, my lord, 
I spoke mine. 

Claud. That T love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she * should be 
loved, nor know how she should be wo;dhy v is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me; 1 will die 
in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in 
the despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but 
in the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me,J thank her; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most 
humble thanks : but that I will have a recheat 


winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle in an 
invisible baldrick, all women shall ) 


, pardon me : 

because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust 
any, 1 will do myself the right to trust none ; and the 
fine is (for the which 1 may go the finer), I will live 
a bachelor. [with love. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pule 
Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, 
my lord ; not with love : prove, that ever I lose more 
blood with love, than I will get again with drinking, 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker’s pen, and 
hang me up at the door of a brothel -house, tor the 
sign of blind Cupid. 
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D. Pedro. Well, if e ver thou dost fall from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument 
Bene, If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
shoot at me : and he that hits me, let him be clapped 
on the shoulder, and called Adam. 

D. Pedro, Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage hid! doth hear the yoke . 

Bene, The savage bull may; but if ever the sen- 
sible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns, 
and set them in my forehead: and let me be vilely 
painted; and in such great letters as they write. 
Mere is good horse to hire , let them signify under 
my sign,— here you may see Benedick the married 
man. 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou would’st 
be horn mad. 

B. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
uiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 
Bene. I took for an earthquake too then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the 
hours. In the mean time, good signior Benedick, 
repair to Leonato’s ; commend me to him, and tell 
him, l will not fad him at supper; for, indeed, he 
hath made great preparation. 

Bene. 1 have almost matter enough in me for such 
an embassage; and so I commit you — v 

Claud. To the tuition of God : from my house, 
(if I had if) — . [Benedick. 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July: your loving friend, 
Bene. Nav. mock not, mock not: the body of 
your discourse is some time guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither : 
ere yon flout old ends any further, examine your 
conscience : and so I leave you, [Mxit. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me 
good. . [how, 

1). Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it but 
And thou shall see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she’s his only heir : 
Dost thou afiect her, Claudio ‘l 
Claud. O, my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 

I lock'd upon her with a soldier’s eye, 

That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 

But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 

Saving. 1 lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

2>. Pedro. Thou wilt be Hke a lover presently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 

And I will break with her, and with her father. 

And thou shall have her : Was’t not to this end, 

That thou kegan’st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love. 

That know love’s grief bv his complexion! 

But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would have sal v* d it with a longer treatise. 

JD. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood ? 

The fairest grant is the necessity : 

Look, what will serve, is fit : ’tis once, thou lov’st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know, we shall have revelling to night; 

I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom IT! unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her father will I break; 

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine: 

In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A Room in Leonato's House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Leon. I low now, brother ? Where is my cousin, 
your son ? Hath he -provided this music ? 


Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, I con 
tell you strange news that you yet dreamed not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but they have a 
good cover, they shew well outward. The urines 
and Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley 
in ray orchard, were thus much overheard by a man 
of mine: the prince discovered tu Claudio, that he 
loved my niece your daughter, and meant to ac- 
knowledge it this night in a dance; and, if he found 
her accordant, be meant to take the present time by 
the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon . Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow : I will send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till it 
appear itself: — but I will acquaint my daughter 
withal, that she may be the better prepared for an 
answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you, and 
tell her of it. ( Several persons cross the stage.) 
Cousins, you know what you have to do. — 0,1 cry 
you mercy, friend ; you go with me, and l will use 
your skill:— good cousins, have a care this busy 
time. [Exeunt 

Scene III. — Another Room in Leonato's House. 

Enter Don John and Comrade, 

Con. What the gotijere, my lord ! why are you 
thus out of measure sad ? 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds it, .therefore the sadness is without limit 

Con. You should hear reason. 

D . John. And, when I have heard it, what bless- 
ing bringeth it ? • [ferance. 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf- 

D. John. I wonder, that thou, being (as thou 
sav’st thou art) born under Saturn, goest about to 
apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I 
cannot hide what I am: I must be sad, when 1 have 
cause, and smile at no man’s jests; eat when I have 
stomach, and wait for no man’s leisure ; sleep, when 
I am drowsy, and tend to no man’s business; laugh 1 
when I am merry, and claw no man in his humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show 
of this, till you may do it without controlment 
You have of late stood out against your brother, 
and he hath, ta’en you newly into his grace ; where 
it is impossible yon should take true root, but by 
the fair weather that you make yourself: it is need- 
ful that you frame the season for your own harvest. 

D. John. \ had rather be a canker in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace: and it better fits my blood 
to be disdain’d of all, than to fashion a carriage to 
rob love from any: in this, though I cannot be said 
to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied, 
that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with 
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog; therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage : .if 1 had my 
mouth, I would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would 
do my liking : in the mean time, let me be that I 
aui, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of yonr discontent ? 

D. John . 1 make all use of it, for I use it only 
— Who comes here ? What news, Borachio? 

Enter Borachio. 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper; the 
prince, yonr brother, is royally entertained by Leo- 
nato ; and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build 
mischief on ? What is he for a fool, that betroth* 
himself to unquietness? 

Bom. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand, 

D. John. Who ? the most exquisite Claudio? 

Bora. Even he. 

D. John. A proper squire ! and who, and who? 
which way looks he ? [Leonato. 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heiir o| 

D. John. A very forward March chick! How 
came you to this ? • . ..V j. \ 
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Mora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I w as 
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad conference : I whipfc 
me behind the arras; and there heard it agreed 
open, that the prince should woo Hero for himself, 
and having obtained her, give her to count Claudio. 
D. John. Come, come, let us thither ; this may 
rove food to my displeasure : that young start-up 
ath all the glory of my overthrow; if I can cross 
him any way, I bless myself every way : you are 
both sure, and will assist me? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

I). John. Let ns to the great supper ; their cheer 
the greater, . that 1 am subdued : 'would the cook 
ere of my mind ! — Shall we go prove what’s to be 
ne ? 

Bora . We’ll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 


Scene I. — A Mali in Leonato's House. 

Enter JLeonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and 
' others , 

Leon. Was not count John here at supper ? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I never 
can see him, but 1 am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero . He is of a very .melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made 
just in the mid-way between him and Benedick : 
the one is too like an image, and says nothing ; and 
the other, too like my lady’s eldest son, evermore 
tattling. 

Leon. Then half signior Benedick’s forigue in 
count John’s mouth, an 1 half count John’s melan- 
choly in signior Benedick’s face,—* 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his purse, such a man would 
win any woman in the world, — if he could get her 
good will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee 
a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith she is too curst 

Beat. Too curses more than curst : I shall les- 
sen God’s sending that way : for it is said, God 
sends a curst cow short horns ; but to a cow too 
curst lie sends none. < [no horns. 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you 

Beat. Just, if be send me no husband; for the 
which blessing, I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening : Lord ! I could not endure a 
husband with a beard on his face ; I had rather lie 
in tne woollen. [no beard. 

Leon. Yort may light upon a husband that hath 

Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him in 
my apparel, and. make him my waiting gentlewo- 
man ? He that hath a beard is more than a youth ; 
and he that hath no beard, is less than a man : and 
he that is more than a youth, is not for me ; and he 
that is less than a man, I am not for him : there- 
fore I will even take sixpence in earnest of the 
bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon. Well then, go you into hell ? 

Beat. No ; but to the gate ; and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on 
his head, and say. Get you to heaven, Beatrice , get 
you to heaven ; here $ no place for you maids : so 
deliver I up my apes, and away to Saint Peter for 
the heavens: he shews me where the bachelors sit, 
and there live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant. Well, niece [to Hero.) I trust, you will be 
tuled by vour father. 

Beat . Yes, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to make 
courtesy, and say, Father, as it please you but 
yet for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fel- 
low,, or else make another courtesy, and say. Father, 
as it please me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fittref with a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other metal 


than earth. Would it not grieve a woman it* be 
over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust? to make 
an account of her lile to a clod of wayward marl ? 
No, uncle, Til none : Adam’s sons are my brethren; 
and truly, 1 hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, re meiuber what f told you : if 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if 
you be not woo’d in good time: if tne prince be 
too important, tell him, there is measure in every 
thing, and s«» dance out the answer. For hear me. 
Hero; wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first 
suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig*, and full as 
fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a 
measure full of state and ancientry ; and then comes 
repentance, and, with his bad legs, falls into the 
cinque-pace faster and faster, till "he sink into his 
grave. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 
Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church 
by day-light. 

Leon. The revellers are entering; brother, make 
good room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal- 
thazar ; Don John, Borachio, Margaret, 
Ursula, and others , masked. 

D. Pedro . Lady, will you walk about with your 
friend ? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
say nothing, 1 am yours for the walk ; and, espe- 
cially, when 1 AVi.dk away. 

D. Pedro - With me in your company? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so? 

Hero . When 1 like your favour; for God defend, 
the lute should be like the case! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof; within 
the house is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatch’d. 
D. Pedro . Speak low, if you speak love. 

( Takes her aside.) 

Bene. Well, ! would you did like me. 

Mary. So would not I, for your own sake ; for. I 
have many ill q laiities. 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Mary. I say my prayers aloud. [Amen. 

Bene. I !o*e you the better; the hearers may cry, 
Mary. God match me with a good dancer I 
Balth. Amen. 

Mary. And God keep him out of my sight, when 
the dance is done ! — Answer, cleik. 

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is answered. 
Urs. I know you well enough ; you are signior 
Antonio. * ' “ 

Ant. At a word, ! am not. 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head. 
Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless 
i you were the very man : here’s his dry hand up 
I and down ; yon are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit? Can virtue hide itself? 
Go to, mum, you are he : graces will appear, and 
there’s an e»»d. 

Beat Will yon not tell me who told you so? 
Bene. No, you shall pardon rue. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are? 
Bene. Not now. . 

Beat. That 1 was di>d dnful, — and that I had my 
good wit out of the Hundred merry Tales ; — Well 
this was signior Benedick that said so. 

Bene. W n»t*s he ? 

Beat lam s'-re. you knew him well enough* 
Bene. Not i, believe me. 

Beat D.d he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he* 
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Beat, Why, he is the prince’s jester : a very dull 
fool ; only his gift is in devising impossible slanders : 
none but libertines delight in him ; and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villanv ; for 
he both please th men and angers them, and then 
they laugh at him, and beat him : l am sure he is 
in the fleet : l would he had boarded me. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, I’ll tell him 
what you say. 

Beat. Do, do: he’ll but break a comparison or 
two on me; which, perad venture, not marked, or 
not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy and 
then there's a partridge’ wing saved, lor the fool 
will eat no supper that night. ( Music within .) We 
must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. # (Dance .) > 

[Exeunt all hut Don John , BoracMo, and Claudio. 

D. John . Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with him 
about it: the ladies follow her, and but one visor 
remains. # [bearing. 

Bora. And that is Claudio: I know him by his 
D. John. Are not. you signior Benedick? 

Claud. You know me well ; I am he. 
f). John. Signior, you are very near my brother 
in his love : he is enamour’d on Hero ; l pray you, 
dissuade him from her, she is no equal for his birth : 
you may do the part of an honest man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her? 

D. John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would 
marry her to-night 

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet 

[ Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 
Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. — 
’Tis certain so ; — the prince wooes for himself. 
^Friendship is constant in all other things. 

Save in the office and affairs of love : 

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself. 

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch, 

Against whose charms faith rnelteth into blood. 

This is an accident of hourly proof. 

Which I mistrusted not : farewell, therefore, Hero l 

Re-enter Benedick. 




Bene. Count Claudio? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of ? About your neck, like an usurer’s chain? 
or under your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf? You 
must wear it one way, for the prince hath got your 
Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that’s spoken like an honest drover ; 
so they sell bullocks. But did you think the prince 
would have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene . Ho! now you strike like the blind man ; 
’twas the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll beat 
the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I’ll leave you. [Exit. 

Bene. Alas! poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep 

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should 

know me, and not know me! The prince’s fool ! — 
Hal it may be, I go under that title, because I am 
merry.— Yea; but so: I am apt to do myself 
wrong: I am not so reputed ; it is the base, the 
bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the world 
nto her person, and so gives me out. Well, I’ll be 
revenged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro, Hero, and Leonato. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count? 
Did you see him ? 
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Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told 
him true, that your grace had got the good will ol 
this young lady ; and I offered him my company to 
a willow tree, either to make him a garland, as being 
forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 

D. Pedro . To be whipped ! What’s his fault? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a schoe* boy ; 
who, being overjoy’d with finding a bird’3 nest, 
shews it his companion, and he steals it. 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ? 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had 
been made, and the garland too; for the garland 
he might have worn himself ; and the rod he might 
have bestow’d on you, who, as X take it, have .stol’n 
his bird’s nest. 

D. Pedro. X will but teach them to sing, and 
restore them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my 
faith, you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to 
you ; the gentleman, that danced with her, told 
her she is much wronged by you. 

. Bene. 0 , she misused me past the endurance of 
a block; an oak, but with! one green leaf on it, 
would have answer’d her; my very visor began to 
assume life, and scold with her : she told me, not 
; thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince’s 
jester ; that I was duller than a great thaw ; huddling 
jest upon jest, with such impossible conveyance, 
upon me, that I stood like a man at a mark, with a 
whole army shooting at me : she speaks poniards, 
and every word stabs : if her breath were as terrible 
as her terminations, there were no living near her, 
she would infect to the north star. I would uot 
marry her, though she were endowed with all that 
Adam had left him before he transgressed : she 
would have made Hercules have turned spit ; yea, 
and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, 
talk not of her ; you shall find her the infernal Ate in 
good apparel. I would to God, some scholar would 
conjure her ; for, certainly, while she is here, a man 
may live as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary ,• and 
people sin upon purpose, because they would go 
thither ; so, indeed, all disquiet, horror, and per 
turbation follow her. 

Re-enter Cr , audio and Beatrice. 

D. Ped?'o . Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service 
to the world’s end ? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send 
me on; I will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the 
farthest inch of Asia ; bring you the length of Frester 
John’s foot ; fetch you a hair off the great Cham’s 
beard; do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather 
than hold three words’ conference with tliis harpy ; 
you have no employment for me ? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company 

Bene. O God, sir, here’s a dish 1 love not; I cam 
not endure my lady Tongue, -[Exit 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and 
I gave him use for it, a double heart for his single 
one : marry, once before, he won it of me with false 
dice, therefore your grace may well say , I have lost it 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you 
have put him down. 

Beat. So I would not he should do me, mv lord, 
lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have 
brought count Claudio, whom yon sent me to seek. 

D. Pedro . Why, how now, count ? wherefore are 

Claud. Not sad, ray lord. * fyou sad? 

D. Pedro. How then? Sick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat , The count is neither sad, nor sick, nojr 
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merry, nor well . bat civil, counts; civil as an orange, 
and something of that jealous complexion. 

D. Pedro . I’faith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true; though, I’ll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is 
false. Here. Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, 
and fair Hero is won; I have broke with her father, 
and his good will obtained : name the day of mar- 
r age, and God give thee joy ! 

Leon , Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
ter my fortunes ; his grace hath made the match, and 
11 grace say Amen to it! 

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your due. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I 
were but little happy, if I could say how muck — 
Lady, as you are m me, I am yours: I give away 
myself for you, and dote upon the exchange* 

Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop his 
month with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

1). Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 
Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy side of care : my cousin tells him in 
his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance! — Thus goes every 
one to the woild but I, and 1 am sun-burned ; I may 
sit in a corner, and cry, heigh-ho! for a husband. 

D+ Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat I would rather have one of your father’s 
getting: hath your grace ne’er a brother like you? 
Your father got excellent husbands, if a maid could 
come by them. 

I ) . Pedro . Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working-days : your grace is too costly to wear 
every day ;* — But, I beseech your grace, pardon me ; 

I was born to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

B. Pedro. ’’St our silence most offends me, and to 
be merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, you 
were born in a merry hour. 

Beat No, sure, my lord, my mother cry’d ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was I 
born.—- Cousins, God give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grace’s 
pardon. [Exit Beatrice, j 

j 0. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 
Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element iu 
her, my lord : she is never sad, but when she sleeps ; j 
and not ever sad then, for I have heard my daughter j 
say, she hath often dreamed of unhappiness, aqd 
waked herself with laughing. [band. | 

J) . Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a hus- 
Leon. O, by no means; she mocks all her wooers 

out of suit. [ dick. 

J). Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Bene- 
Leon. O lord, my lord, if they were but a week 
married, they would talk themselves mack 
I). Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go 
to church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord ; time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites. 

Leon . Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-night: and a time too brief too, to 
have all things answer my mind. 

jD. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a 
breathing ; but I warrant thee, Claudio, the tune 
shall not go dully by us ; I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules’ labours ; which is, to 
bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice into a 
mountain of affection, the one with the other. I 
would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but to 
fashion it, if you three will but minister such assist- 
ance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me 
ten nights’ watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

]}. Pedro . And you too, gentle Hero? 

HetoJL' will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 


D. Pedro . And Benedick is not the unhopefullest 
husband that I know : thus far can I praise him ; he 
is of a noble strain, of approved valour, and con- 
firmed honesty. I will teach you how to humour your 
cousin, that she shall fall in love with Benedick : — 
and I, with your two helps, will so practise on Bene- 
dick, that, in despite of his quick wit and his queasy 
stomach, he shall fall in love with Beatrice. If we 
can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer ; his glory 
shall be ours, tor we are the only love-gods. Go in 
with me, and I will tell you my drift. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another Room in Leonato's Eh use. 

Enter Bon John and Borachio. 

J). John. It is so; the count Claudio shall ma 
the daughter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord, but I can cross it 
B. John. Any bar, any cross, any impedim 
will be medicinable to me ; I am sick in displeasure 
him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his affecti 
ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross 
marriage? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly, 
that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

B. John. Shew me briefly how. 

Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the wait- 
ing-gentlewoman to Hero. 

D . John. I remember. 

. Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady’s chamber- 
window. (this marriage ? 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of 
Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tel* 
him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying 
the renowned Claudio (whose estimation do you 
mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such a one 
as Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : look you 
for any other issue ? , 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
anv thing. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, that 
you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal 
both to the prince and Claudio, as— in love of your 
brother’s honour, who hath made this match ; and 
his friend’s reputation, who is thus iike to be cozened 
with the semblance of a inaid, — that you have dis- 
covered thus. They will scarcely believe this with- 
out trial: offer them instances; which shall bear no 
less likelihood, than to see me at her chamber- win- 
dow; hear me call Margaret, Hero; hear Margaret 
term me Borachio: and bring them, to see this, the 
very night before the intendea wedding: for, in the 
mean time, I will so fashion the matter, that Hero 
shall be absent; and there shall appear such seem- 
ing truth of Hero’s disloyalty, th&t jealousy shall be 
call’d assurance, and all the preparation overthrown. 

B. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can 
I will p:*t it in practice : be cunning in the working 
this, anti thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be yon constant in ti e accusation, and my 
cunning shall not shame me. 

B. John. I will presently o learn their day o* 
marriage. - ■■ . p . {Exeunt 

Scene III. — Ltonaids Carden. 

Enter Benemck and a Boy. 

Bene. Boy, — 

Boy. Signior, 

Bene. In my chamber- window lies a book; bring 
it hither to me in the orchard. 

| Boy. I am hejre already, sir 

Bene. I know that; but I would have thee hence, 
[ and here again. [Exit Boy.] — I do much wonder, 
that one man seeing how much another man is a 
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fool when he dedicates Ins behaviours to love, will, 
after he hath laughed at such shallow folia! a in others, 
become the argument of his own scorn, bv failing in 
love : and such a man is Claudio. I have known, 
when there was no music with him but the drum 
and fife, and now had he rather hear the tabor aim 
the pipe : I have known, when he would have walked 
ten mile a*foot, to see a good armour; and now will 
he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a 
new doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to 
the purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier; and 
now is he turn’d orthographer; his words are a ven 
fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
Mayl be so converted, and see with these eyes? 
I cannot tell; I think not: I will not be sworn, but 
love may transform me to an oyster; but I’ll take 
my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, lie 
shall never make me such a fool. One woman is 
fair; yet I am well: another is wise; yet I am well : 
another virtuous ; yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in my 
grace. Rich she shall be, that’s certain; wise, or I’ll 
none ; virtuous, or I’ll never cheapen her ; fair, or 
I’ll never look on her; mild, or come not near me; 
noble, or not I for an angel ; of good discourse, an 
excellent musician, and her hair shall be of what 
colour it please God. Ha ! the prince and monsieur 
Lovell will hide me in the arbour. {Withdraws.) 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio. 

D. Pedro . Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud. Yea, my good lord: — How still the even- 
ing is, 

As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony 1 

D. Pedro . See you where Benedick hath hid 
himself? 

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music ended, 
We’ll tit the kid fox with a penny-worth.; 

Enter Balthazar, with music. 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we’ll hear that song 
again, 

Balth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

j D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency, 

To put a strange face on his own perfection: — 

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Balth. Because you talk of wooing, 1 will sing; 
Since many a wooer does commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ; 

Yet will he swear, he loves. 

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt bold longer argument, 

Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes, 

There’s not a note of mine, that's worth the noting. 

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets, that he 
speaks ; 

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting! ^ {Music.) 

Bene. Now, Divine air! now is his soul ravished ! 
— Is it not strange, that sheeps’ guts should lmle 
souls out of men’s bodies ? — Well, a horn for my 
money, when all’s done. 

Balthazar sings. 

I. 

Balth Sigh no more , ladies, sigh no more , 

Men ire re deceivers ever ; 

One foot hi sea an t one on shore ; 

, To one thing constant never: 

Then sigh not so, 

But let. them go. 

And he you hi ilke and bonny ; 

Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into , Hey nanny , nonny. 

II. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 
Of dumps so dull and heavy; 

The fraud of men was ever so, 

Since summer first was leavy. 

Then sigh not so, §fc. 


D. Pedro . By my troth ; a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord, 

J). Pedro. Ha ? ao ; no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shift. 

Bene. (Aside.) An he had been a dog, that should 
hue howled thus, they would have hanged him : 
and, I ; ray God, his bad voice bode no mischief! 

1 had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what 
plague could have come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry (to Claudio j; — Dost thou 
hear, Balthazar? I pray thee, get us some excel- 
lent music ; for to- morrow night we would have it at 
the lady Hero’s chamber-window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exeunt Balthasar 
and music.] Come hither, Leonato: what was it 
you t Id me of to-day? that your niece Beatrice was 
m love with signior Benedick? 

Claud. O. ay: — Stalk on, stalk on . the fowl sits. 
(Aside to Pedro.) 1 did never think that lady would 
have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom 
she hath, in all outward behaviours, seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bene. Is’t possible? Sits the wind in that corner? 

(Aside.) 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection, — it is past the infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, she cloth but counterfeit 
Claud. ’Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God ! counterfeit ! There never was coun- 
terfeit of passion came so near the life of passion, as 
she discovers it [she? 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shews 
Claud. Bait the hook well; this lish will bite. 

(Aside.) 

Leon. What effects, tnylord! She will sit you,— 
You heard my daughter tell you how 
Claud, She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? You amait 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been inviu 
cible against all assaults of affection. 

Leon. 1 would have sworn it had, my lord; espe* 
chilly against Benedick. 

Bene. (Aside.) I should think this a gull, but that 
the white- bearded fellow speaks it : knavery cannot, 
sure, hide itself in such reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta’en the infection ; hold it up. 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick? # [torment* 

Leon. No; and swears she never will ; that’s her 
Claud. ’Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : 
Shall I. says she, that have so oft encountered him 
with scorn, write to him that / love him t 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning to 
write to him : for she’ll be up twenty times a night ; 
and there will she sit in her smock, till she have 
writ a sheet of paper: — my daughter tells ns all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re* 
member a pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O! — When she had writ it, and was reading 
it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between 
the sheet? — 

Claud. That. 

Leon. 0 ! she tore the letter into a thousand Half- 
pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so im- 
modest to write to one that she knew would flout 
her : / measure him, says she, by my own spt rit ; for 
l should Jlout him, if he writ to me ; yea, though 
J love him, I should. 

Claud. Then down upon her k nees she f falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, 
curses :— -0 siveet Benedick ! God give me patience! 

Leon. 8he doth indeed; my daughter says so: 
and the eestacy hath so much ovei borne iter, that 
my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des- 
perate outrage to herself: it is very true. 
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I). Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of 
it by some other, if she will not discover it 

Claud. To what end? He would make but a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro. An lie should, it were an alms to hang 
him : she's an excellent, sweet lady; and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

IK Pedro, In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating 
in so tender a body, we have ten proofs .to one, that 
bloat hath the victory. I am sorry for her, as I 
bar * just cause, being her uncle and her guardian. 

P. Pedro. 1 would she had bestowed tuis dotage 
on me; I would have dafTd all other respects, and 
made her half myself : I pray you, tell Benedick of 
it, and hear what he will sav. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud, Hero tninks surely she will die ; for she 
says, she will die, if he love her not; and she will 
die, ere she makes her love known ; and she will die 
if he woo her, rather than she will ’bate one breath of 
her accustomed crossness. ' 

D, Pedro. She doth well : if she should make 
tender of her love, ’tis very possible he'll scorn it; 
far tiie man, as you know ail, hath a contemptible 

Claud. He is a very proper man. {split. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward hap 
pin ss. 

Claud. ’Fore God, and in my mind very wise. 

D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, shew some sparks 
that are like wit 

Leon ... And I take him to be valiant 

JJ. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the 
managing of quarrels you may see he is wise ; lor 
eitm-r he avoids them with great discretion, or un- 
de rt kes them with a most Christian- like fear, 

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep 
peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to euter into 
a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

I). Pedro, And so will he do ; for the man doth 
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him, by some 
large jests he will make. Well, 1 am sorry for your 
niece : shall we go see Benedick, and tell him of her 
lovt- ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord; let her wear it 
out with >ood counsel. 

Leon, N <y, that's impossible; she may wear her 
heart tint first. 

D. Pedro. Well, we’ll hear further of it by your 
daughter: let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well; and I eould wish he would modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unworthy so good a 
lady. 

Leon. My lord, wall you walk? dinner is ready. 

Claud. If lie do not doat on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. {Aside.) 

D. Pedro . Let tliere be the same net spread for 
her; and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another’s dotage, aud no such 
matter; that’s the scene that I would see, which will 
be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to call 
him in to dinner. [Aside.) 

[Exeunt Don Pedro t Claudio , and Leunato. 

/ Benedick advances from the arbour . 

Bene. This can be no trick; the conference was 
sadly borne, — They have the truth of this from Hero, 
''They seem to pity the lady; it seems, her affections 
have their fuU bent. Love me! why, it must be i e- 
quited. I liear how I am censured : they say, I will 
bear myself proudly, if 1 perceive the luve_ come 
from her ; they say too, that site will rather die than 
give any sign of affection. — 1 did never think to 
marry :— I must not seem prouo : — Happy ara they, 
that hear their detractions, and can put them to 
mending. Tney say, the lady is fair; ’tis a truth, I 
yfee ar them witness.; and virtuous; — ’tis so, I 
. reprove it ; and wise, but for loving me — 


By my troth, it is no addifion to her wit;— nor no 
great argument of her folly, for l will be horribly in 
Jove with her. — I may chance have some odd qniiks 
and remnants of wit broken on me, because 1 have 
railed so long agaiust marriage : but doth not the 
appetite alter? A man loves the meat in bis youth, 
that he cannot endure in his age ; shall quips, and 
sentences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe 
a man from the career of his humour? No: the world 
must be peopled. When I said, I would die a ba- 
chelor, i did not think I should live till 1 were 
married. — Here comes Beatrice ; by this day, she 7 * 
a fair lady ; 1 do spy some marks ot love in her 

Enter Beatrice 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you com* 
in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pain*. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, tiian 
you take pains to thank me; if it had been painful* 

I would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure in the message? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon 
a knife’s point, and choke a daw withal You have 
no stomach, signior ; fare you well. [Exit. 

Bene. Ha ! A yams t my will / am sent to bid you 
come to dinner — there's a double meaning in that. 1 
took 7io more pains for those thanks, than you took 
pains to thank me — that’s as much as to say. Any 
pains that 1 take f or yon is as easy as thanks : — If I 
do not take pity of her, l am a villain ; ifl do not Iovq 
her, 1 am a Jew : I will go get her picture. [Exit, 

ACT III. 

Scene 1. — Leonato's Garden, 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour 
There shall thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the Prince and Claudio : ... * 

Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, arid our whole discourse 
Is all of her; say, that thou overheard’st us; 

And bid her steal into the pleached bower. 

Where honey-suckles. ripen’d by the sun, 

Forbid the sun to enter ; — like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it: — there wilt she hide 
To listen our purpose : this is thy office ; [her, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Mary. I’ll make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
sently. ^ [Exit, 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth cc me. 

As we do trace this alley up and down. 

Our talk must only be of Benedick ; 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice ; of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made. 

That only wounds by hearsay. Now beginj 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, run* 

Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasantest angling is to tee the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the sil ver stream. 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice; who even now 
Is couched In the woodbine coverture ; 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear loaf 
nothing 

Of the false sweet bait, that we lay for it 

[They advance to the bower) 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful; 
i know, her spirits are as coy and wiid 
As haggards of the rock. 

Urs. * But are you sure. 






MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Act III 


That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely? [lord. 
Hero. So* says the prince, and my new-trothed 
Ur s. And did they hid you tell her of it, madam? 
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it : 

B tl persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle with affection. 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. : 

Urs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as lull, as fortunate a bed. 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon? 

Hero . 0 God of love I 1 know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But nature never fram’d a woman’s heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love. 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so; 

Aud therefore, certainly, it were not good,. 

She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur’d. 
But she would spell him backward : if fair faced. 
She’d swear, the gentleman should be her sister; 

If black, why nature, drawing of an antic, 

Made a foul blot ; if tali, a lance ill-headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut: 

If speaking, why, a vane blcwn with all winds ; | 

If silent, why a, block, moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out; 

And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth, 

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is nut commendable. 
Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all fashions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 

But who dare tell her so? If I should speak. 

She’d mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 

Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d lire. 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

It were a better death than die with mocks ; 

Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it; hear what she will say. 
Hero. No; rather I will go to Benedick, 

And counsel him to fight against his passion : 

And, truly. I’ll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : one doth not know. 

How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. 0, do not do vonr cousin such a wrong. 

She cannot be so much without true judgment, 

(Having so swift and excellent a wit. 

As she is priz’d to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

( Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam. 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 

For shape, for bearing, argument and valour. 

Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 
Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. — 
When are you married, madam ? [in ; 

Hero. Why, every day ; — to morrow : come, go 
Ilkshew thee some attires; and have thy counsel. 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs She’s lim’d, I warrant you; we have caught 
her, madam. 

Ilero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 

Beatrice advances . 

Beat. What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell! ana, maiden pride, adieu! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 

And, Benedick, love On, I will requite thee; 


Taming my wild heart to thy loving h and ; 

If thou. dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band : 

For others say, thon dost deserve; and I 
Believe it better than reportingiy. [Exit 

Scene II. — A Room in Leonato’s House. 

Enter Hon Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 
JLeonato. 

jD. Pedro. I do but stay, till your marriage be 
consummate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
the new gloss of your marriage, as to shew a child 
his new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will only 
he bold with Benedick for his company; for, from 
the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is 
all mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid’s bow- 
string, and the little hangman dare not shoot at him: 
he hath a heart as sound as d bell, and his tongue bt 
the clapper ; for what his heart thinks, his tongue 
speaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say I ; methinks, you are sadder. 

Claud. I hope, he be in love. 

B. Pedro.* Hang him, truant ; there’s no true drop 
of blood in him, to be truly touch’d with love : if he 
be sad, he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tooth- ach, 

J). Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it. [ward*. 

| Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
D. Pedro. What! sign for the tooth-ach? 

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but he 
Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. [that has it 
JD. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy ii 
hiui, unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange dis- 
guises ; as, to be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman 
to-morrow; or in the shape of two countries at once, 
as, a German from the waist downward, all slops; 
and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet: 
unless he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears 
he hath, he is no fool* for fancy, as you woula have 
it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs : he . brushes his hat 
o’mornings ; what should that bode ? 

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber’s ? 
Claud. No, but the barber s man hath been seen 
with him; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
already stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by 
the loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet; can 
you smell him out by that ? » 

Claud. That's as much as to say, the sweet 
youth’s in love. [choly. 

H. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his mekn- 
Claud. And when was he wont to wash his free ? 
JD. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, 

I hear what they say of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is mvr 
crept into a lutestring, and now governed bv stops. 

JD. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy%lenfoAhim * 
conclude, conclude, he is in love. *' 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loverhim. 

D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I wfeant, 
one that knows him not 

Claud. Yes, and his, ill conditions ; and, in despib* 
of all, dies for him, [ward*. 

H. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face ub- 
Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-.ach.it- 
Old signior, walk aside with me: I have attqdied 
eight or niije wise words to speak to ydh,twhidh 
these hobby-horses must not hear. frt * l 

[Exeunt Benedick and Lefomto 
L>. Pedro. For my life, to break with him ^booj , 
Beatrice ’ 
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Claud. ’Tis ever, so: Hero and Margaret have by 
this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the 
two nears will not bite one another, when they meet. 


Enter Don John. 


i 


Don John. My lord and brother, God save you. 

D. Pedro . Good den, brother. 

D . John. If your leisure served, I would speak 

D. Pedro. In private ? [with you. 

D. John. If it please you : — yet count Claudio may 
hear ; lor what I would speak of, concerns him. 

D. Pedro. What's the matter? : 

D. John. Means your lordship to be married to- 
morrow ? {To Claudio.) 

D. Pedro . ■ Y on know , ' he does, . 

D, John. I know not that, when he knows what 
I know. ^ ^ [discover it 

Claud. If there be any impediment, 1 pray you, 

■ -:p* John. You may think, l love you not; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now 
will manifest: for my brother, I think, he holds you 
well; and. in ''dearness of heart hath help to effect 
. ■ your ensuing' marriage ; surely, suit ill spent, and 
labour ill bestowed ! 

D. Pedro . Why, what’s tire matter ? 

D. John. I came hither to tell you: and, circum- 
stances shortened (for she hath been too long a talk- 
ing of), the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

D. John. Even she ; Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, 
v ' every man’s Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal? 

D. John. The word is too good to paint out her 
wickedness ; l could say, she were worse ; think you 
of a worse title, and l will fit her to it Wonder 
not, till further warrant; go but with me to-night, 
you shall see her chamber- window entered ; even the 
night before her wedding-day : if yon love her then, 
to-morrow wed her; but it would better fit your 
honour to change your mind. 

Claud May this be so? 

D. Pedro. I will not think it. 

D* John. If you dare not trust that you see, con- 
fess not that you know : if you will follow me, I will 
shew you enough; and, when you have seen more, 
and h^ard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If! see anything to-night why I should 
not matry htfrto morrow; in the congregation, where 
I should wed, there will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, 
I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

D. John. I will disparage her no farther, till you 
are my witnesses: bear it coldly but till midnight, 
and let the issue shew itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 

Claud. O* mischief strangely thwarting! 

p. John. O plague right well prevented ! 

So wiikyou say, when you have seen the sequel. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IIT. — A Street. 


and make no boast of it ; and for your writing and 
reading, let that appear when there is no need o* 



such vanity. You are thought here to he the most 
senseless and fit man for the constable of the watch 
therefore bear you the lantern: this is jour charge; 
you shall comprehend all vagrom men . you are to 
hid any man stand, in the prince’s name. 

3 Watch. How if he will not stand ? ^ 

Dogh. Why, then, take no note of him, but let 


Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch. 
fiogh. Are yon good men and true? 

Verg. Yea. or else it were pity but they should 
Suffer sanation, body and soul. 

Dogh. Nay, that were a punishment too good for 
them, if they should Wve any allegiance in them, 
being, $g|u)seu for the price’s watch, 
i ' Welt,- give them their charge, neighbour 

4 pogberry. ’ , [man to be com table? 

* Dogh. First, who think you the most desMtless 
1 ff ateh. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoa! ; 
' S Wj can write and read. 

K t Mi. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : God hath 

bleslgsj yon with a good name : to be a well favoured 
ftfie gift of fortune; but to write and read 
i by nature. 

Yatch. Both which, master constable, — - 
J5. You have ; I knew it would he your answer. 

| for yc-ir favoar, sir, why, give God thanks, 


him go; and’ presently call the rest of the watch 
together, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 


Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince’s subjects. 

Dogh- True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince’s subjects -You shall also make no 
noise in the streets-; for, for the watch to babbie and 
talk, is most tolerable and not to be endured. 

2. Watch. We will rather sleep than talk ; we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

Dogh. Why, you speak like an ancient and most 
quiet watchman; for I cannot see how sleeping should 
offend : only have a care that your bills be not stolen : 
— Well, you are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid 
those that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 JWatch. How if they will not? 

Dogh. Why then, let them alone till they are 
sober ; if they make you not then the better ans wer, 
you may say, they are not the men you took them for. 

2 Watch. Well, sir. 

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man: and, for 
such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with 
them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2 Watch . If we know him to be a thief, shall we 
not lay hands on him? 

Dogh. Truly, by your office, you mav; but, I think, 
they that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peace- 
able way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let 
him shew himself what he is, and steal out of your 
company. , [partner. 

Verg" You have been always called a merciful man, 

Dogh. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, 
much more a man, who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse, and bid her still it 

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us? 

Dogh Why then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying: for the ewe that will 
not hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer a 
calf when he bleats. 

Verg. ’Tis very true. 

Dogh. This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the prince’s own person ; if you 
meet the prince in the night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, bv’r lady, that, I think, he cannot. 

Dogh. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him ; marry, 
not without the prince be willing: for, indeed, the 
watch ought to offend no man; and it is an offence 
to stay a man against his will. 


Verg. By’r lady, I think, it be so. 
Dogh. Ha, 


, ha, ha ! W ell, masters, good-night ; 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call up 
me: keep your fellows’ counsels and your own, and 
good-night. — Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge 
let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and 
then all to bed. 

Dogh. One word more, honest neighbours : I pray 
yon, watch about signior Leonato’s dour; for the 
wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil 
to-night : adieu, be vigilant,- 1 beseech you 
, [. Exeunt Dogberry and Verges 


Enter Borachio and CoNRADK. 

Bora. What! Conrade, — 

Watch. Peace, stir not. (Aside.} 

Bora. Conrade, I say l * 

Con. Here? man, I am at thy elbow. 
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Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched,' I thought, 
there would a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that; and now 
forward with thy tide. 

Bora Stand thee close then under this pent- 
house, for it drizzles rain; and i will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. [close. 

M atch, [Aside.) Some treason, masters ; yet stand 
Bam, Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
*ohn a thousand ducats. [dear ? 

Con. is it possible that any villainy should be so 
Bora, Thou suould st rather ask, it itweie possible 
any villainy should' be so rich ; lor whey rich villains 
have need. 'of poor ones, poor woes may make what 
Von, 1 wonder at it. [price th£y will. 

Bora. Tnat shews, thou art unconfirmed : thou 
knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a 
cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora. 1 mean, the fashion. 

Con. Y es, tlie fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool’s the fool. 
JButseest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion 


Scene IV. — A Room in Leona t o' s House. 


Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 


Watch. I know that Deformed ; he has been a 
vile thief this seven year; he goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody? 

Con. No ; ’t was the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, 1 say, what a deformed 
th(ef this fashion is? how giddily he turns about all 
the hot bloods, between fourteen and five-and-thirty ? 
/sometime, fashioning them like Pharaoh’s soldiers 
m the reechy painting; sometime, like god Bel’s 
priests in the old church window ; sometime, like the 

shavenHet cules in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, 

where his cod piece seems as massy as his club ? 

Cun. All tins I see; and see, that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man; but art not 
thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou 
lia?t shifted out of thy tale into telling me of the 
fashion r v 

Bora. Not so, neither: but know, that I have to- 
night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero’s gentle- 
woman, by the name of Hero; she leans me out at 
ner inisti ess's chamber-window, bids me a thousand 
times good-night.— I tell tins tale vilely !— 1 should 
first tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my 
master, planted, and placed, and possessed by my 
master, Don John, saw afar off in the orchard this 
amiable encounter. 

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bora : Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio ; 
but the devil my master knew she was Margaret; 
and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them. 


Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and 
desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will. lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. [Exit Ursula. 

Mary. Troth, I think, your other rabato were 
be >ter. 

Hero No, pray thee, good Meg, PH wear this 

Mary. By my troth, it’s not so good ; and 1 warrant* 
your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another; 
PH wear none but this. 

Mary. I like the new tire within excellently, if 
the hair were a thought browner; and your gown’s 
a most rare fashion, i’faith. I saw the duchess ol 
Milan’s gown, that they praise so. 

Hero . 0, that exceeds, they say. 

Mary. By my troth, it’s but a nightgown la 
respect of your’s : cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced 
with silver; set with pearls, down sleeves, side- 
sleeves, and skirts round, underborne with a blueish 
tinsel: but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and excel- 
lent fashion, yours is worth ten out. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 
is exceeding heavy! [man. 

Mary. ’Twill be heavier soon, by the weight of a 

Hero. Py upon thee ! art not ashamed ? 

Mary. Of what, lady t of speaking honourably ? 
Is not marriage honourable in a beggar ? Is not 
your lord honourable without marriage ? I think, 
you would have me say, saving your reverence, — a 
husband : tin bad thinking do not wrest true speak- 
ing, I’ll offend nobody : Is there any harm in — the 
heavier for a husband? None, I think, an if it be 
the right husband, and the right wife; otherwise ’tis 
light, and not heavy: ask my lady Beatrice else, 
here she comes. 


aim parity uy ms oauis, wiiicn nrst poivsessed them, 
partly by the dark night, which did deceive them, 
but chiefly by my villainy, which did confirm 


but chiefly by my villainy, which did confirm any 
slander tnat Don John had made, away went Claudio 
enraged ; swore he would meet her, as he was ap- 
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there, be- 
fore the whole congregation, shame her with what 
he saw over-night, and send her home again without 


1 Ur a t e h c,iar £ e > rou in the prince’s name! 
4 Watch. Call up the right master Constable: we 


1 Iiwsicr vousiaoie: We 

ve here recovered the most dangerous niece of 
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth, j 
I Watch. And one Deformed is one of them ; I 


e wears a lock, 
lets, masters. 

You’ll be made bring Deformed forth. 


Never speak; we charge you, let us * 
obey you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
of these mens hills. 


...v- w fjn'rc <* guouiy commodity, 
of these men’s bills. 

in question, I warrant you. 

[Exeu?it. 


Enter BEATRICE. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. [tune ? 

Hero. Why, how now! do you speak in tiie sick 
Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Mary. Clap us into — Liyht o’ love ; that goes 
without a burden ; do you sing it. and I’ll dance it. 
Beat. Yea, Liyht o' love, with your heels ! — 
then, if your husband have stables euowgii. ; ou’ll see 
he shall lack no barns. [with my heels, 

Mary. 0 illegitimate construction ! I scorn that 
Beat. ’Tis almost five o’clock, cousin ; ‘tis time 
you were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill ; 
— hey ho ! 

Mary. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 
Mary. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there’s 
no more sailing by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow? 

Mary. Nothing I ; but God send every one their 
heart’s desire ! [an excellent perfume* 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they are 
Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, 1 cannot smell. 

Mary. A maid, and stuffed ! there’s goodly catch- 
ing of cold. 

Beat. 0, God help me l God help me ! how long 
have yon profess’d apprehension ? 

Mary. Ever since you left it : doth not my wit 
become me rarely? 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it 
in your cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Mary. Get you some of this distilled Carduus 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart; it is the only 
thing for a qualm. , } 

Hero. 'I’iie re thou prick’st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have ; 
some moral in this Benedictus. 


Mary. Moral? no, by my troth, I hav^i no moral 
leaning; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may 

’ll 
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think, perchanre, that T think yon are in love : nay, 
by’r lady, 1 am not such a fool to think what 1 list ; 
nor I list not to think what I can; nor indeed. I 
cannot think, if I would think my heart out of 
thinking, that you are in love or that you will be in 
love, or that you can be in love : yet Benedick was 
such another, and now is he become a man : he 
swore he would never marry ;and yet now, in despite 
of his heart, he eats his <»«ent without grudging 
and how yon may be converted I know not ; hut me* 
thinks. you look with your eyes as other women do 
Beni. What panels tins, that thy tongue keeps? 
Marg. .Not a false gallop. 

Me 'enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the count, 
siguior Benedick. Don John, and all the gallants of 
the town, are come to fetch you to church 
Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good. Ursula, ' [Exeunt 

Scene V. — Another Boom in Leonato' $ house. 
Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. . •; 
Leon. What would you with me, honest neigh- 
bour? ' ■ 

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly, 

'.'Leon Brief, I pray you ; for yon see. ’tis a busy 
Dogb Marry, tins it is. sir. [time with me. 

V erg. YVs, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon What is it, my good friends ? 

Dogb Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off 
the matter : an old man, sir, and his w ts are not so 
blunt, as. God help 1 would desire they were; but 
in faith, hoi.est. as the skin between his brows 
Very. Yes. I thank God, l am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
than I. [hour Verges 

Dogb, Comparisons are odorous :paiabras, neigh- 
Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so. but we 
are the poor duke’s officers ; bufUruly, tor mine own 
part, if l were as tedious as a ktug, l could find in 
my heart to bestow it all on your worship. 

Leon': All thy tediousness on me ! ha! 

Dogb Yea, and ’twere a thousand times more 
than its : for 1 hear as good exclamation on your 
worship, as of any man in the city; and though I 
be but a poor man, l am glad to hear it. 

Very And so am L 

Leon l would fain know what you have to say. 
Verg. Marry, sir. our watch to-night, excepting 
your worship's presence, have ta’en a couple of as 
arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb A good old man, sir; he will be talking; 
as they say, When the age is in, the wit is cut; 
God help us! it is a world to see ! — Weil said, 
i 'faith, neighbour Verges : — well, God's a good 
man ; an two men ride of a horse, one must tide be- 
hind An honest soul, iTaith, sir, by my trolh he 
is, as ever broke bread : hut. God is to be worship- 
ped : All men are not alike; alas, good neighbour! 
Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he conies too short of 1 
Dogb Gifts, that God gives. [you 

Leon. 1 must leave you. 

Dogb One word, sir: our watch, sir, have in- 
deed comprehended two auspicious persons, and 
we would have them this morning examined before 
your worship. 

Leon . Ta ke their examination yourself, and bring 
't me; I am now in great haste, as it may appear 
Dogb. It shall be suffigance. [unto you 

4 Leon, Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 
■*. Enter a Messenger, 

Met*. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband* 

Leon. 1 will wait upon them; l am ready. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Messenger. 
Dogb. Go. good partner, go, get yon to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and iukhorn to the 


gaol : we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb We will spare for no wit. I warrant yon ; 
here's thnt (touching his forehead} sh ill drive some 
of them to a ?wn coin : only get the learned writer 
to set down our excommunication, and meet me at 
the gaol. [Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — The inside of a Church , 

Enter Don Pfdro Don John, Lbonata, Friar* 
Claudio, Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, etc, 

Leon. Come, friar Francis, he brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards jlady t 

Friar You come hither, my lord, to marry this 
Claud No. [marry her, 

Leon. To be married to her. friar; you come to 
Friar Uadv, you come hither l<> be married to 
Hero I do. [this count ? 

Friar. I f either of you know any inward impedi- 
ment why you should not be conjoined, l charge 
you on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero None, my lord. 

Friar Know yon any, count ? 

Leon l dare make his answer, none. 

Claud O. what men dare do ! what men may do I 
■what men daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene. How "now ! Interjections ? Why, then some 
be of laughing, ns, ha ! ha ! he ! [leave ; 

( laud. Stand thee by, friar Father, by your 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon As freely . son. as God did give her me. 
Claud And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 

May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render he r again. 
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
There, Leonato, take her back again; [fulness.—. 
Give not this orange to your friend ; 

Site’s but the sign and semblance of her honour:— 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here: 

O. what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal! 

Comes not that blood, as modest evidence, 

To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By these exterior shows ? But she is none. : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon What do yon mean, my lord? 

Claud, Not to be married 

Not kmt my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof, 
Have vanquished the resistance of her youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity 

Claud. I know what you would say; If I have 
known her. 

You’ll say, she did embrace me as a husband, 

\ud so extenuate the ’forehand sin : 

No, Leonato, 

| ? never tempted her with word too large ; 

But. as a brother to his sister, show’d 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love.^ 

Hero And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ? 
Claud Out on thy seeming ! I will write against it 
Y* u seem to me as Dian in her orb ; 

A s chaste as is the bud, ere Ube blown ; 

But you are more intemperate In your blood 
Than Venus or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero l s my lord well, that he doth speak so wide? 
Leon W weet prince, why speak not you ? 

D Pedro What should I speak? 

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale, 

Leon. Are these things suoken? or do 1 but dream? 
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D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hf™- r True, 0 God ! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 
s this the prince ? Is this the prince's brother ? 
this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes our own ? 

Lton. All this is so ; but what of this, my lord ? 
Claud. Let me but move one question to your 
(laughter ; 

And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
at you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Bern. J charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
Hero,' O God defend me! how am I beset!— 
hat kind of catechising call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name, 
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach? 

_ Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 

N<*w, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. T talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord, 
D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden.— 
Leonato, 

lam sorry you must hear : upon mine honour, 

Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, 

Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night, 
a . ro ® an 0 t her chamber- window ; 

Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain. 
Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret, 

. ,, Fy, fy! they are 

TJot to be nam d, my lord, not to be spoke of; 

I here is not chastity enough in language 
Without offence, to utter them : thus, pretty lady 
I am sorry for thy much misgovermnent. 

0 Hero! what a Hero hadstthou been. 

If half. thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart! 

But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair; farewell 
I non pure impiety, and impious purity! 

For thee I II lock up all the gates of love. 

And oh my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 
lo turn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 

And never shall it more he gracious. 

Leon. Bath no man’s dagger here a point for me? 

a x xrv i . « (Hero swoons.) 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore sink 
you down ? {thus to light, 

V. John. Qome, let us go: these things, come 
Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claudio. 
Bene. How doth the lady ? 

Beat. Dead, I think ; — help, uncle: — 

Hero! why, Hero !— Uncle I-Siguior Benedick!— 
friar! 


^ Leon. 0 fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 

r her shame, 


Death is the fairest cover for 
That may be wish’d for. 

rr ~ . How now, cousin Hero? 
Friar. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost t} lou ? 

friar, lea; wherefore should she not? 

Leon. Wherefore? Why, doth not every earthly 
Cry .shame upon her ? Could she here deny [thing 
i he story that is printed in her blood ?— S 

Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine e~es : 
ror did I think thou wouldst not quiclc.lv die, 
liiouaht I Ihv spirits were stronger than'thy shames, 
Myself would on the rearward ot' reproaches. 

Stake at % life. Griev'd t, I had but one ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ? 

O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ? 

Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 

Why had 1 not with charitable hand. 

Took up a beggar’s issue at mv gates ; 

Who smirched thus, and mired with infamy 
/ might have said, No part of it is mine , * 


This shame derives itself from unknown loins ? 
But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d 
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much, 

I hut I myself was to myself not mine 
Valuing of her ; why, she— O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few tovvash her clean again* 

And salt too little, which may season give 
I o her foul tainted flesh I 
Bene. Sir, sir, be patient; 

*or my part, I am so attir’d in wonder, 

I know not what to say* 

Leat. 0, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

« xr a<Iy » \ vere yon her bedfellow last night 
Beat. No. truly, not ; although, until last night, 

1 have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! O, that is strongei 
made, 

Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron! 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ? 

Who lov’d her so, that speaking of her foulness 
Wash d it with tears ? Hence from her ; let her die* 
Friar. Hear me a little; 

For I have only been silent so long. 

And given, way unto this course of fortune. 

By noting of the lady : I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those Washes; 

And m tier eye there hath appear’d a fire, 

Io burn the errors, that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth Call me a fool; 
Wnotmy reading, nor my observations, 

\V Inch with experimental seal doth warraiv 
I he tenour of my book ; trust not my age. 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

Jr this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be • 

1 non sees t, that all the grace that she hath left 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
a SHI of perjury; she not denies it; 

riy seek’st thou then to cover with excuse 
I hat which appears in proper nakedness? 
briar. Lady, what man is he you are accus’d of. 
nero. They know, that do accuse me; l know 
it I know more of any man alive, "none 

X han that which maiuen modesty doth warrant, 

Uet all my sins lack mercy !~0 my father, 

I rove you, that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 


--- , wi ui.n x yc&icnugnc 

Maintain d the change of words with any creature, 
liefuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar. There is some strange misprision in the 
princes. 

Bene. fwo of them have the very bent of honour • 
And it their wisdoms be misled in this, 
iJr? P rac %? it lives in John the bastard, 

W hose spirits toil in frame of villainies. 

Leon. I know not: If they speak but truth of her 
1 hese hands shall tear her; if they wrong her ho 
I he proudest of them shall well hear of it. [nour 
I ime hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 

Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means. 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 

But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind, 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

Io (put me of them throughly. 

. Friar. Pause a while. 

And let my counsel sway you in this case 
Y our daughter here the princes left for dead : 

Let her awhile be secretly kept in. 

And publish it, that she is dead indeed: 

Maintain a mourning ostentalior ; 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do ail rites 
I hat appertain unto a burial. [this do’ 

Leon. What shall become of this? What will 
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Friar. Marry, tins, well carried, shall on her 
behalf 

Change slander to remorse ; that is some good : 

But not for that dream I on this strange course, 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d. 

Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus'd. 

Of every hearer : for. it so falls out, ' 

That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and lost, 

Why, then we rack the value, then we find 
The. virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio: 
When he shall hear she, died upon his words. 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 

And every, lovely 'organ of her life 

Shall come appareH’d in more precious habit, 

More moving-delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she liv’d indeed : — then shall he mourn, 

(If ever love had interest in his liver,) 

And wish he had not so accused her f 
No, though he thought his accusation true* 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be le veil’d false. 

The supposition of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy ; 

And, if it sort not wed, you may conceal her 
(As best befits her won uded reputation,) 

In some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leouato, let the friar advise you : 
And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Clandio, 

Jfet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

heon . . Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar . 'Tis well consented ; presently away ; 

Inr to strange sores strangely they strain the 
■.. cnr e. — 

Come, lady, die to live; this wedding day, 

Perhaps, is hut prolong'd ; have patience, and 
endure. [Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leonato. 
Bene . Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene . I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wrong’d. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of 
roe. that would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to shew such friendship ? 
Beat. A very even wav, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it? 

B.at. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as 
you , is not that strange ? 

Beat . As strange as the thing I know not : it 
were as possible tor me to say, I loved nothing so 
well as you : but believe me not; and yet 1 lie not ; 

I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing : — I am sorry 
Cor my cousin. . 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice* thou lovest me. 
Beat... Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and 
will make him eat it, that says, I love not you. 
Beat Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it: 

I protest, ( love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me I 
Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice? 

Beat. V ou have staid me in a happy hour ; I was 
About to protest, I loved you. 


Bene. And do it with all thy heart 
Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest 
Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee 
Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha I not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it : Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am here ; — There is 
no love in you r— -Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
woman ? — 0, that I were a man ! — What ! bear her 
in hand until they come to take hands, and then, 
with public accusation, uncovered slander, unmiti- 
gated rancour,— O God, that I were a man . I would 
eat his heart in the market place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice 
Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ?< — a pro- 
Bene. Nay, but Beatrice ;— [per saying. 

Beat. Sweet Hero !— she is wronged, she is slan- 
Bene. Beat — fdered, she is undone* 

Beat. Princes, and counties! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-confect ; a sweet gallant, 
surely I t), that 1 were a man for his sake , or that 
I had any friend would be a man for my sake ! But 
manhood is melted into courtes'es, valour into com- 
pliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
trim ones loo : he is now as valiant as Hercules, that 
only tells a lie, and swears it:— I cannot be a man 
with wishing, therefore 1 will die a woman with 
grieving. ’ [love thee. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I 
Beat. Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. [hath wronged Hero? 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Clandio 
Beat. Y ea, as sure as I have a thought, or a sou!. 
Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you: by 
this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account 
As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, comfort 
your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so, fare- 
well. [Exeunt 

Scene II . — A Prison. 

Enter Docberry, Verges, and Sexton , in gowns, 
and the Watch , with Conrade and Borachio. 

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared? 

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 
Sexton. Which be the malefactors? 

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, that’s certain ; we have file exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined ? let them come before master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me.— 
What is your name, friend ? 

Bora . Borachio. 

Dogb. Pray write down — Borachio, Y orir 

sirrah ? . [Conra 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name 
Dogb. Write down — master gentleman Conra 
— Masters, do you serve God? 

Con. Bora. Yea, sir, wr hope. 

Dogb. Write down — that they hope they serve 
God : — and write God first ; for God defend but 
God should go before such villains! — Masters, it is 
proved already that you are little better than false 
! knaves ; and it will go near to be thought so shortly. 
How answer you for yourselves? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure yon 
but 1 will go about with him. — Come you hither 
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airrah ; a word in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it is 
thought you are false knaves. 

Bora, Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Doyb. Well, stand aside. — Fore God, they are 
both in a tale : have vou writ down — that they are 
none ? 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to 
examine * you must call forth the watch, that are 
their accusers. 

Doyb. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way : — Let 
the watch come forth: — Masters, 1 charge you, in 
the prince’s name, accuse these men 

1 Wcd-ch . This man said, sir, that Don John, the 
prince’s brother, was a villain. 

Doyb. Write down — prince John a villain:— 
Why this is flat perjury, to call a prince’s brother — 

Bora. Master constable, — [villain. 

Doyb. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like 
ihy look, I promise th£e. 

Sexton. What heard you him say else ? 

2 Watek. Marry, that he had received a thou- 
sand ducats of Don John, for accusing lady Hero 
wrongfully. 

Doyb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 

Very. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Sexton. What else, fellow? 

1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, 
upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole 
assembly, and not marry her. 

Doyb. 0 villain! thou wilt be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this. 

Sexton. What else ? 

2 Watch. Tuis is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this 
very manner refused, and upon the grief of this, 
suddenly died. — Master constable, let these men 
be bound, and brought to Leonato’s ; I will go be- 
fore, and shew him their examination. [Exit. 

Doyb, Come, let them beopinioned. 

Very. Let them be in band. 

Con. Oft', coxcomb ! 

Doyb. God's my life! where’s the sexton? let 
him write down — the prince’s officer, coxcomb. — I 
Come, bind them : Thou naughty varlet! 

Con . Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Doyb, Dost thou not sus ect my place ? Dost 
thou not suspect my years ?— -O that he were here 
to write me down— an ass! but, masters, remem- 
ber, that I am an ass; though it be not written 
down, yet forget not that I am an ass; — No, thou 
villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved 
upon thee by good witness. I am a wise fellow; 
and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is more, 
a householder; and, which is more, as pretty a 
piece of flesh as any is in Messina; and one that 
knows the law, go to; and a rich fellow enough, 
goto; and a fellow that hath had losses; and one 
that hath two gowns, and every thing handsome 
about him : — Bring him away. 0, that X had been 
writ down — an ass ! \ Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — Before Leonato's House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Ant. Tf you go on thus, yon will kill yourself; 

And ’tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon. ^ * I pray thee, cease thy counsel. 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve ; give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 

But such a one, whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so lov’d his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine, 

And bid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine. 

And let it answer every strain for strain ; 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such. 


In every lineament, branch, shape, and form * 

If such a one will smile, and stroke bis b**ard : 

Cry— sorrow, wag l and hem, when he should 
groan ; 

Patch grief with prove ibs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-wasters: bring him yet to me, 

And 1 of him wil l gather patience. 

But there is no such man : for, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but. tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread. 

Charm ach with air, and auony with words; 

No, no; ’tis alt men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow; 

But no man’s virtue, nor sufficiency. 

To be so moral, when he shall end tire 

The like himself; therefore give me no counsel ; 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing 
differ. 'blood: 

Leon. I pray thee, peace ; I will be flesh and 
For there was never yet philosopher, 

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
However they have writ the sf v ft* of g< *is. 

And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the Harm upon yourself ; 
Make those, that do often d you, softer too. 

Leon. There thou speak ’st reason : nay, I will do 
My soul doth tell me, Hero is belied ; [so : 

And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedko and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 
D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, mv lords, — 

IX Pedro. We have s une baste, Leonato, 
Leon. Borne haste, my lord — well, fare you 
well, my lord : — 

Are yon so hasty now'? — well, all is one, 

D. Pedro . Nay, do not quarrel with us, good 
old man. 

‘ Ant. If he could right himself with quarrelling 
| Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry 

Thou, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, thou ;— 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 

1 fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, be shrew my hand, 

If it should give your age such cause of tear ; 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, ma , never ileer and jest at 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; [me ; 

As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being voung, or what would do. 
Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head. 

Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child and me. 
That 1 am forc’d to lay mv reverence by ; 

And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days. 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her 
And she lies buried with her ancestors : [heart, 

0 ! in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of her’s, fram'd by thy villainy. 

Claud. My villainy ! 

Leon. Thine, Claudio; tm we, X say. 

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, iny lord. 

I’ll prove it on his body, if he dare ; . 

Despite his nice fence, and his active practice. 

His May of youth, and bloom < f lustyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with yon. 
Leon. Canst thou so daft* me ? Thou hast kill’a 
,/ my child ; . 

If thou kill’st me, boy, thou shall kill a man 
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Ant. He snail kill two of ns,- and men indeed ; 

But that’s no matter ; let him kill one first 
Win me and wear me,— -let him answer me ; — 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me : 

Sir boy, I’ll whip yon from your faking fence ; 
Nay, as J am a gentleman, I will. 

. Leon. Brother, — ^ - [niece , 

Ant. Content yourself: God- knows, I lov’d inv 
And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains. 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed. 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 

Boys, - apes, . braggarts, ■ Jacks, milksops l — 

L( on. Brother Antony, — * 

Ant. Hold you content; What, man ! I know 
' them, yea. 

And what they weigh,. even -to the utmost scruple : 
Suamking, out- facing, fashion mong’ring boys, 

'Hint be, and cog, and fl mt, deprave and slander, 
Go antidy, and shew outward hideowsness, 

And apeak oft* half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst. 
And' tut* '- 1 *. all 

.Leon. But, brother Antony,— 

Ant. Come, ’tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your patience. 

My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death ; 

But, on uiy honour, she was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

2). Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No? 

Brother, away : — I will be heard ; — 

Ant. And shall. 

Or some of us will smart for it. 

[Exeunt Lemato and Antonio . 

Enter Benedick. 

U. Pedro. See, see ; here comes the man we 
went to seek. 

Claud. Now, sighior 1 what news? 

Bern. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 

Jj. Pedro. Lmmatoand his brother : What think’st 
thou ? Had we fought, 1 doubt, we should have 
been too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Claud We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high -proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it? 

I). Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 
Claud. Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit. — I will bid thee draw, as we 
do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

1) . Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks 
pale : — Art thou sick, or angry ? 

# Claud. What i courage, man ! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in time to 
kill care. - - 

Bene. Sir* 1 shall meet your wit in the career, an 
you charge . it against me I pray you, chouse 
.'another subject. 

Claud. Nay, theu give him another staff: this 
last was broke cross. 

2) . Pedro. By this light, he changes more and 
more*; l thiuk, tie be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to tu rn bis gird! e. 
Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear t 
Claud. G A bless me from a challenge 1 
Bene. You are a villain ; I jest not I will 
make it good how you dare, with what you dare, 
and when you dare ; — Do me right, or I will pro- 
test your cowardice. You have killed a sweet 


| lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you: Lei 
me hear from von. (euod cheer. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so T may have 

I) . Pedro. What, a feosi ? a feast ? 

Claud. 1’ faith, I thank him ; he hath bid mete 
a calf’s head and a capon, the which if I do not 
carve most curiously, say rny knife’s naught.— -Shall 
l not find a woodcock too? 

| Bene. Sir, your nit ambles well ; it goes easily 

! D. Pedro. I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 

wit the other day : 1 said, thou hadst a fine wit ; 
True, says she, a Jbie little one: No, said I, a great 
wit; Right, s:\ys she, a great gross one : Nay, said 
I , a good wit ; J mi said sue , it hurts no body : Nay, 
said I, the gentleman is ictse; Certain, said she, a 
wise gentleman : Nay, said J, In hath the tongues; 
That, I believe, said s tie; for he swore a thing to me 
on Monday night, whim he forswore on Tuesday 
morning; there's a double tongue; there's two 
tongues. Thus did she, an hour together, trans-shape 
thy particular virtues: yet, at last, she concluded 
with a sigh, thou wast the prope rest man iu Italy. 

; Claud, For the which she wept heait.ly, and 
said, she cared not. 

J) . Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all 
that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she would 
love him dearly : the old man’s daughter told us all, 

Claud. All, a! 1 ; and moreover, God saw him 
when he was hid in the garden. 

D. Pedro . But when shall we set the savage bull’s 
horn on the sensible Benedick’s head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells 
Benedick the married man / 

| Bene. Fare yon well, bey ; yon know my mind; 

I will leave you now to your gossip like humour: 

| yon break jests as braggmts do their biades, which, 
God be thanked, hurt not. — My lord, for your 
many courtesies I thank yon: I must discontinue 
I your company : your brother, the bastard, is fled 
from Messina : you have, among you, killed a svyeeft 
and innocent lady : For my lord Lack-beard, there, 
he and I shall meet; and till then, peace be with 
him. [Exit Benedick. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, I’ll war- 
rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee ? 

Claud. Most sineereiy. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 
goes in his doublet and hose, aud leaves off his wit! 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the TVaich, with 
Conkade and Bohachio. 

Claud. He is then a giant to an a 4 e : but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man, 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let be ; pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad ! Did be not say, my brother 
was fled ? 

Dogb. Come, you, sir; if justice cannot tame 
you, she shall ne’er weigh more reasons in her 
balance : nay, an you be a carsing hypocrite once, 
you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother’s men 
bound I Borachio, one 1 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord J 

12. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men 
done ? _ ' 

Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false re- 
port; moreover, they have spoken untruths; se- 
condarily, they are slanders; sixth and lastly, they 
have belied a lady; thirdly, they have verified un- 
just things, and, to conclude, they are lying knaves, 

D. Pedro. First, I ask' thee what they have done: 
thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence ; sixth ana 
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude, 
.what you lay to their charge ? 

Claud. Righfly reasoned, and in his own division ; 
and, bv mv troth, there’s one meaning vveli suited, 

D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, master*, 


D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, master*; 
that you* are thus bound to your answer?" this 


iM 
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learned constable is too cunning to be understood : 
W hat's your offence ? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to 
njine answer: do you hear me, and let this count 
iill me. I have deceived even your very eves : 
vvhat your wisdoms could not discover, these* 
shallow fools have brought to light; who, in the 
night, overheard me confessing to this man, how 
lion John, y„our brother, incensed me to slander the 
lady Hero; how you were brought into the orchard, 
and saw me court Margaret in Hero’s garments * 
how you disgraced her, when you should marry 
her: my villainy they have upon record: which I 
had rather seal with my death, than repeat over to 
my shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my 
masters false accusation: and, briefly, I desire 
nothing but the reward of a villain. 

D. Pedro . Runs notthis speech like iron through 
your blood t , 

Claud. I have d runk poison, whiles he uttered it. 
IK 1 edro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 
n « / ’ a ? r cI P a,d me richly for the practice ofit. 
k a n j l • 1S com P° s, d and fram'd of trea- 
And fled he is upon this villainy. fchery:— 

Claud . Sweet Hero ! now tiiy image doth appear 
In tlie rare semblance that I loved it first. 

JJoyb. Come, bring away the plaintifFs ; by this 
time our sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of 
the matter : and, masters, do not forget to specify, 
when time and nlace shall serve, that I am an ass! 

verg. Here, nere comes master signior Leonato, 
and the se 3tton too. 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, with the Sexton. 

. , ch 1S tlie villain ? Let me see hiseyes ; 

I hat, when I note another man like him, 

I may avoid him : Which of these is he? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look 
on me. & 

Leon. Art thon the slave, that with thy breath 
Mine innocent child? [hast kill'd 

Bora. \ ea, even i a j 0ne 

tl h * on : -No, not so, villain; thou bely’st thyself ; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
t ls > that had a hand in it: — 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death * 
Kecordit with your high and worthy deeds ; 

Iwas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
let l must speak: Choose your revenge yourself: 
Impose me to what penance your invention ’ 
Can lay upon my sin ; yet sinn’d I not. 

But in mistaking. 

B. Pedro. By my soul, nor I : 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

FnL V( i i d . n< ? under any heavy weight, 

That he 11 enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, 
L but , l P,™y you both. 


- — , out x pray you noth, 

Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died : and, if your love 
Ji an labour aught in sad invention. 

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb. 

And smg it to her bones; sing it to-night :— 
lo-morrow morning come you to my house: 

And since you could not be my son- in law, 

nephew , : m >' b ™‘h" Hath a daughter, 
AJmost the copy of my child that’s dead. 

And she alone is heir to both of us ; 

ng,lt * V0U sfl0uld bave £ ivea her cousin 
And so dies my revenge. 

v£ W ... O, noble sir, 

Your over kindness doth wiring tears from me I 
I do embrace your offer; and dispose 
r or henceforth of poor Claudio. rj n£ . 

TnZt ; r rr r ° W , then 1 'ri. U ex Pcct your com! 
lo-mght I take my leave.— Tins naughty man 
e to face be brought to Margaret, 
beheve, was pack’d in all this wromr, 
it by your brother. 

No, by my soul, she was not; 


: Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 

0 In any thing that I do know by her. 

it JJoyb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not undei 
: Y - 1 ,? nd bIack *) this plaintiff here, the offender, 
e did call me ass : I beseech you, Jet it be remembered 
e in his punishment : And also, the watch heaul them 
v talk ot one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in 
e Ins ear, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows mo- 
i, ney in God’s name; the which he hath used so long, 
; and never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted. 
y and will lend nothing for God’s sake : pray you, ex* 

1 amine him upon that point 

0 Leon. i thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

y JJoyb. i our worship speaks like a most thankful 

- and reverend youth ; and l praise God for you. 

Leon. I here’s for thy pains. 

1 JJoyb. God save the foundation ! [I thank thee. 
Beon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 

. JJoyb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 

. which, I beseech your worship, to correct yourself! 

. lor the example of others. God keep your worship; 

* 1 wish your worship well ; God restore you to health : 

- 1 humbly give you leave to depart; and if a merry 

* mating may be wished, God prohibit it.— Come 
neighbour. [Exeunt Dogberry, Verges , and Watch*. 

* Jjeon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 
,,”*U Farew ell, my lords ; we look for you to- 

, JJ. Pedro. We will not fail. [morrow. 

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero. 

’ r r> . [Exeunt Don Pedro and Vi audio. 

Jjeon. Bring you these follows on; well talk with 
> Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow* 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Leonato's Garden. 

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting 
Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de- 
serve well at my hands, by helping me to the speech 

M* tnC thm . . . [of my beauty? 

Marg. Will yon then write me a sonnet in praise 
Bene In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it; for, in most comely truth, 
thou deservest it. 

Mary. To have no man come over me ? why, shall 
I always keep below stairs? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s . 
mouth ; it catches. [which hit, but hurt not 

* d y° ur ’ s as Mnot as the fencer’s foils 
Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not 
hurt a woman: and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice: I 
give thee the bucklers. {our 0 ^ n * 

Marg. Give ns the swords, we have bucklers of 
Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put in 
the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous wea- 
pons lor maids. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I 
think, hath legs. [Exit 

Bene. And therefore will come. ^ 

The god of love, (Singing.) 

That sits above , J 

And knows me, and knows me, 

. . Bow pitiful I deserve,— 

I mean, m singing ; but m loving,— Leander the good 
swimmer, 1 roilus the first employer of pandarsf and 
a whole book full of these quondam carpet* mongers, 
whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of a 

blank verse, why, they were never so truly turned 

over and over as my poor self, in love; Marry, I 
cannot shew it m rhyme ; I have tried ; I can find out 
no rhyme to lady but baby, an innocent rhyme; for 
scorn, horn, a hard rhyme ; for school, fool, a bab- 
bling rhv me ; very ominous endiogs: no, I was not 

fostival terms fhyming planet > nor 1 caBoot woo 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called 
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Beat* Yea, sigmor, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. 0, stay but till then ! 

Beat. Then is spoken ; fare yon well now : — and 
yet, ere 1 go, let me go with that I came for, which 

with know* og what hath passed between you and 
Claudio # [thee. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and ibul wind 
is but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome; there- 
fore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene, Thou hast frighted the word out of his right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit ; but I must tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either 
I must shortly hear from him, or l will subscribe 
him a coward. And, I pray thee now, toll me, for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love 
with me ? 

Beat. For them all together; which maintained 
so politic a state of evil, .that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them. But for which 
of my good parts did you first stiller love for me ? 

. Bene. Suffer level ■ a:' good epithet! 1 do suffer 
love, indeed, for l love thee against my will . 

: Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas! poor 
heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yours; for I will never lose that which my friend 
hates. 

Bene, Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat* It appears not in this confession ; there’s not 
one wise man among twenty that will praise himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived 
in the time of good neighbours : if a man do not erect 
in this age his own %inb ere he dies, he shall live 
no longer in monument than the bell rings, and tile 
widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you? 

Bene. Question? — Why, an hour in clamour, and 
a quarter in rheum : therefore it is most expedient 
for the wise, (if Don Worm, his conscience, find no 
impediment to the contrary,) to be the trumpet of his 
own virtues, as I am to myself: So much for praising 
myself, (who, I myself will bear witness, is praise- 
worthy,) and now tell me. How doth your cousin? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. Aud how do you? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene* Serve God, love me, and mend : there will 
f leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 


Enter Ursula. 


Tfrs. Madam, you must come to your uncle ; 
yonder’s old coil at home : it is proved, my lady Hero 
hath been falsely accused, the prince and Claudio 
mightily abus’d : and Don John is the author of all, 
who is tied and gone: will you come presently? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior? 

Bene. .1 will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and 
be buried in thy eyes; and, moreover, I will go with 
thee to thy uncle’s. [Exeunt. 


Scene in. — The Inside of a Church. 

Enter Bon Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants, with 
music and tapers. 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato*? 

At ten. It is, mv lord. 

Claud. ( Reads from a scroll.) 

Done to death by slanderous tongues , 

Was the Hero that here lies : 

Death , in guerdon of her wrongs , 

Gives her fame, which never dies : 

So the life that died ivith shame » 
hives in death with glorious fame . 

Hmig thou there upon the tmnl) f (^iihmg it) 
Braising her token I am dumb . — * 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 


SONG. 

Pardon, Goddess of the night , 
Those Chat slew iky 'virgin, knight; 



For the which, with songs of woe. 

Round about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan; \ 

Help us to sigh and groan , 

Heavily , heavily ; 

Graves, yaicn, and yield your dead 
Till death be uttered , 

Heavily , heavily. 

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night ! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters ; put yom 
torches out ; [’day 

The wolves have prey’d; and look, the gentlo 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray. 
Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well* 
Claud. Good morrow, masters; each his several 
way. [weeds; 

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other 
And then to Leonato’s we will go. 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue 
speed’s, 

Than this, for whom we render’d up this woe ! 

■ [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Room in Leonatds House* 
Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, 
Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar . Did I not tell you, she was innocent? 
Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accused 
Upon the error that you heard debated: [her 

But Margaret was in some fault for this; 

Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant Well, I am glad that all things sort so welL 
Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc’d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves; 

And, when I send for yon, come hither mask’d; 

The prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your office, brother ; 

You must be father to your brothers daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies . 
Ant . Which I will do with confirm’d countenance. 
Bene. Friar, 1 must entreat your pains, I think. 
Friar. To do what, signior? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.— . 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour, [true. 
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her : ’tis roost 
Bene. And I clo with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The sight whereof, I think, yon had from me. 
From Claudio and the prince ; but what’s your will ? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical: 

But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the estate of honourable marriage; — 

In which, good friar, I shall desire year help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, with Attendants* 
D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 
Leon. Good morrow, prince ; — good morrow 
Claudio: 

We here attend you : are you yet determin’d 
■To-day to marry with my brother's daughter? 
Claud. I’ll hold my mind, were she an Efhiope. 
Leon* Call her forth, brother; here’s the friai 
ready. [Exit Antonio 

D. Pedro* Good morrow, Benedick : why, what’s 
the matter, 

That you have such a February face. 

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness? 

Claud* I think, he thinks upon the savage hull ;-*» 
Tush, fear not, man, we’ll tip thy horns with gold. 
Ami all Europa shall rejoice at thee ; 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Act V; 


When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ; 

Ami some such strange hull leop’d your father’s cow, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat. 

Much like to you, for you have ju^t his bleat. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the ladies mashed. 

(Hand. For this I owe you: here come other 
reckonings. 

Which is the lady l must seize upon? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, then she’s mine : sweet, let me see 
vour luce. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me y our hand before this holy friar ; 
l am your husband, if yon like of me. 

Hero. And when l lived, I was your other wife: 
And when you loved, you were my other husband. 

Claud. Another Hero? [ Unmasking. 

Hero. ■ Nothing certainer: 

One U»*ro died defil’d: but I do live, 

And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero, that is dead ! 
Leon She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 
lived. 

Friat All this amazement can I qualify; 

When, after that the holy rites are ended. 

I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death; 

Meantime, let wonder seem familiar, 

Ami to the chapel let us presently. 
lime. Soft and fair, friar.— Which is Beatrice? 
Rent. I answer h> that name ; {unmasks.) What 
is your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. No. no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your unde, and the prince, and 
Cl uidio, 

Have been deceived * for they swore you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me l 
Bene No, no more than reason. 

Betel Why, then my cousin, .Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are mu Ji deceiv’d; for they did swear, you did. 
Bene. They swore, that you were almost sick for 
„ ‘jlf* [forme. 

Beat. I hey swore that you were well-high dead 
Bene. Tis no such matter -Then, you do not 
love me? 

Beat. No, tridy, but in friendly recompense. 


Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the ge* 
tlenmn. 

Claud . And I’ll be sworn upon’t, that he loves her 
For here’s a paper, written in his hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain. 

Fashion’d to Beatrice. 

Hero. : And here’s another, 

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. * 

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands against* 
our hearts!-— Come, l will have thee; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny yon; But, bv tins good day. 

I yield upon great persuasion; and, partly, to save 
your life, for I was told you were in a consumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. (Kissing her.) 

D. Pedro . How dost thou, Benedick, the marrieo 
man ? 

Bene, lit tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout, me out of mv humour : dost thou 
think, I care for a satire, or an epigram ? No : if a mm 
will be beaten with brains, he shall wear nothing 
handsome about him : in brief, since 1 do purpose to 
marry, I will think nothing to any purpose, that the 
world can say against it ; and therefore never flout 
at me for what I have said against it; for man is a 
giddy thing, and this is my conclusion. — For thy 
part. Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee ; but in 
that thou art like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, 
and love my cousin. 

Claud. 1 had well hoped, thou wouldst have de- 
nied Beatrice, that l might have cudgelled thee out 
of thy single life, to make thee a double dealer; 
which, out of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do 
j not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends: — let’s have a 
dance ere we are married, that we may lighten our 
own hearts, and our wives’ heels. 

Leon. VVe’ll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o’ my word ; therefore, play, music. — 
Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife ; 
there is no staff more reverend than one tipped with 
horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is tn’en in flight; 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think noton him till to-morrow; Pit devise 
thee brave punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers. 

[Dance — Exeunt 
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Wild and fantastical as tins play is, all the parts in their various modes are well written, and give the kind 
•f pleasure which the author wts gned. dairies in his time were much in fashion; coimncu tradition had made 
them familiar, and Spencer's poem had made them great. Johnson, 


PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


THESEUS, Duke (f Athens, 

EG BUS. Father to llrrmia. 

LY S A N D BR 1> B M ETR I US.— in love with fDrmia. 
FHU.OSTHATE, Master of the Revels to Thesem. 
QUINCE. the Carpenter. 

SNUG, the Joiner, 

BOTTOM, the Weaver. 

FLUTE, the BHiows-memler, 

SNOUT, the Tinker. 

STARVELING, the Tailor. 

HIPPOLYTA. Queen tf the Amazons, betrothed to 
■ Theseus. - ■ 

IIKRMIA, Daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysander. 
HELENA, Li love with Demetrius 


OB EBON, King of the Fairies, 

T! TANIA, Queen if the Fairies, 
PICK, or lit thin GuodJ'elloto, a Mai? jr. 


Scene, — A Lhens, and a Wood not far from it. 
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PEAS BLOSSOM, % 

COBWEB, I 

MOTH, ? * azries - 

MUSTARD SEED, > 
iyramus , \ 

WalL* > Characters in the Interlude performed 
Moonshine, i h V Clowns. 

Lion, ) 

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta . 


Scene I. — Athens. A Room in the Palace of 
Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Piiilostrate, 
and Attendants. 

The. 'Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another muon: but, oh, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 

Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 

Lom* withering out a young man’s revenue. 

Hip, Four days will quickly steep themselves in 
nights ; 

Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 

A'; ul <Va the moon, like to a silver bow 
Ne.v bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir ug the Athenian youth to merriments ; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals. 

The pale companion is not tor our pomp. — 

{Exit Philostrate. 

Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword. 

Ami won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 

But l will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lysander, and 
DkMETL .us. 

Eye. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke I 
The. Thanks, good Egeus : What’s the news 
with thee ? 

Eye. Full of vexation come T, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 

Stand forth, Demetrius ; — my jioble lord. 

This man hath my consent to marry her: — 

Stand forth, Lysander; — and, my gracious duke. 
This hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child: 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 
And interchang’d love-tokens with my child : 

Thou h ist by moon-light at her window sung. 

With fc" going voice, verses of feigning love ; 

And stolen the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits. 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats ; messengers 
Of strong prevail meat in unharden’d youth : 

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart; 
1 tim’d her obedience, which is due to me, 

Fo stubborn harshness: — And, my gracious duke, 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry witli Demetrius, 
l beg the ancient privilege of Atnens; . 

As she is mine, I may dispose of hef : 



Which shall be either to this gentleman, 

Or to her death; according to our law. 

Immediately provided in that case. fmaidl 

The. What say you, Hermia? he advised, fair 
To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea, and on# 

To whom you are but as a form in wax. 

By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he Is: 

But, in this kind, wanting your father’s voice. 

The other must be held tiie worthier. 

Her. 1 would my father look’d but with my 
eyes. [look. 

The. Rather your eyes must with his judgment 
Her. 1 do entreat your grace to pardon me, 
f know not by what power I am made bold ; 

Nor how if may concern my modesty 
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts * 

But I beseech your grace, that I may know 
The worst that may befall me in this case. 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires. 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice. 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d. 

To live a barren sister all your life. 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood. 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthlier happy is tlie rose distdi’d, 

Than that, widen, withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Her, So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord. 

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lord-ship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. fmoou. 
The. Take time to pause ; and, by the next new 
(The sealing -day betwixt my love and me. 

For everlasting bond of fellowship.) 

Upon tUat day either prepare to die, 

For disobedience to your father’s xA III t 
Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : 

Or on Diana's altar to protest 
For aye, austerity and single life. 

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia ; — And. Lysander 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. [yield 

Jjtfs. Yon have her fath r's love, Demetrius; 

Let me have Hermm’s : do you marry him. * 
Eye. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my love ; 
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And what is mine my love shall render him : 

And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
1 do estate unto Demetrius. 

I an b uiy lord, as well deriv’d as he. 

As well possess’d ; my love is more than his: 

S?y wrtuneg every way as fairly rank’d. 

It not with vantage, as Demetrius’; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

{ an * he lov’d of beauteous Hermia : 

hy should not I then prosecute my right ? 
Demetrius, I’ll avouch k to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes. 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 

Hpon this spotted and inconstant man. 
a j J n A ust co f lf ’ ess > that I have heard so much. 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 
Bu t , being over-lull of self-affairs, ’ 

My mind did lose it.— But, Demetrius, come: 

Ana come, Jbgeus ; you shall go with me, 
i nave some private schooling for you both. — 

J or you, lair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
i o fit your fancies to your father’s will ; 
mrf* i l aw °* Athens yields you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 

1 o death, or to a vow of single life.— 

Come, rny Hipnolyta; what cheer, my love ? 
Demetrius, and JEgeus, go along : 

I roust employ you in some business 
Against our liupti d; and confer with you 
ux something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

^y e ' V^Vith duty and desire we follow you. 

L/i xeunt Thes . Hip. Eye. Dem. and train, 
Jjijs. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek 
so pale? 

How chance tlie roses there do fade so fast? 

Mer. Belike, for want of rain ; which I could 
well 

Beteem them from the tempest of mine eves. 

An , mel { or W !l * that ever I could read, 
Could e ver hear by tale or history, 

_ he course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, wittier it was different in blood 

O cross] too high tp be enthrall’d to low ! 
Iff*' yJ. el . s t e jnwgraM^ in respect of years 
Her, O spite . too old to be engaged to young! 
Eus. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends 
tier. U hell . to choose love by another’s eye! 

Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it : 

Making it momentary as a sound, 
bwift as a shadow, short as any dream; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 

ln a unfolds both heaven and earth. 

Ana ere a man hath power to say,— Behold ! 

J he jaws of darkness do devour it up ; 
ooauick bright things come to confusion. 

rff* 6 j t ien tr, v e *°. vers have been ever cross’d, 

D stands as an edict in destiny: 
then let us teach our trial patience, 

"ecause.it is a customary cross ; 

Wjl"® as thoughts and dreams, and sighs, 

vishes, and tears, poor fancy’s, followers. 

T u? S ’ A .f ood persuasion; therefore, hear me, 

1 have a widow aunt, a dowager THermia 

01 great revenue, and she hath no child ; 

■ ,S * her hom ? remote seven leagues; 

Anri she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Oannot pursue us: if thou lov’st me ti.en, 

Meauarth thy father’s house to-morrow night; 

And in the wood, a league without the town. 

Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
lo do observance to a morn of May 
There will I stay for thee. * 

Her. My good Lvsander! 

Lswear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow ; 


jjbmh knitteth souls, and prospers loves* 
Wf f‘re, which burn’d the Carthage queen. 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen; 

Dy all the vows that ever men have broke 
In number more than ever women spoke 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 

I o-morrow truly will I meet with thee. [Helena 
Lys. Keep promise, love: Look, here comes 

Enter Helena. 

Her God speed fair Helena ! Whither away? 
HeL Call you me fair] that fail again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair : O, happy fair ! 

Mnrl iVZ S a f e .J oad f tars i and your tongue’s sweet 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear, [air 

! 5 7 ? ea f F ee V vIlen buwtliom-buds appear. 

, toichness is catching ; O, were favour so » 

\ours would l catch, fair Hermia, ere I go- 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye. 

Were tb Ue Sh °n d catch your tongue’s sweet melody, 
Wrne the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 

1 he rest I ,1 give to be to you translated. 

U, teach me how you look ; and with what art 
l oh sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart 
Her. 1 irown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

Hot. u, that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill • 

u /■ A 8 '!'? c,,rses > yet gives me love. 

MeL u . that my prayers could such affection 
move! • 

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

It r ?n re h ^ ie niore be hafelh me 
Her His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

HeL None, but your beauty; would that fault 
r were mine ! 

Her. Take comfort ; he no more shall see mv face* 
Lvsander and myself will fly this place.- ’ 

Before the time I did Lvsander see, 
oeem d Athens as a paradise to me : 

U then what graces in rny love do dwell, 
mat he hath turn’d a heaven into hell ! 

Hys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold; 
To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat’rv glass, 

Decking with liquid pearl the'bladed grass, 

(A tune that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,) 
through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal 
Her. And' in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon [amt primrose-beds were wont to lie, 

Lmptymg our bosoms of their counsel sweet 
there rny Lysanderand myself shall meet; 

And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 

Jo seek new friends and stranger companies. 
imreweH sweet playfellow; pray thou for us. 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!— 

Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight 
| * rom Jove rs food, till morrow deep midnight. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia.— Helena, adieifP™^** 
A y°. u ?? bim, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit Lys, 
riel. How happy some, o’er other some can be*; 
Through Athens l am thought as fair as she. 

But what oL that? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He will not know what all but he do know. 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 
m?-’ admir,n & his qualities. 

I hings base and vile, holding no quantity 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind 2 
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind; 


,7 , . V a ouungesi DOW 

By his best arrow with the golden head : 
By the simplicity of Venus’ doves ; 


xt i Ti t , . ’-/upiu panned ouna; 

XNor hath Love s mmd of any judgment taste; 

VV mgs, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is Love said to be a child. 

Because in -choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys Jn game themselves forswear, 
oo the boy Love is perjur'd every where : 

Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne. 

He hail d down paths, that he was only mine ; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt 
too he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 
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Act II. Scene 1. 
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will go tell him -of fair Hermia’s flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 

Pursue her: and for this intelligence, 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expence : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain. 

To have his sight thither, and back again. f Exit. 

Scene If. — The same. A Hoorn in a Cottage. 
Enter Snug, Bottom. Flute, Snout, Quince, 
and Starveling. 

Quin. Is all our company here ? 

■ Bot You were best to call them generally, man 
by man, according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is ths scroll of every man's name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in 
our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his 
wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play 
treats on; then read the names of the actors; and 
so grow to a point 

Quin. Ma rry , ou r play i s — The most lamentable co- 
medy, and most cruel death of Py ram us and This by. 

Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, 
and a merry. — Now, good Peter Quince, call forth 
your actors by the scroll : — Masters, spread your- 
selves. [weaver. 

Quin. Answer as I call you. — Nick Bottom, the 

Bot. Ready: Name what part I am for, and 
proceed. ^ [ramus. 

Quin . You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Py- 

Bot. What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant? 

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly 
for love. 

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true per- 
forming of it: if I do it, let the audience look to 
their eyes; I will move storms, I will condole in 
some measure. To the rest: — Yet my chief humour 
is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, or a part 
to tear a cat in, to make all split. 

“ The raging rocks, 

“ With shivering shocks, 

“ Shall break the locks 
“ Of prison-gates : 

“ And Phibbus’ car 
u Shall shine from far, 

“And make and mar 
w The foolish fa tes.” 

This was lofty ! — Now name the rest of the players. 
— This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein; a lover is 
more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You must take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ? 

It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 
lu. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; I 
have a beard corning. 

Quin. That’s all one ; you shall play it in a mask, 
and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot. An 1 may hide my face, let me play Thisby 
too: I’ll speak in a monstrous little voice; — Tkisne, 
Tkisne — Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear ; thy Thisby 
dear ! and lady dear ! 

Quin. No, no ; you must play Pyramus; and Flute, 

Bot. Well, proceed. (you Thisby. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby ’s 
mother.— Torn Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You, Py ramus’s father: myself, Thisby’s 
father ; — Snug, the joiner, you the lion’s part :— 

and, I hope, here is a play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written? pray you, 
if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring, 

Bot. Let me play the lion too: 1 will roar, that 

will do any man’s heart good to hear me; I will 


roar, that I will make the duke say, Let him roar 
again , Let him roar again . 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would 
shriek ; and that were enough to hang ns ail. 

A ll. That would hang us every mothei ’s son. 

Pot. ' I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
the lad jes out of their wits, they would have no more 
j discretion but* to hang ns: but I will aggravate loy 
voice so, that I will roar you as gently as any sue ic- 
ing-dove; I will roar you an ’twere any night- 
ingale. 

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus : for 
Pyramus is a sweet-faced man; a proper man f.a 
one shall see in a summer’s day; a most lovely, 
gentleman-like man ; therefore you must needs play 
Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were 
I best to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot . I will discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, 
purple-in-grain beard, or your French-crown-co- 
loured beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair 
at all, and then you will play bare-faced. — But, 
masters, here are your parts: and I am to entreat 
you, request you, and desire you, to con them by 
to-morrow night; and meet me in the palace wood, 
a mile without fhe town, by moon-ught ; there will 
we rehearse : for if we meet in the city we shall be 
dogg'd with company, and our devices known, 
the mean time I will draw a bill of properties, such 
as our play wants. I pray you, fail me not 

Bot. We will meet; and there we may ehearse 
more obscenely, and courageously. Take puins ; be 
perfect ; adieu. 

Quin. At the duke’s oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough ; hold, or cut bow-strings. [Exeunt^ 

ACT II. 

Scene I —A Wood near Athens. 

Enter a Fairy at one door and Puce at another 

Puch. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 

Fai. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier. 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander every where, 

Swifter than the moones sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours: 

In those freckles live their savours : 
t must go seek some dew-drops here. 

And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 

Farewell, thou lob of spirits, I’ll be gone ; 

Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-nighlj 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath. 

Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king ; •" 

She never had so sweet a changeling : 

And iealous Oberon would have the child 1 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wiMr 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved hoy ; 

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her 
And now they never meet in grove, or green. 

By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen, 

But they do square ; that all their elves, for fear. 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Either I mistake your shape and making quite 
Or els^ you are that shrewd and knavish sprite. 
Call’d Robin Goodfellow : are you not he. 

That fright the maidens of the villagery ; 

Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the 
, And bootless make the breathless 
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nd sometime make the drhk to bear no barm ; 
Mislead night- wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are not you he ? 

Puck. Thou speak’st aright ; 

£ arn that rnerry wanderer of the night 
£ jest to Obeiou, and make him smile, _ 

When l a fat and bean-fed hmse beguile. 

Neighing in likeness of a (illy foal: 

And sometime lurk £ in a gossip's bowl, 

In vet y likeness of a roasted crab; 

Aid, wuen she drinks, against her lips I bob, 

And on her wither’d dew-lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and Ioffe ; 
And waxen in their mirth, and ueeze, and swear, 

A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 

But room, Faery, here comes Oheron. 

Fai. And here my mistress : — Would that he were 
gouel 

Scene II, — Enter Oberon, at one door , with his 
train , and Titania, at another, with hers . 

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence ; 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton ; Am not £ thy lord ? 
Tita , Then I must be thy lady : but £ know, 
When thou hast stol’n away from fairy land. 

And in the shape of Coria sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 
To amorous PiuHida. Why art thou here, 

Come from the farthest steep of India? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Yoni buskin'd mistress, and your warrior love, 
To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How canst thou thus, to.- shame, Titania, 
(Pauce at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering 
From Petigenia, whom he ravished? [night 

And make him with fair iEgle break his faith, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy: 

And never, since the middle summer’s spring. 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook. 

Or on the beached margent of the sea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
There lore the winds, piping to us in vain. 

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land. 

Have every pelting river made so proud. 

That they ha* e overborne their continents : 

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard: 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 

The crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up witli mud; 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green. 

For lack of tread, are undistinguishable ; 

The human mortals want their whiter here; 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheumatic diseases do abuund : 

And thorough tins distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter; hoary- headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Byem’s chin, and icy crown, 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer, 

The chilling autumn, angry winter, change 
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Their wonted liveries ; and the ’mazed world, ^ 

By their increase, now knows not which is which* 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

We are their parents and original. 

Obe. Do you ameud it then ; it lies in you ; 

Why should Titania cross her Oberon? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman. 

Tita. Set your heart at rest, 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a vot’ress of mv order: 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 

Full often hath she gossip’d by my side; 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands. 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 

When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive. 
And grow big- bellied, with the wanton wind: 
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait, 
(Following her womb, then rich with my young 
Would imitate ; and sail upon the land, [squire,; 
To fetch me trifles, and return again. 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 

And, for her sake, I do rear up the hoy ; 

And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 

Ohe. How long within this wood intend you stay? 
Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus’ wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round 
And see our moon-light revels, go with ns ; 

If not, shun me, and 1 will spare your haunts. 

Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
Tita. Not for thy kingdom. Fairies, away : 

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

[.Exeunt Titania and her train . 
Obe. Well, go thy way: thou shall not from this 
Till £ torment thee for this injury. — [grove, 

My gentle Puck, come hither : tnon remember’st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song : 

And certain stars shot madly from their sp heres. 

To hear the sea -maid’s music. 

Puck. I remember. 

Obe. That very time I saw, (but thou conld’st not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 

Cupid all arm’d: a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west; 

And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts: 

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the vvat’ry moon; 
And the imperial vot’ress passed on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d 1 where the bolt of Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, — 

Before, milk-white ; now purple with love’s wound, 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower; the herb I show’d thee once* 
The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again, 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I’ll put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [Exit Ptadk 

Obe. ■■ Having once this juice. 

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep. 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, 

( Be it on Hon, bear, or wolf, or bull. 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape). 

Sue shall pursue it with the soul of love. 

And ere 1 take this charm off from her sight, 

(As I can take it, wpb- another herb,) 

I'll make her render up her page to me.— 

But who comes here ? I am invisible ; 

And I will over-hear their conference 
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Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 
Bern. I love thee not, therefi ire pursue me not 
Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia ? 

The one Ill slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou tald’st me, they were stoi’n into this wood. 
And here am I, and wood within this wood. 

Because I cannot meet with Herrnia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more, 

HeL You draw me, you hard hearted adamant; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel: leave you your ornver to draw, 

And 2 shall have no power to follow you. 

Deni. Do I entice you ? Do 2 speak you fair ? 

Or, rather, do 2 not in plainest truth 
Tell you — l do not, nor f cannot love yon ? 

HeL And even for that do ( love you the more. 

I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you : 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave, 

Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worse r place can I beg in your love, 

(And yet a place of high respect with me,) 

Than to be used as you use your dog ? 

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit ; 
For 2 am sick, when 2 do look on thee. 

HeL And 2 am sick, when I look not on you. 
Dem. You do impeach your modesty too much, 
To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one, that loves you not; 

To trust the opportunity of night, 

And the ill counsel of a desert place, 

With' the rich worth of your virginity. 

HeL Your virtue is my privilege for that 
It is not night, when I do see your face, 

Therefore 2 think I am not in the night: 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ; 

For you, in mv respect, are all the world. 

Then how can it be said, I am alone, 

When all the world is here to look on me? 

Dem. I’ll run from thee, and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

HeL The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 
linn when you will, the story shall be chang’d ; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger: bootless speed ! 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go ; 

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But t sha ll do t hee mischief in the wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the tern ole, in the town, the field. 
You do me mischief. Fy, Demetrius ! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 

We cannot tight for love, as men may do; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. 

I’ll follow thee, and make a heaven of heil. 

To die upou the hand I love so well. 

[Exeunt Dem. and HeL 
Obe . Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave 
this grove. 

Thou shall fly him, and he shall seek thy love — 
Re-enter Puck. 


Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck. Ay, there it is. 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me. 

know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over- canopied with lush woodbine. 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 

Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enameli’d skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 

And with the juice of this Til streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

' A sweet Athenian' lady' is in love 

With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 


But do it, when the next thing he espies ft 

May be the lady : thou shalt know the man ft i 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. ’ ft i 

Effect it with some care; that he may prove » 

More fond on her, than she upon her Jove : "ftp: 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. * 

Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so 1 

{Exeunt ft 

Scene III. — Another pari of the Wood. 1 

Enter Titania, tviih her train. ft j 

f Tita. Come, now a roundel.^and a fairy song ij 

Then, for the third part of a miuute, hence ; ft 

Some to kill cankers in the musk- rose buds : * j 

Some, war with rear mice for their leathern wings, ft 

To make my small elves coats; and some, keep back f 

The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonder* 

At our quaint spirits: sing me now asleep; ij j 

Then to your offices, and let me rest. IJ j 

SONG. ' I 

i. ■ill 

l Pai. You spotted snakes, with double tongue^ ill 

Thorny hedge- hoys, be not seen ; J 8 

Newts, and blind worms, do no wrong ; ill 

Come not near our fairy queen : j I 

CHORUS. .] I 

Philomel, with melody, - 

Sing in our sweet lullaby : 

Lulla, lulla , lullaby ; lulla , lulla, lullaby : I I 

Never harm, nor spell nor charm , I j 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good flight , with lullaby . 

. 11 - | 

2 Pai. Weaving spiders, come not here : || 

Hence, you long-leg (f d spinners , henci | j 

Betties black , approach not near ; | j 

Worm, nor snail, do no offence. jjjj 

CHORUS. |j 

Philomel, with melody, &c. ’Ijli 

1 Pai. Hence, away ; now all is well ; 11; 

One, aloof, stand sentinel. . _ ® 

[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleep * 

Enter Oberon. 

Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake, .• 

[Squeezes the flower on Titania' s eye-lids. 

Do it for tiiy true-love take ; 

Love, and languish for his sake; 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Pavd, or boar with bristled hair, 
fn thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear ; 

Wake, when some vile thing is near. [Exit. 

Enter Lysander and Hermia. 

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood ; 

And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way, 

We’ll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander ; find you out a bed, 

For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both; 

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence 
Love takes the meaning, in love’s conference 
I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit ; 

So that but one heart we can make of it : 

Two bosoms interchained vrith an oath ; 

So then, two bosoms', and a single troth. 

Then, by your side no bed-room me deny; 

For, lying so, Hermia,! do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily.— 

Now ranch beshrew my manners and my pride* 

If Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
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further off; in human modesty 
Such separation, as, may well be said, 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 

So far be distant; and good night, sweet friend 
Thy love ne’er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

Lys. Amen, Amen, to that fair prayer, say I 
And then end life, when I end loyalty 1 
**iere is my bed: sleep give thee all his rest! 

Her. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be 
press’d! (They sleep.) 

Enter Puck. 

Puck. Through the forest have I gone. 

But Athenian found 1 none, 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 

Night and silence ! who is here ? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 

This is he, my master said. 

Despised the Athenian maid ; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack' love, kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe : 

When thou wak’st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake, when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon. [Exit. 

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running. 

Bel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme- 
trius. [me thus. 

Bern. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt 
Bel . 0, wilt thou darkling leave me? do not so. 
Bern. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. 

[Exit Demetrius . 

Bel. 0, 1 am out of breath in this fond chase 1 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 

Happy is Hermia, wheresp’er she lies ; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears : 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers. 

No, uo, I am as ugly as a bear ; 

For beasts that meet me, run away for fear : 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery evne ? — 
But who is here ? — Lysander ! on the ground ! 

Dead ? or asleep? I see uo blood, no wound: 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet 
sake. ( Waking.) 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art, 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ? 

Bel. Do not say so, Lysander; say not so : 

What though he love your Hermia? Lord, what 
though ? 

Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia? No: I do repent 
The tedious minutes l with her have spent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 

Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 

The will of man is by his reason sway’d : 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season; 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reasun ; 

And touching now the point of* human skill, 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will. 

And leads me to your eyes ; where I o’erlook 
Love’s stories, written in love’s richest book. 

Her. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born ? 
When, at your hands, did 1 deserve this scorn? 

Is’t not enough, isT not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, * 

Deserve a, sweet look from Demetrius’ eye, 


But you must flout ray insufficiency ? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do 
In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

0, that a lady, of one man refus'd. 

Should, of another, therefore be abus’d ! [Exit. 
Lys. She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep thou 
there ; 

And never may’st thou come Lysander near ! 

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
I The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies, that men do leave, 

Are bated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy. 

Of ail be bated ; but the most of me ! 

And all rny powers, address your love and might, 

To honour Helen, and to be her knight ! [Exit. 
Her. (Starting.) Help me, Lysander, help me ! 
do thy best, 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 

Ah me, for pity ! — what a dream was here ? 
Lysander, look, bow I do quake with fear! 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away. 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey 
Lysander! what, remov'd? Lysander! lord! 

What, out of hearing? gone ? no sound, no word? 
Alack, where are you? speak, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 

No ? — then I well perceive you are not nigh: 

Either death, or you. I'll find immediately. [Exit 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — The same. The Queen of Fairies 
lying asleep. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout 
I and Starveling. 

Hot. Are we all met ? 

Quin. Pat, pat; and here’s a marvellous conve- 
nient place for our rehearsal : this green plot shall 
be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring house ; 
and we will do it in action, as we will do it before, 
Bot Peter Quince, — [the duke 

Quin. What say’s! thou, bully Bottom? 

Bot. There are things in this comedy of Py ram us 
and Thisby , that will never please. First, Py ramus 
must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 
! cannot abide. How answer you that ? 

Snout Bv’rlakin, a parlous fear. 

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit: I have a device to make all 
well. Write me a prologue: and let the prologue 
seem to say, we will do no harm with our swords : 
and that Pyramns is not killed indeed : and, for the 
more better assurance, tell them, that I Py ramus am 
not Pyramns, but Bottom the weaver : this will put 
them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue ; and it 
shall be written in eight and six. 

Bot. No, make it two more; let it he vritten in 
eight and eight 

Snout Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion? 
Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bot Masters, you ought to consider with your- 
selves : to bring in, God shield us ! a lion among 
ladies, is a most dreadful thing ; for there is not a 
more fearful wild-fowl than your lion, living ; and we 
ought to look to it. [is not a lion* 

Snout Therefore, another prologue must tell, he 
Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half bis 
face must be seen through the lion’s neck; ana he 
himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the 
same defect,— -Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wish 
you, or, I would request yon, or, I would entreat 
you, not to fear, not to tremble ; my life for yours. II 
you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my 
life : no, I am no such thing; l am a man as other 
men are : — and there, indeed, let him name his name 
and tell them plainly, he is Snug the joiner. 
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Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
fhings ; that is. to bring the moon- light into a cham- 
ber : for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by 
moon-light. 4 > [our play? 

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we play 
j Hot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanack; 
find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night. 

Bot. Why, then yon may leave a casement of the 
great chamber window, where we play, open ; and 
the moon may shine in at the casement. . 

Quin . Ay ; or else one mast come in with a bush of 
thorns and a lantern, and say, he comes to disfigure, 
or to present, the person of moon-shine. Then, there 
is another thing : we must have a wall in the great 
chamber ; for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story, 
did talk through the chink of a wail. 

Snug. You never can bring in a wall. — What say 
yon, Bottom? 

Bat Some man or other must present wall : and 
let him have some plaster, or some loam, or some 
rough-cast about him, to signify wall ; or let him hold 
his fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Py- 
ramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit 
down, every mother’s son, and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your 
speech, enter into that brake ; aud so every one ac- 
cording to his cue. 

Enter Puck behind. 

Pitch What hempen home- spans have we swag- 
gering here, 

So' near the cradle of the fairy queen? 

What, a play toward? i’ll be an auditor; 

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Quin. Speak, Pyramus : — Thisby, stand forth. 
Pgr. Thisby .the flowers of odious savours sweet — 
Quin. Odours, odours. 

Pgr. odours savours sweet : 

So doth thy breath , my dearest Thisby dear . — 
But, hark, a voice! stay thou but here a while , 
And by and by I will to thee appear. [Exit. 
Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er play'd here 1 
{Aside.) — [Exit. 

This. Must I speak now? 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you: for you must under- 
stand, he goes but to see a noise that fie heard, and is 
to come again. [hue. 

This. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily white of 
Of colour tike the red rose on triumphant brier , 
Most briskly Juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew, 

As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire , 
I'll meet thee , Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb. 

Quin. N urns’ tomb, man : why you must not speak 
that yet : that you answer to Pyramus : you speak 
all your part at once, cues andall. Pyramus enter; 
vour cue is past ; it is, never tire. 

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass's head. 

This. O , — As true as truest horse , that yet would 
never tire. 

Pyr. If l were fair, Thisby, I were only thine : — 
Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are minuted. 

I hay, masters ! fly, masters 1 help . [Exeunt Clowns. 
Puck. I’ll follow you, I'll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, through 
. . brier ; 

Sometime a horse I’ll be, sometime a hound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 

And neigh, and hark, and grunt, and roar, and bum, 
like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. 

t . ' l Exit. 

Bot. Why do they run away? this is a knavery of 
them, to make me aleard. 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed I what do I | 
•ee oo thee* 
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Bot. What do you see? you see an asss head of 
your own; do you? 

Re-enter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee. Bottom ! bless thee . thou art 

translated. [Exit* 

Bot. 1 see their knavery : this is to make an ass 
ofine; to fright me, if they could But J will 
stir from this place, do what they can : f will walk 
up and down here, and I will sing, that they shall 
hear I am not afraid. {Sings) 

The ousel-cock, so black of hue, 

With orange- tawny bill, 

The throstle with his note so true. 

The wren with little quill; 

Tita . What angel wakes me from my flowery 

bed? {Waking.) 

Bot . The finch, the sparrow, and the lark , 

The plain-song cuckoo gray . 

Whose note ful l many a man doth mark. 
And dares not answer, nay 
for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a 
bird? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry 
cuckoo never so? 

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again * 

Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 

And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me. 

On the first view, to say, to swear, l love thee. 

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little 
reason for that : And yet, to say the truth, reason 
and love keep little company together now-a-days : 
The more the pity, that some honest neighbours 
will not make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon 
occasion. 

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to 
get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine 
own turn. 

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go; 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit, of no common rate ; 

The summer still doth tend upon my state. 

And l do love thee : therefore, go with me; 

I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee ; 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing, while thou on pressed fljwers dost sleep: 
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, 

That thou shall like an airy spirit go. — 

Peas-blossoiu ! Cobweb 1 Moth! aud Mustard-seed t 

Enter four Fairies . 

1 Fai. Ready. 

2 Fai. Audi. 

3 Fai. Aud I. 

4 Fai. Where shall we go 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes; 

Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries; m 

With purple graces, green figs, and mulberries * 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees, 

And, for night tapers, crop their waxtn thighs. 

And lignt them at the fiery glow- worm's eyes, 

To have my tove to bed, and to arise ; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies. 

To fan the moon- beams from his sleeping eyes : 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fai. Hail, mortal! 

2 Fai. Hail! 

3 Fai. Hail ! 

4 Fai . Hail ! 

Bot. I cry your"' JfM^i'-'feercy, heartily. — 1 
beseech, your worship’s name. 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good 
master Cobweb : If I cut my finger, 1 shall make 
bold with von. — Your name, honest gentleman ? 

Peas. Peas blossom. 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash 
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your mother, and to master Peas-cod, your father. ] 
Good master Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of! 
more acquaintance too. -“ Your name, I beseech 
Mus. Mustard-seed. [you, sir? 

Hot. Good master Mustard - seed, I know your 
patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox 
beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your 
bouse : I promise you, your kindred hath made my 
eyes water ere now. I desire you more acquaint- 
ance, good master Mustard-seed, 4 [bower, 

Tila. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my 
The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye; 

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 
Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him silently. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another part of the Wood . 

Enter Oberon. 

Obe. I wonder, if Titania be a wak’d ; 

Then, what it was that next came in her eye. 

Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck.. 

Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit ! 
What night- rule now about this haunted grove ? 

Puck Aly mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower. 

While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls. 

Were met together to rehearse a play. 

Intended lor great Theseus* nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 

Who Py ramus presented, in their sport 
Porsook his scene, and enter’d in a brake : 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

A. n ass’s nowl I fixed on his head ; 

Anon, his Tnisbe must be answered, 

And forth my mimic comes :vvhen tney him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye. 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort. 

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report. 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at his sight, away his fellows tly : 

And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thus 
strong. 

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong ; 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 

Some, sleeves; some, hats; from yielders all things 
I led them on in this distracted fear, [catch. 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there : 

When in that moment (so it came to pass,) 

Titania wak’d, and straightway hiv'd an ass. 

Obe. This fal.s out better tnan 1 could devise. 

But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as 1 did bid th e do ? 
ft Puck I took him sleeping, — that is finish’d too, — 
And the Athenian woman by his side ; 

That when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

Obe. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian. 

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man. 
Bern. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. (worse ; 
Her. Now 2 but chide, but 1 should use thee 
f For than, ! fear, hast given me cause to curse. 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o’er shoes in bloud, plunge in the deep. 

And kill m i too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day. 

As he to me . Would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermia ? I’ll believe as soon. 

This whole earth may be bor’d ; and that the moon 
May through the centre cree , ar d so displease 
Her brother’s noon-tide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be. but thou hast murder’d him ; 


So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Bern. So should the murder'd look; and so should L 
Pierc d through the heart with your stern cruelty ; 
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What’s this to my Lysander? where is he? 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ? 

Bern. 1 had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv’st me past the 
bounds 

Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him then ? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men i 
Oh! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake ; 

Durst thou have look’d upon him, being awake, 

And hast tie m kill’d him sleeping? O brave touch! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 

An adder d.d it; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Bern. You spend your passion on a mispris’d! 
I am not guilty of Lysander s blood ; [mood s 

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Her. I pray thee, tell me then, that he is well. 
Bern. An if I could, what should i get therefore? 
Her. A privilege, never to see rue more. — 

And from tiiy hated presence part 1 so; 

See me no more, w hether he be dead or no. {Exit. 

Bern. There is no following her in this fierce vein: 
Here, therefore, for a while i will remain. 

So sorrow’s heav iness doth heavier grow 
Fur debt, that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
VVhich now, in some slight measure it will pay, 

If for his tender ho re I make some stay. {Lies down.) 
Obe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken 
quite, 

And laid the love-juice on some true-love’s sight: 

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true. 

Puck Then fate o’er- rules; that., one man holding 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. [troth, 
Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find; 

Al l fancy -sick she is, and pale of cheer 

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear; 

By some illusion see thou bring her here ; * 

I’ll charm his eyes, against she do appear. 

Puck I go, I go ; look how 1 go; 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. [Exit. 
Obe. Flower of this purple die, 

Hit with Cupid’s archery. 

Sink in apple of his eye! 

When his love he doth espy. 

Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — * 

When thou wak’st, if she be by. 

Beg of iier for remedy. 

Re enter PUCK. 

Puck. Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand ; 

And the youth, mistook by me. 

Pleading for a lover’s fee ; 

Shall we their fond pageant see ? 

Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

Obe. Stand asMe; the noise they make. 

Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck Then will two at once, woo one; 

That must needs be sport alone ; 

And those tilings do best' please me, '■ 1 
That befal preposterously. 

Enter Lysander and Hklbna* 

Lye. Why should you think, that I should wooil 
scorn? > 

Scorn and derision never come in tears : 

Look, when I vow, 1 weep ; and vows so bom. 

In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things in me see th scorn to yon. 
Bearing, the badge of faith, to prove them true I 
Hel. Y on do advance your cunning more and iuor v 
W hen truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray I 
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These vows are Hernia's : will von give her o’er ? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you wiil nothing 
weigh : 

Tour vows, to her and me, put in two scales, 

Will even weigh $ and both as light as tides. 

Lys. I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 
HeL Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o’er. 
Li/s. Demetrius loves her, and lie loves not you. 
Mem. ( Awaking .) O Helen, goddess, nymph, 
perfect, divine! 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ? 
Crystal, is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow l 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow. 
Farm’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crcnv, 
When thou hoid’st up thy hand: O, let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

Mel. 0 spite 1 0 hell ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me, for your merriment. 

If you were civil, and knew courtesy, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 

Caii you not hate me, as l know you do, 

But you must join, in souls, to mock me too ? 

If you were men, as men you are in show. 

You would not use a gentle lady sop 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena: 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To conjure tears up iu a poor maid’s eyes. 

With vour derision l none, of noble sort, 

Would so offend a virgin; and extort 
A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport 
Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 

For you love Hermia ; this, you know, I know: 

And here, with all good will, with all my heart. 

In Hernia's love I yield you up my part; 

And yours of Helena to me bequeath. 

Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

HeL Never did mockers waste more idle breath, 
j Dem. Lysatider, keep thy Hermia: I will none : 
If e’er I lov’d her, all tiiat love is gone. 

My heart with her but, as guest- wise, sojourn’d: 
And now to Helen is it home return’d, 

There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Mem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 
best, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. — 

Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear. 

Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function 
takes, 

The ear more quick of apprehension makes; 
Wherein it dotn impair the seeiflg sense. 

It pays the hearing double recompense ; 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth press 
to go ? [side ? 

Her. What love could press Lysander from my 
Lys. Lysander’s love, that would not let him bide. 
Fair Helena; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light [know, 

Why seek’st thou me ? could not this make thee 
The hate 1 bear thee made me leave thee so ? 

. Mer. Y ou speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 
HeL Lo, she is one of this confederacy I 
Now I perceive they have conjoin’d, all three. 

To fashion tins false sport in spite of me. 

Injurious Hermia] most ungrateful maid ! 

Have you conspir’d, hav** you with these contriv’d 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 

: ; la .all the counsel that; we two have shar’d,' : 

The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have cliid tiie hastv-footed time 
For parting us, — 0, and is all forgot ? 


All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 

Have with our neelds created both one flower. 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Buth^ warbling of one song, both in one key; 

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds. 

Had been incorporate. So we grew fcogetUet, 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted 
But yet a union in partition. 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem: 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart; 

’1 'wo of the first, like coats in heraldry. 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rend our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend? 

It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly: 

Our sex, as well as l, may chide you for it; 

Tin nigh 1 alone do feel the injury. 

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words : 

I scorn you not; it seems that you scorn me. 

HeL Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn. 

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face? 

And made your other love, Demetrius, 

(Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,! 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysande* 

Deny your love, so rich within his soul. 

And tender me, forsooth, affection; 

But by your setting on, by your consent? 

What tnougli 1 be not so in grace as you. 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 

But miserable most, to love unlov’d ? 

This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her. I understand not what you mean by tin* 
HeL Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks. 
Make mowes upon me, when I turn my bac* ; 

Wink at each other; hold the sweet jest up: 

Tins sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 

If you have any pity, grace or manners. 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But, fare ye well : ’tis partly mine own fault; 

Winch death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

Lys. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my excuse ; 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena I 
HeL O excellent I 

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Dem. If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she en- 
treat; [prayers. — 

Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak 
Helen, I love thee ; by my life, i do; 

I swear by that, which I will lose for thee. 

To prove him false, that says I love thee not. 

Vein. I say, I love thee more than he can do. 
Lys. If i lion say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come, — 

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this? 

Lys. Away, you Ethiop ! 

Mem. No, no, sir:— he will 

Seem to break loose ; take on, as you would folldRr , 
But yet come not: you are a tame man, go l 
Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr; vile thing, let 
loose ; 

Or I will shake thee from me, like a serpent. 

Her. Why are you grown so rude t what change 
Sweet love ? [is this, 

Lys. Thy love T out, tawny Tartar, out I 

Out. loathed medicine! hated potion, hence! 

Her. Do you not jest? 

HeL Yes, sooth ; and so do you. 

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 
Mem. I would, 1 had your bond ; for I perceive, 
A weak bond holds you;, Til not trust your word. 
Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her 
■■ dead ? 

Although I hatcher, Til not harm her so. [hate? 

Her. What, can you do me greater barm, than 
Hate me [ wherefore ? 0 me ! what news, my love * 
Am not I Hermia ? A re not you Lysander v 
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l am as fair now, as 1 was erewhfle. fleft me ; 
Since night yon lov’d me; yet, since night you 
Why, then you left me, — O, the gods forbid — 

16 earnest, shall I say ? 

Lys . _ Ay, by my life ; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore, be out of hope, of question, doubt. 

Be certain, nothing truer,- ’tis no jest, 

That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. 0 rue ! you juggler ! you canker- blossom l 
Ton thief of love! what, have you come by night, 
And stol’n my love’s heart from him ? 

Bel 4 Fine, i’faith ! 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 

No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue? 

Fy, fy ! you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her. ruppet! why so? Ay, that way goes the 
game. 

Now I perceive, that she hath made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her height; 
And with her personage, her tall personage. 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with him. 
And are you grown so high in his esteem. 

Because 1 am so dwarfish, and so low? 

How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak; 
How low am I ? 1 am not yet so low, 

But that tny nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Hal. I pray you, though you mock me, gentle- 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ; (men ; 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 

I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 

Let her not strike me: you, perhaps, may think. 
Because she’s something lower than myself. 

That I can match her. 

Her . Lower! hark, again. 

Be/. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did Icve you, Hermia. 

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you; 
Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wood : 

He follow’d you ; for love, I follow’d him. 

But he hath chid me hence ; and threaten'd me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 

And now, so you will let me quiet go. 

To Athens will I bear my folly back, 

And follow yon no further: let me go: 

You see how simple and how fond I am. 

Her. Why, get you gone: who is't that hinders 
you 

Hel. A foolish heart that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lysander? 

Hel . With Demetrius. 

Lys. Be not afraid ; she shall not harm thee, 
Helena. [part. 

Dent. No, sir; she shall not, though you take her 
Hel. O, when she’s angry, she is keen and shrewd : 
She was a vixen when she went to school ; 

And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. L ttle again? nothing but low and little? — 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus? 

Let me come to her. 

Lys. * * Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hind’ring knet-grass made ; 

You bead, you acorn. 

Hem. You are too officious, 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

JFiOt her alone; speak not of Helena; 

Take not her part: for if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her. 

Thou shaft aby it 

Lys, Now she holds me not; 

Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try whose right, 

Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

Hem* Follow? nay. I’ll go with thee, cheek by 
jole. [ Exeunt Lys. and Dem . 

Her, Y oti, mistress, all this coil is 'Jung of you : 
Nay, go not baefc. 

Met I will not trust yon, I ; 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 


Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray , 

My legs are longer though, to run away. iMxii 
Her. I am amaz’d, ana know not what to say.. 

[Exit, pursuing Helena, 
Obe. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak’st, 
Or else committ’st thy knaveries wilfully 
Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did not you tell me, I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise. 

That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes : 

And so far am I glad it so did sort, 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. [fight 
Obe. Thou sees t, these lovers seek a place t« 

; Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 

I The starry welkin cover thou anon 
I With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

! And lead these testy rivals so astray. 

As one come not within another’s way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue. 

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 

And from each other look thou lead them thus, 

Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep: 

Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye ; 

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property. 

To take from thence all error, with his might, 

And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision ; 

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend. 

With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I’ll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then 1 will her charmed eye release 

From monster’s view, and all things shall be peace. 

Puck . My fairy lord, this must he done with haste; 
For night’s swift dragons cut the* clouds full fast. 
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here, and 
there, 

Troop home to church-yards : damned spirits all. 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial. 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

For fear lest day should look their shames upon. 
They wilfully themselves exile from light, 

And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night 
Obe. But we are spirits of another sort: 

I with the morning’s love have oft made sport; 

Ancl, like a forester, the groves may tread. 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red, 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams. 

Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams. 

But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay: 

We may effect this business yet ere day. [Exit Ober. 
Puck. Up and down, up and down; 

I will lead them up and down: 

I am fear’d in field and town ; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 

Enter Lysander. 

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak 
thou now. _ (art thou ? 

Puck. Here, villain ; drawn and ready Where 
Lys. I wilt be with thee straight 
Puck. Follow me then 

To plainer ground. [Exit Lys . as following the voice. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Bern. ■ Lysander ! speak again. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? 

Speak. In some bush ? Whefe,'''dostlhou;hide'^f 
, ; head?; 

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the start, 
Telling the bushes, that thou look'st for wars, 

And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou 
child ; 

I’ll whip thee with a rod he is defil’d. 
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That draws & sword on thee. 

Pern. m Yea ; art thou there ? 

Puck. Follow my voice ; we'll try manhood here. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter Lysander. 

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on; 
When l come where he calls, then he is gone. 

The villain is much lignter heel’d than I : » 

1 follow’d fast, but faster he did fly ; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

( Lies down.) 

For if but once thou show me thy grey light. 

I’ll find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. (Sleeps.) 
Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, hoi Coward, why coin’s!; thou 
not ? 

Bern. Abide me, if thou dar’st ; for well I wot. 
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place ; 

And dar’st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 

Puck . Come hither; I am here. 

Bern. Nay, then thou mock’st me. Thou shalt 
buy this dear, 

If ever I thy face by day-light see : 

Now, go thy way.— Faintness constrained! me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. — 

By day’s approach look to be visited. 

(Lies down and sleeps .) 
Enter Helena. 

Mel. O weary night, 0 long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours : shine, comforts, from the east ; 
That I may back to Athens by day-light, 

From these, that my poor company detest: — 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye. 
Steal me a while from mine own company. (Sleeps.) 
Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more ; 

Two of both kinds make up four. 

Here she comes, curst and sad : — * 

Cupid is a knavish lad. 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Enter Hermia. 

Her* Never so weary, never so in woe. 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers; 
l can no further crawl, no further go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 
Here will I rest me, till the break of day. 

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

(Lies down.) 

Puck. On the ground . 

Sleep sound* 

I’ll apply 
To your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy 
(Squeezing the juice on Lysander* s eye.) 
When thou wakest, 

, -Thou takest 
True delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady’s eye : 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man should take his own, 

In your waking shall be shown : 

Jack shall have Jill ; 

Nought shall go ill ; 

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be 
welt [Ebcii Puck*r-JUem. Hel. $*e. sleep. 
ACT IV, 

Scene I. — The same. 

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies attending ; 
Oberon behind, unseen. 

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 
'■"^/.’VYhileT thy amiable cheeks do coy, 

And stick musk-ioses in thy sleek smooth head, ' 

__ And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 
Rot. Where's Peas -blossom ? 

Peas. Ready. 


Rot. Scratch my head, Peas- blossom.— YRiere’a 
monsieur Cobweb ? 

Cob. Ready. 

Rot. Monsieur Cobweb ; good monsieur, ret your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and, good mon- 
sieur, bring me the horn y-bag. Do not fret yourself 
too much in the action, monsieur ; and, good mon- 
sieur, have a care the honey-bag break not ; I would 
be loth to have you over- flown with a honey-bag, 
signior. — Where’s monsieur Mustard-seed ? 

Must. Ready. 

But. Give me your neif. monsieur Mustard -seed. 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must. What’s your will ? 

Rot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cava- 
lero Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber’s, 
monsieur; for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy 
about the face: and I am such a tender ass, if my 
hairdo but tickle me, I must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet 
love ? 

Rot. I have a reasonable good ear in music : let 
us have the tongs and the bones. (eat. 

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thon desir’st to 

Rot. Truly, a peck of provender; l could mnnch 
your good dry oats. Methinks, I have a great desire 
to a bottle of hay : good hay, sweet hay, hath no 
i fellow. , 

Tita . I have a venturous fairs, that shall seek 
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Rot. I had rather have a handful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray yon. Jet none of your people 
stir me; i have an exposition of sleep come upon 
| me. # (arms. — 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 

So doth the woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle, 

I Gently entwist, — the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

O, how I love thee! how I dote on thee: (They sleep.) 

Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

Obe. Welcome, good Robin. See’st thou thi* 
sweet sight? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity. 

For meeting her of late, behind the wood, 

Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her: 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded. 

With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls 
Stood now within the pretty flouerets’ eyes, 

Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail. 

When I had, at my plesure, taunted her, 

*And she, in mild terms, begg’d my patience, 

I then did ask of her her changeling child ; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear hitn to my bower m fairy land. 

And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection ofher eyes. 

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From oft’ the head of this Athenian swain ; 

That he, awaking, when the other do. 

May all to Athens back again repair; 

Ana think no more of this night’s accidents* 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen* 

Be, as thou wast wont to be ; 

(Touching her eyes with an herb*} 
See, as thou wast wont to see : 

Dian’s bud o er Cupid s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power 
Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita, My Oberon I what visions have I seen ! 
Methought I was enamour'd of an ass. 

Obe. There lies your love. 

Tita. How came these things to pass? 

Q, flow mine eyes do loath his visage now l 
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Qbe. Silence, a while. — Robin, take off this head.— 
Titama, music call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 

Tiia. Music, ho! music ; such as charmeth sleep. 
Puck Now, when thou wuk’st, with thine own 
loot’s eyes peep. , 

Ole. Sound, music. (Still music.) Come, my 
queen, take hands witn me, 

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and 1 are new in amity ; 

And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly, 

Dance in duke Theseus’ house triumphantly. 

And bless 'it to all fair posterity : 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck Fairy king, attend and mark ; 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Ole. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 

Trip we alter the night's shade; 

We the globe can compass soon, 

Swifter than the wand’ring moon. 

Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight, 

Tell me how it came this night. 

That I sleeping here was found, 

YYith these mortals on the ground. {Exeunt, 
(Horns sound within.) 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train . 
The. Go, one of you, find out the forester; — 

For now our observation is perform’d : 

And since we have ttie vaward of the day. 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go: — 

Despatch, I say, and find the forester.— 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top. 

And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding; for, besides the groves, 

The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem’d all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So flew’d, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee’d, and dew lapp’d like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but. match’d in month like bells. 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : [are these ? 
Judge, when you hear.— But, suit; what nymphs 
Eye. My lord, this is mv daughter here asleep; 
And this Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena : 

I wonder of their being here together. g 

The. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 9 
The rite of May ; and hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 

But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day. 

That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 
Eye. It is, my lord. [horns. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 

Horns and shout within. Demetrius, Lysander, 
Hep-mia and Helena, wake , and start up. 
The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is 
past ; 

Begin these wood birds but to couple now? 
hys. Pardon, my lord. 

(He and the rest kneel to Theseus.) 
The. I pray yon all, stand up. 

I know, yon are two rival enemies ; 

How comes this ge utie concord in the world 
That hatied is so far from jealousy, 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity? 

Lgs. My lord, l shall reply amazedly 
Hall ’sleep, half waking : but as yet, I swear, 
a cannot truly. say how I came here : 






But, as I think, (for truly would l speak,— 

And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 

I came with Hermia hither; our -intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without the peril of the Athenian la w. 

Eye. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough: 

I beg the law, the law, upon his head.— [trius 
They would have stol’n away, they would, Deme 
Thereby to have defeated you and me; 

You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent , 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Vein. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood; 

And I in fury hither follow’d them ; 

Fair Helena in fancy following me. 

But, my good loid, I wot not bv what power, 
(But, by some power it is,) my love to Hermia,; 
Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd, 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my head. 

The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only ’ Helena. To her, aiv lord, 

Was 1 betroth’d ere I saw Hermia ; 

But, like in sickness, did I loath this food: 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 

The . Fair lovers, yon are fortunately met; 

Of tub discourse we will hear more arum. — 

Egeus, I will overbear your will; 

For in the temple, by and by with us, 

These couples shall eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is something worn, 

Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside.— 

Away, with us, to Athens; three and three, 

We’ll hold a feast of great solemnity. — 

Come, Hippoiyta. 

[Exeunt Theseus, Hippoiyta, Egeus, and tram. 
Vein. These things seein small and undisfm- 
guishable. 

Like far off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Methings, I see these things with parted eye. 
When every thing seems double 
Hel. So methinks : 

And l have found Demetrius like a jewel. 

Mine own, and not mine own. 

Vein. It seems to me, 

That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do not you think. 
The duke was here, and bid us loliow him? 

Her. Yea; and my father. 

Hel. And Hippolvta. 

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 
Vein. Why then, we are awake ; let’s follow him ; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. 

[Exeunt. 

As they go out , Bottom awakes. 

Bat. When my cue comes, call me, and I will an- 
swer: — my next is. Most fair Pyramus. — Hey, 
ho! — Peter Quince! Flute, the bet lows- mender! 
Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God's my life ! stolen 
hence, and left me asleep! 1 have had a most rare 
vision. I have had a dream, — past the wit of man 
to say what dream it was;— Man is but an ass, if 
he go about to expound this dream. Methought I 
was — there is no man can tell what. Methought 1 
was, and me thought I had,— but man is bu t a 
patched fool, if he will offer to say wlmt metlmnglA 
I had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear <*f 
man hath not seen ; man’s hand is not able to taste, 
his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report, what 
my ■ di earn - was, ' I will get. Peter 'Quince 'to.^rite a 
ballad of this dream: it shall be called Bottom* 
Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and I will single 
in tlie latter end of a play, before the duke : per- 
ad venture, to make it the more gracious, 1 shall 
sing it after death. „ [Exit. 
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Scene II. — Athens. A Room in Quince's Rouse . 
Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 

Quin, Have vou sent to Bottom’s house ? is he 
come lu»int- yet? [is transported. 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he ! 

Flu. if he come not, then the play is marred; it j 
Roes not forward, doth it ? 

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man in 
all Athens able to discharge Pyramus, but he. 

Fui. No; he hath simply the beat wit of any 
hamlycraft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too: and he is a 
verv paramour, for a sweet voice. 

Plu. You must say, paragon ; a paramour is, God 
bless us, a thing of nought 

Enter Snug. 

Snug. Masters* the duke is coming from the 
temple, and there is two or three lords and ladies 
more married : if our sport had goue forward, we 
had all been made men. 

__ Flu. O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost 
sixpence a-day during. his life; he could 'not have 
’scaped sixpence a-day : an the duke had not given 
him sixpence a day for playing Py ramus, PM be 
banged ; tie would have deserved it: sixpence a-day, 
in Py ramus, or nothing. 

Enter Bottom. 

Rot. Where are these lads? where are these hearts? 

Quin. Bottom !— -O most courageous day l O most 
happy hour! 

Rot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders: but 
ask me not what; for if I tell you, 1 am no true 
Athenian. I will tell you every thing, right as it j 
fell out. I 


Quin. Let ns hear, sweet Bottom. 

Rot. Nut a word of me. All that I will tell yon, 
ts, that the duke hath dined : get your apparel to- 
gether ; good string’s to your beards, new ribbons 
to your pumps; meet presently at the palace ; every 
man look o’er his part; for, the short and the long 
is, our play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby 
have clean linen ; and let not him, that plays the 
lion, pare his nails, for they shall hang out for the I 
lion’s claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions, 
nor garlic k, for we are to utter sweet breath ; and 
I do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is a sweet 
comedy. No more words ; away ; go away. 

f Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene t. — The same. An Apartment in the Palace 
of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, 
Lords , and Attendants. 

Hip . ’Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 
speak oil [lieve 

The. More strange than true. I never may be- 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains. 
Such shaping 'fantasies* that apprehend 
More th-m cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 

Are of imagiu ition all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 

That is, the madman : tie lover, all as frantic. 

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt: 

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance I rom heaven to earth, from earth to 
’ heaven; 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms oi things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination: 

That, if it woul 1-but apprehend some joy. 

It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 


Or, In the night, imagining some fear. 

How easy is a bush suppos’d a bear? 

Hip. But all the story of the night told over. 

And all their minds transfigur’d so together* 

More witnesseth than fancy's images. 

And grows to something oi great constancy ; 

But, howsoever, strange, and admirable. 

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and 
Helena, 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth.— 
Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love. 
Accompany your hearts! 

Lys. More than to us 

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed,! 
The. Come now ; vtfhat masks, what dances shall 
we have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our after-supper, and bed-time? 

Where is our usual manager of mirth? 

What revels are in hand f Is there no play, 
Toeasefhe anguish of a torturing hour? 

Call Philostrate. 

Philost. Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Bay, what abridgment have you for tbia 
evening ? 

What mask? what music? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight? 

Philost. There is a brief, how many sports are ripe; 
Make choice of which your highness will see first 
{Giving a paper 

The. {Reads.) The battle with the Centaurs , te 
be sung. 

By an Athenian eunuch , to the harp . 

We’ll none of that : that have I told my love. 

In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 


The riot of the tipsy bacchanals. 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage. . 

That is an old device; and it was play’d 
When l from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceas'd in beggary. 

That is some satire, keen, arid critical. 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus , 

And his love Thisbe : very tragical mirth 

Merry and tragical ? tedious and brief? 

That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow. 

How shall we find the concord of this discord? 
Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten words 
long ; 

Which is as brief as 1 have known a play ; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long; 

Which makes it tedious; for in all they piny 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is; 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 

Which, when I saw rehears'd. I must confess,’ 
Made mine eyes water; but mure tnrrry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they that do play St? 

Philost, Hard-handed men. that work In Athens 
here, 

Which never labour’d in their minds till now ; 

And now have toil’d their nnhreath’d memories, 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it 
Ph Host. No, my noble lord* 

It is not for you ; I have heard it over. 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 

Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain* 

To do you service. 

The . I will hear that play s 

For never any thing can be amiss. 

When simpleness and duty tender % , t 
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Gkybring theta in: and take your places, ladies. 

[Exit Philostrate. 
Hip . I love not to see wretchedness o’ercharged, 
And duty in his service perishing-. [thing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 
Hip. He says, they can do nothing in this kind. 
The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 

Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 

And what poor duty cannot do, 

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 

Where 1 have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 

Where I have seen them shiver and look pale. 

Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their practis’d accent in their fears, 

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off. 

Not paying me a welcome : trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence, yet, I pick’d a welcome ; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy, and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity. 

In least, speak most, to my capacity. 

Enter Philostrate. 

Philost. So please your grace, the prologue is 
add rest. 

The. Let him approach. [Flourish of trumpets.) 
Enter Prologue. 

Prol. If we offend, it is with our good will, 
Thai you should think, we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To show our simple skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end. 

Consider then , we come but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight , lyou, 

We are not here. That you should here repent 
The actors are at hand ; and, by their show. 

You shall know all, that you are like to know. 

The. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

Lys. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt; 
he knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord : it 
is not enough to speak, but to speak true. 

# Hip. Indeed he hath played on this prologue, 
like a child on ^recorder ; a sound, but not in go- 
vern meat. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordered. Who is next ? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe , Wall , Moonshine, 
and Lion, as in dumb show. 

Prol. “ Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this 
show ; 

M But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 
“ This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 

“ This beauteous lady Thisbv is, certain. 

“ This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
“Wall, that vile wall which did these. lovers 
sunder: 

“And through wall’s chink, poor souls, they are 
content 

u To whisper ; at the which let no man wonder. 

“ This man, with lantern, dog, and hush of thorn, 

44 Presented) moon shine: for. if you will know, 
K Byviuoon-shine did these lovers think no scorn 
u To meet at Ninas’ tomb, there, there to woo, 

“ This grisly beast, which by name lion bight, 

“ The trusty Thisby, coming first bv night, 

“Did scare away, or rather did affright: 

“And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall ; 

“ Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain: 
“Anon comesPyramus, sweet youth, and tall, 
“And finds lus trusty Thisby ’s mantle slain: 

“ Whereat with blade, wsth bloody blameful blade, 
“ He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breast; 
“And, Thishy tarrying in mulberry shade, 

“ His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest. 


“ Let lion, moon-shine, wall, and lovers twain, 

“ At large discourse, while here they do remain.” 
{Exeunt Prol Thisbe , Lion , and Moonshine, 
The. I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 

Bern. No wonder, my lord : one lion may, when 
many asses do. 

Frail, “ In this same interlude, it doth befall, 

“ That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 

“ And such a wall as I would have yon think, 

“ That had in it a cranny" d hole, or chink, 

“ Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
“ Did whisper often very secretly. y [show 

“ This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth 
“ That I am that same wall ; the truth is so: 

“ And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

“ Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.” 
The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak 
better? 

Bern. It is the wittiest partition, that ever I heard 
discourse, my lord. 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall: silence! 
Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. “ 0 grim-look’d night ! 0 night with hoe 

so black 1 

“ O night, which ever art, when day is not ! 

“ 0 night, 0 night, alack, alack, alack, 

“ I tear my Thisby’s promise is forgot! — 

44 And thou, O wall, O sweet, O Io\ ely wall, 

44 That stand’st between her father’s ground and 
mine : 

“ Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 

“ Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine 
eyne. ( Wall holds up his fingers.) 

“ Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well 
for this ! 

44 But what see I ? No Thisby do I see. 

44 0 wicked walkthrough whom I see no bliss; 

44 Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me ! ” 

The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should 
curse again. 

Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not Deceiving 
me, is Thisby’s cue : she is to enter now, and I am 
to spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will 
fall pat as I told you : — yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. 44 O wall, full often hast thou heard my 
moans, 

44 For parting my fair Pyramus and me : 

44 My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones; 

44 Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.” 
Pyr. 44 1 see a voice : now will I to the drink, 

44 To spy an I can hear my Thisby’s face. 
“Thisby!” 

This. 44 My love ! thou art my love, I think.” 

Pyr. “Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’* 
grace ; • 

“ Aral like Limander am I trnsty still.” 

This. “ And I like Helen, tilt tire fates me kill.” 
Pyr. 44 Not Shafaius to Proems was so true.” 
This. 44 As Shafaius to Procrus, I to you.” 

Pyr. “ O, kiss me through the hole of this vile 
wall.” 

This. “ I kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all.” 
.Pyr. “Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me 
straightway?” 

This. 44 Tide life, tide death, I come without 
delay.” 

Wall. “Thus have I, wall, my partdisehargedsoj 
“ And, being done, thus wall away doth go,” 

[Exeunt Wall , Pyramus and Thisbe, 
The. Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Bern. No remedy, my lord, when walls are *o 
wilful, to hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever ! beard. 
The. The best in this kind are but shadows: and 
the vyorst are no worse, if iuragi nation amend them. 
Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not 
theirs. 
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The. If we imagine no worse of them, than they 
©f themselves, they may pass for excellent men. 
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

Enter Eton and Moonshine. 

Lion . 44 You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do 
fear [floor, 

44 The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on 
u May now, perchance, both quake and tremble, 

I sere, 

44 When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
u Then know, that I, one Snug, the joiner, am 
u A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam : 

44 For if I should as lion come in strife 
44 Into this place, ’twere pity on my life.” 

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience. 
Lem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er 
I saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

The. True*; and a goose for his discretion. 

Dent. « Not so, my lord ; for his valour cannot 
carry his discretion ; and the fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his 
valour; for the goose carries not the fox. It is 
well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to 
the moon. 

Moon. 44 This lantern doth the horned moon 
present : ” , 

Lem. He should have worn the horns on his head. 

^ The. He is no crescent, and his horns are invi- 
sible within the circumference. 

Moon. u This lantern doth the homed moon 
present; 

4: Myself the man i’th’moon do seem to be.” 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest : the 
man should be put into the lantern : how is it else 
the man i’the moon? 

Lem. He dares not come there for the candle : 
for, you see, it is already in snuff. 

Hip. I am weary of this moon: would, he would 
change l 

The. It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

Moon. 44 All that I have to say, is, to tell you that 
the lantern is the moon; I, the man in the moon; 
this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and this dog, my 
dog.” 

Lem. Why, all these should be in the lantern ; 
for they are in the moon. But silence : here comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. 44 This is old Ninny’s tomb * where is my 
love?” 

Lion. 44 Oh — ,”(The lion roars. — Thisbe runs off.) 
Lem. Well roared, lion. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, moon. — Truly, the moon shines 
with a good grace. 

The. Well moused, lion. [The Hon tears Thisbe s 
mantlet and exit.) 

Lem. And so comes Pyramus. 

Lys. And then the moon vanishes. 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr, 44 Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny 
beams; ■ 

W I thank thee, moon, for shining now so. bright: 
For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams. 
"I trust to taste of truest Thisby’s sight. 

44 But stay ; — 0 spite! 

44 But mark : — Poor knight, 

44 What dreadful dole is here ! 

44 *Eyes, do you see? 

44 How can it be ? 
u O dainty duck ! O dear! 

44 Thy mantle good, 
u What, stain’d with blood** 


44 Approach, ye furies fell ! 

44 0 fates l come, come ; 

44 Gut thread and thrum ; 

44 Quail, crush, conclude, and quell!” 

The . This passion, and the death of a dear friend 
would go near to make a man look sad* 

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 

Pyr. 44 O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lion* 
frame ? 

* 44 Smce lion vile hath here deflower’d my dear: 
“Which is — no, no — which was the fairest dame, 

44 That liv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d 
with cheer. 

44 Come, tears, confound : 

44 Out, sword, and wound 
44 The pap of Pyramus: , 

44 Av, that left pap, 

44 Where heart doth hop;— 

44 Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

44 Now am I dead, 

44 Now am I fled ; 

44 My soul is in the sky; 

44 Tongue, lose thy light ! 

44 Moon, take thy flight! 

44 Now die, die, die, die, die.” (Dies.) 

[Exit Moonshine. 
Lem. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is butone. 
Lys. Less than an ace, man; for he is dead ; he 
is nothing. 

The. With the help of a. surgeon, he might yet 
recover, and prove an ass. 

Hip. How chance moon-shine is gone, before 
Thisbe comes back and finds her lover? 

The. She will find him by star-light. — Here she 
I comes; and her passion ends the play. 

Enter Thisbe . 

Hip. Methinks, she should not use a long one, 
for such a Pyramus: I hope, she will be brieE 
Lem. A mote will lurn the balance, which Fy- 
ramus, which Thisbe, is the better. 

Lys. She hath spied him already with those sweet 
eyes. 

Lem. And thus she moans, videlicet . — ^ 

This. 44 Asleep, my love ? 

44 What, dead, my dove ? 

44 0 Pyramus, arise, 

44 Bpeak, speak. Quite dumb? 

44 Dead, dead? A tomb 
44 Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

44 These lily brows, 

44 This cherry nose, 

44 These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

44 Are gone, are gone: 

44 Lovers, make moan! 

44 His eyes were green as leeks. 

44 (3 sisters three, 

44 Come, come to me, 

44 With hands as pale as milk ; 

44 Lay them in gore, 

44 Since you have shore 
44 With shears his thread of silk 
44 Tongue, not a word : — 

44 Come, trusty sword; 

44 Come, blade, my breast imbrue 
44 And farewell, friends ; — 

44 Tims Thisbe ends : 

44 Adieu, adieu, adieu.” {Dies.) 

The. Moon-shine and lion are left to bury the 
dead. 

Lem. Ay, and wall too. 

Bot. No, I assure you; the wall is down that 
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the 
epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance, between 
two of our company. 

The. No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play 
needs no excuse. Never excuse; for ’when the 
players are all dead, there need none to be blamed. 
Marry, if be that writ it had played Pyramus, and 
hanged himself in Thisbe’s garter it would have 
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Aci F, 




Hand in hand, with fairy grace. 

Will we sing, and bless this place, 

SONG, AND DANCE. 

Obe . Now, until the break of day. 

Through this' house each fairy stray* 

To the best bride- bed will we. 

Which by us shall blessed be; 

And the issue, there create. 

Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be : 

And the blots of nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 

Never mole, hare- lip, nor scat; 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 
Despised in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. — 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait ; 

And each several chamber bless. 

Through this palace with sweet peace : 

E’er shall it in safety rest. 

And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away ; 

Make no stay ; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

I Exeunt Oberon , Titania and tram 

Puck. If we shadows have offended* 

Think but this , {and all is mended*} 
That you have but slumber'd hete , * 

W l rile these visions did appear ; 

And this weak and idle theme , 

No more yielding but a dream , 

Gentles, do not reprehend; 

If you pardon , we will mend. 

And, as I'm an honest Puck , 

If we have unearned luck 

Note to 'scape the serpent's tongue , 

IV e will make amends , ere long : 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends. 
And Babin shall restore amends, [Exit* 




been a fine tragedy: and so it is, truly; and very 
notably discharged. But come, your Bergomask : 
*et your epilogue alone. {Here a dance of Clowns.) 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve : — 
Jbovers, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time. 

I fear we shall out- sleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have overvvatch’d. 

This palpab.e-gross play hath well beguil’d 
The heavy gait of night.— -Sweet friends, to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity. 

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Enter Puck. 

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores 
All with weary task fordone. 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scotching loud. 

Puts the wretch, that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide. 

Every one lets forth his sprite. 

In the church- way oaths to glide: 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecat’s team, 

From the presence of the sun, 

Following darkness like a dream, 

Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house: 

I am sent, with broom, before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberon andTirkmx. with their tram. 

Obe. Through this house give glimmering light. 
By the dead and drowsy fire : 

Every elf, and fairy sprite, 

Hop us light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty, after me. 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

Tito. First, rehearse this song by rote; 

To each* word a warbling note. 
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In this play, which alHIie editors have concurred to censure, and some have rejected as unworthy of onr poet* 
It must tie confessed that there are many passages ineati* chiMish, and vulgar: and some which ought »<»t to bar# 
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ACT I. 

Scene T. — Navarre. A Park with a Palace in it. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and 
Dumain, 

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live register'd upon our brazen tombs, 

And then grace us in the disgrace of death; 

When, spite of cormorant devouring' time, 

The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe’s keen 
And make us heirs of all eternity. [edge, 

Therefore, brave conquerors ! — for so you are. 

That war against your own affections. 

And the huge army of the world's desires,— 

Our late edict shall strongly stand .? force : 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world; 

Our court shall he a little academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

Yon three, Biron. Dumain, and Longaville, 

Have sworn lor three years’ term to live with me. 
My fellow scholars, and to keep those statutes, 

That are recorded in this schedule here; 

Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names : 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 
That violates the smallest branch herein: 

If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 

hong. I am resolv’d : Yis but a three years’ fast; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine ; 

Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 
Rum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified; 

The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves* 

To love, to wealth, to porno, I pine and die ; 

With all these living in philosophy. 

Miron. I can but say the protestation over. 

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 

That is, to live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances ; 

As. not to see a woman in that term ; 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there ; 

A, nd, one day in a week to touch no food ; 

&nd but one meal on every day beside; 

Hie which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night. 

And not he seen to wink of all the day ; 

(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 

And make a dark night too of half the day ;} 

Which, I hope welt, is not enrolled there : 

Q, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ; 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep, ... 

King, Y our oath is pass’d to pass away from these. 

. ■ , ' Miron. / Let me' say no, my liege, ' an if you please ; 
I only swore to study with your grace. 


And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 
Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest 
Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest.—* 
What is the end of study ? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we should 
not know. tcommon sense ? 

Miron Things hid and barr’d, you mean, front 
King . Ay, that Is study’s god -like recompense. 
Miron. Come on then, I will swear to study so. 

To know the thing I am forbid to know: 

As thus, — To study where I well may dine. 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 

Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath. 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study’s gain be thus, and this be so, i 

Study knows that, which vet he doth not know: > 
Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say, no. y 
King. ’These be the stops that binder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that mott 
vain, 

Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain: 

As, painfully to pore upon a -look, 

To seek the light of truth ; while truth the whale 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile; 

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies. 

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

Study me how to please the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall he his heed. 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

’That will not he deep- search’d with saucy looks; 
Smurf have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others’ hooks. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star, 

H a \ e no more p rolfit of the* r sh iiting nights, 

'Than those that walk, and wot not what they are 
Too much to know, is to know nought but fame; 

And every godfather can give a name. 

King. How well he’s read, to reason again* 
reading! fceeding 

Rum. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro 
hong. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow th 
weeding. ^ la-breeding 

Mtron. The spring is near, when green geese ar 
Rum. How follows that ? 

Miron. Fit in his place and time. 

Rum. In reason nothing. 

Miron. . ' Something then in rhyme. 

hong. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost. 
That bites the fi,'st-boro infants of the * spring. 
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Biron. Well, s».y I am; why should prond sum- 
mer boast, 

Before the birds have any cause to sing? 

TUt* 14 1: * _ 1 j * t * , 1 £1 ° 


* *rT . , T , . ,ua u,lvc ««y 10 sing r 

Why should l joy in an abortive birth? 

At Christmas I no more desire a rose, ) 

Than wish a snow In May’s new-fangled shows ; / 
But like of each thing, that in season grows. * 
Soyou, to study now it is too late, 

Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate. 
King. Well, sit jou out: go home, Biron ; adieu l 
Miron. No, my good lord ; I have sworn to stay 
with you: 

And, though I have for barbarism spoke, more, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 

Yet confident I’ll keep what I have swore, 

And bide the penance of each three years’ day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same : } 

And to the strictest decrees I’ll write my name.? 
King. How well this yielding rescues thee f 
from shame ! fl 

Biron. (Reads.) Item, That no zvoman shall 


> 710 woman snail 

come within a mile of mu court — 

And hath this been proclaim’d ? 

T ,, Four days ago. 

Miron, Let s see the penalty. 

(Meads.) — On pain of losing her tongue . 

r tm „ , , T Who devis’d this? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread 
penalty. 

Wron. A dangerous law against gentility. 
{Meads.) Item, If any man he seen to talk toith 
a woman within the term of three years , he shall 
endure suck public shame as the rest of the court 
can possibly devise . — 

Tins article, my liege, yourself must break; 

I? or well vou know, here comes in embassy 
Hie Trench king’s daughter, with yourself to 
speak, — 

A maid of grace, and complete majesty,— 

About surrender up of Aquitain 
To hftr decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 

I herefore this article is made in vain, 

§r. vainly comes the admired princess hither. 

forgot^* WhHt Say y ° Uj l0rdS? Why ’ thls was quite 

Tun???* 0 ”* ?° stn ^ y everra t*re is overshot; 

While it doth study to have what it would, 

* j i or £ et to the thin ff should • 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

1 is won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 

a mg. We must, of force, dispense with this de- 
Ahe must lie here on mere necessity. r cree • 

Biron. Necessity will make ns all forsworn * 
Three thousand times within this three years’ 
space : J 

For every man with his affects is born • 

rr r i Not , h ? master’d, but by special grace* 

If I break faith, tins word shall speak for me 
1 am forsworn on mere necessity.— * 

So to the laws at large I write my name : 

c f f™ 1 . lh \ lt bre ; aIcs them in the le^Segree 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame ; ’ 

Suggestions are to others as to me: 

But, l believe, although I seem so loth, 
fain the last, that will last keep his oath. 

I s ttie J e no quick recreation granted ? 

Ming. Ay, that there is : our court you know is 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A ad the world’s new fashion planted, 

I hat hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 

One, whom the inns c of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony * 

A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
umpire of their mutiny : 

Inis chi»d of fancy, thp-t Armado bight, 

For interim to our studies, shall relate 


- In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 

From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate* 
How you delight my lords, I know not, I; 

But. I protest, I love to hear him lie, 

► And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

I Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight. 
Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our 
sport ; 

* And so to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull with a letter, and Costard. 
Lull. Which is the duke’s own person? 

Miron. This, fellow; What would’st? 

Mull. 1 myself reprehend his own person, for I 
am his grace’s tharborough : but I would see his 
own person m flesh and blood. 

Biron, This is he. 

Bull. Signior Arme—Arme— commends yon. 

I here s villainy abroad; this letter will tell you 
more. p ne# 

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching 
Ling. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 
Biron. Row low soever the matter, I hope in 
God for high words. [us patience l 

Long. A high hope for a low having: God grant 
Miron. Io hear? or forbear hearing? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh mode- 
rately ; or to forbear both. 

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us 
cause to climb in the merriness. 

Cost. I he matter is to me, sir, as concerning 
Jaqnenetta. T he manner of it is, I was taken with 
Biron. In what manner ? [the manner. 

Cosr. Jn manner and form rolkwinw sir; all 
these three : I was seen with her in the tsSr^r - house 
sitting with her upon the form, and taken following 
her into the park ; which, put together, is in man- 
ner and form following. Now, sir, for the man- 
ner, it is the manner of a man to speak to a 
woman : for the form,— in some form. 

Biron. For the following, sir? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction ; and 
Goa defend the right ! 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention? 
Miron. As 1 would hear an oracle. 

C os t' Such is the simplicity of man to hearken 
after the flesh. 

King. (Reads.) Great deputy , the welkin's vice . 
gerent, and sole dominator of Navarre , my soul's 

earth s Goa, arid body's fostering patron , 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet. 

King . So it is , — 

. If may N, so : but if he say it is so, he is, 

m telling true, but so, so. 

Ling. Peace. ffigM! 

Cost. —he to me, and every man that dares not 
King. No words. 

Cost — of other men’s secrets, I beseech yon. 

King, oo it is, besieged with sable-coloured 
melancholy , I did commend the hlack-oppressinn 
humour to the most wholesome physic of thv 
health-giving atr; and, as I am a gentleman, 
j betook myself to walk. The time when? About 
the sixth hour ; when beasts most graze, birds 
best peck, and men sit down to that nourish- 
ment iv Inch is called supper. So much for the 
time when: now for the ground which; which 

Th^rL Wa A ked f P ° n: H is ycle ? ed ih J? P^k. 

then jor the place where ; where, I mean , 

I did encounter that obscene and most preposfe- 
rows gent, that drawelh from my snow-white 
pen the ebon coloured mlc, which here than 
viewest, leholdest, survey est, orseest: but to the 
place, where,— It standeth north-north- east and 
by east from the west corner of thy curious 
knotted garden: there did I see that low-spirited 
swain, that base minnow of thy mirth 
Cost. Me. V 

King.— that unletter'd small-knowing soul. 
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Cost. Me. 

King.— that shallow vassal, 

Cost. Still me. 

King. — winch, as I remember , /tight Costard , 
Cost. Q me ! 

King. — sorted and consorted > contrary to thy 
established proclaimed edict and continent canon , 
with — with—O with — but with this 1 passion to 
say ivhere-with. 

Cost. With a wench. 

King . — with a child of our grandmother Eve, 
a female; or, for thy more sweet understanding, 
a woman. Him I (as my ever-esteemed duty 
pricks me on) have sent to thee, to receive the 
meed of punishment, by thy sweet grace's officer, 
Antony Dull; a man of good repute, carriage, 
bearing , and estimation . 

Dull. Me, an’t shall please you; I am Antony 
Dull 

King. For Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker vessel 
called, which. I apprehended with the aforesaid 
swain,) I keep her as a vessel of thy law's fury ; 
and shall, at the least of thy mpeet notice, bring ; 
her to trial. Thine, in all compliments cf devoted 
and heart-burning heat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 
Biron . This is not so well as I looked for, but the 
best that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst— But, sirrah, 
what say you to this ? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King . Did yon hear the proclamation? 

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but 
little of the marking of it 
King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment, 
to be taken with a wench* 

Cost. 1 was taken with none, sir; I was taken 
with a damosel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel 
Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir ; she was 
* virgin. 

King. It is so varied too; for it was proclaimed 
virgin. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was 
taken with a maid. 

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 
Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, 1 will pronounce your sentence ; You 
shall fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge. 

King. And Don Armado shall be your keeper. — 
My lord Biron, see him deliv er’d o’er — 

And go we, lords, to put in practice that. 

Which each to other hath so stronglv sworn.-— 
[Exeunt King, Longaville, ana Dumain. 
Biron. I’ll lay my head to any good man’s hat. 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.— 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir: for true it is, I 
was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true 
girh and therefore, Welcome the sour cup of pros- 
perity ! Affliction may one day smile again, and till 
then. Sit thee down, sorrow ! [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another of the same. Armada's 
House. 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great 
Spirit grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 
Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear imp. 

Moth . No, no ; O lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan- 
choly, my tender juvenal? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work- 
ing, my tough senior. v , 

Arm. Why lough senior ? why tough senior ? 
Moth. Why tender juvenal? why tender juvenal? 


Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent 
title to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and my 
saying apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. [apt? 

Moth. Little pretty, because little: wherefore 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this m my praise, master 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers ; thou 
heatest mv blood. 

Moth . I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses love 
not him, [Aside. ) 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Arm . I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of 
a tapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess both ; they are both the varnish 
of a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much 
the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth . Which the base vulgar do call, three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink : 
and how easy it is to put years to the word three 
and study three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure! 

Moth. To pgove you a cypher. (Aside.) 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love : and, 
as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love 
with a base wench. . If drawing my sword against 
the humour of affection would deliver me from the 
reprobate thought of it, I would take desire pri- 
soner, and ransom him to any French courtier forr 
a new devised courtesy. I think scorn to sigh; me- 
thinks, I should out- swear Cupjd. Comfort 
boy : what great men have been in love ? 

'Moth. Hercules, master. 

Arm . Most sweet Hercules! — More authority, 
dear boy, name more; and, sweet my child, let 
them be men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. Sampson, piaster: he was a man of good 
carriage, great carriage ; for he carried the town- 
gates on his back, like a porter: and he 1 was in* 
love. 

Arm. O well-knit Sampson ! strong-jointed Samp- 
son l I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as tboc 
didst me in carrying gates. I am in love too.— 
Who was Sampson’s love, my dear Moth? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion? 

Moth . Of all the four, or the three, or the two,, 
or one of the four. 

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion? 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the tour complexions? 

Moth. As I have read> sir; and the best of then®' 
too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers : but 
to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampson 
had small reason for it He, surely, affected her 
for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir; for she had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red, 
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Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
mashed under such colours. 

^ e ^ ue > define, well educated infant. 

Moth. My fa tlier’s wit, and my mother’s tongue! 
•ssiit me! . [and pathetical ! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty. 
Moth. If she be made of white and red. 

Her faults will ne’er be known; 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And tears by pale-white shown: 

Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know; 

For still her cheeks possess the same. 

Which native she doth owe. 

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. (and the Beggar ? 

Arm Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King 
Moth. 1 he world was very guilty ofsuch a ballad 
some three ages since: but, f think, now ’tis not to 
be found; or, it it were, it would neither serve for 
the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. i will have the subject newly writ o’er, 
e u m K e y y .digression by some mighty 
precedent Boy, I do love that country girl, that 
I took in the park with the rational hind Costard; 
she deserves well. 

To be whipped ; and yet a better iove than 
wy master. {Aside ) 

A>m Sing , bov; my spirit grows heavy tn love! 
Moth. And thats great marvel, loving a light 
Arm. I say, sing. kvpnrh 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 1 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

C^u!!a o Sl r* the f lke ’ s P lea , 8ure that you keep 
Costmd sate : and you must let him take no delight, 
j»or no penance ; but a’ must fast three days a-wetk : 
for tins damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she is 
allowed lor the day-woman. Fare you v/eli. 

Jaq Man bet,ay n, ^ se ^ witil blushing-.— Maid. 

*4 rm I vvi "ii visit thee at the lodge. 
oaq. X liat’s hereby. 

Arm. \ know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. -Witii that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so tare well. 

Jaq. Fair weatner after you ! 

Dud. Come, Jaquenetta, away, 
a tni • „ Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta. 
Arm. Villain, thou shall fast for thy offences, ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
it on a lull stomach. 

Arm. I hou shall be heavily punished. 

Lam more bound to you, than your fellows, 
lor they are but lightly rewarded. 
to?: i; lke awa y villain; shut him up. 

, f ne > y° u transgressing slave; away. 

me vot be " ent u * ?r\!r". hsi 

Mnth • ,» , _ .(shaft to prison. 

Cost W^h u' that r W f re fast and ,OOSt *V them 
_j 1 r i? ’ ever I do see the merry days of 

Jv Sf iS 0X ivl at *' 1 ia n e Sf>en > some shall see— * 
m-ith. V\ hat shall some see ? 

Moth, what they 
L *L; P i lS n \ d f or Prisoners to be too silent 
I thank therefore, I will say nothing 

tUs'i S.T ist— ■■ — t 

;4 sacs 

whei-e her shoe, winch is baser, guided bv her 
foot, which is, basest, doth tread. I shall be for 

I W love- w a l “ 8 of falsehood ,) if 

'ihSr«tt2iJS3v C T ilat - btf truf love, which is 
attempted i Love is a iamiimr; love is a 


[ devil : there is no evil ange : bat love. Yet Samn. 
son was so tempted; and he had an excelled 
strength : yet was Solomon so seduced; and he 

rJ A a ve .y ^ wit Cupid* hm. s u«n h im 

u f 0r H e * rca ! e * cI,,b » a,uJ therefore too much 

0 Ids for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second 
cause will not serve my turn ; the passndo lie re- 
spects not, the duello he regards not: his disgrace 
is to be called boy ; but his glory is to subdue men. 
Adieu, valour!' rust, rapier! be still, drum l for 
your manager is in love ; yea, he ioveth. Assist 
me, some extemporal god of rhyme; for, 1 am 
sure, I shall turn sonneteer. Devise, wit; write, 
pen ; tor I am for whole volumes in folio. 

{Exit 

ACT II. 

Scene I .— Another part pf the same. A Pavilion 
and 1 enis at a distance. 

M M er J.K Princess ,? p France, Ros,lix*, 

»ir ARWE ’ B ° VBT ’ Lm ' ds ’ and ot/u * 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest 
spirits : 

Consider who the king your father sends; 

1 o whom he sends ; and what’s his embassy ; 

I ourself, held precious in the world's esteem t 
J o parley with the sole inheritor 

U! all perfections that a man may owe, 

Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
1 turn Acputain ; a dowry for a queen, 
lie now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As nature was in making graces dear, 

When she did starve the general world beside. 
And prodigally rave them all to you. [mean, 

/ rm. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues; 
i am less proud to hear you tell my worth 
l ban you much willing to be counted wise 
in spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker,— Good Boyet 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

1 HI oamful study shall out-wear three vears 
No woman may approach his silent court : 
therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
io know his pleasure; and in that behalf. 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
A 8 pur best-moving fair solicitor: 

1 eli him, the daughter of the king of France, 
i serious business, craving quick despatch. 
Importunes personal conference with his grace. 

Hast’*, signify so much ; while we attend, 

Like humbly. visag’d suitors, his high will, 

Boyet Proud of employment, willingly l go 

Erin. All pride is willing pride, and yonr’s is stv^l 
VV ho are the votaries, my loving lords, 
ihat are vow-felltvws with this virtuous duke ? 
i torch Longaville is one. 

M in ' x i , . , E-now you f he man ? 

Mar. X know him, madam; at a marriage feast. 
Between lord Perigort aud the beauteous heir 
Uf Jaqnes fcaicoubridge solemnized, 
in Normandy saw 1 this Longaville : 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteemed; 

VV eil fitted in the arts, glorious in arms ; 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well, 
i he only soil of his fair v irtue’s gloss, . 

U virtue's gloss will stab with any soil) 

Is a s.rnrp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 

VV hose edge hath power to cut, whose will still will* 
it should iio ne spare that come within his power. 

\. nn ‘ merry mocking lord, belike ; is’t »o? 
Mar. X hey say so most. Shut most his burnout* 
know.' 
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Prin . Such short-Hv’d wits do wither as they grow. 
Who a. e the rest ? 

Kalh. The young Dnmain, a well accomplish’d 
0‘ a t, that virtue love, for virtue lov’d : (youth. 

Most power to do must harm, least knowing ill; 

For he hath wi* JU> make an ill shape good. 

And suape to win grace though he had no wit 
l s iw him at the duke Alen^mi’s once ; 

And much too little of that good l saw. 

Is my report, to his great worthiness. 

Res. Another of these students at that time, 

Was Mere with him: if f have heard a truth, 

Biron they call him : but a merrier man, 

W ittim t lie limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal r 
His eye negets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch. 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 

Which his fair tongue (conceit’s expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 

That aged ears play truant at his tales, 

A ad yo i tiger hearings are quite ravished ; 

So s ,eet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin , God bless my ladies! are they all in ‘love ; 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise? 

Mar * Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Boyet. 

Prin . Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Buyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And ne, and his competitors in oath. 

Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before l came. Marry, thus much l have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the held, 

(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,) 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath, « 

To tet you enter lus unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. {The Ladies mash.) 


Enter Kino, Lonca^ille, Domain, Biron, and. 
Attendants » 


King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and, welcome 
I have hot yet: the roof of this court is too high to 
be yours; and welcome to the wild fields too base 
to he mine. 

King. Yon shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 
Prin. I will be. welcome then; cond set me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear lady; I have sworn an oath. 
Prin. Our lady help my lord ! lie’ll be forsworn. 
hiny. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
Prin . Why, will shall break it; will, and no- 
thing else. 

Kmg. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my loro so, his ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

I hear your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping: 
Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord. 

And sin to break it 


But pardon me, l am too sudden-bold ; 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 


J 
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Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

And suddenly resolve me in my suit .{Gives a paper.) 
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly i may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ; 
Per you’ll prove perjur’d, if you make me stay. 
B^ron. Did not 1 dance with you in Brabant once? 
Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 
Biron. I know you did. 

Ros. How needless was it then 

To ask the question ! 

Miron. ' You must not be so quick. 

Ros. ’Tis long of you that spur me with such 
questions. f twill tire. 

'■Miron, Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast, 
Ros. Not ti.l it leave the rider in the mire. 

'y. Mitm, What time o’day ? 




Ros. The hour that fools should ask. 

Biron. Now fair befaf your mask! 

Ros . Fair fall the face it covers! 

Biron. And send yon many lovers l 
Ros. Amen, so you be none. 

Miron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns; 

Being but the one half of a n entire sum, 

Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 

Receiv’d that sum; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand’ more; in surety of the which. 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us. 

Although not valued to the money’s worth 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied. 

We will give up our right in Aquitain, 

And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns; and not demands. 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns. 

To have his title live in Aquitain; 

Which we much rather had depart withal. 

And have the money by our father lent, 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, vyere not his requests so far 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the king my father too much 
wrong, 

And wrong the reputation of your name. 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that, which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest, I never heard oi it; 

And, if you’ll prove it, Til repay it back, 

Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arrest your word :— 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances, 

For such a sum, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet. So please your grace, the pac.net is not 
come, 

Where that and other specialties are bound ; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview. 

All liberal reason l will yield unto. 

Mean time, receive such welcome at my baud. 

As houour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness ; 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 

But here without you shall be so receiv’d, 

As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in rhy heart. 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell: 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prirp. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
grace ! 

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place ! 

[Exeunt King and Ait train 
Birun. Lady, I will commend you to my own 
heart. [be glad to see it. 

Ros. ’Pray you, do my commendations ; I would 
Biron. 1 would, you heard it groan. 

Ros . Is the fool sick ? « 

Biron. Sick at heart. 

Ros. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Ros. My physic says, I. 

Biron . Will you prick’t with your eye ? 

Ros. No poynt, with my kuife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life! 

Ros. And yours from long living ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. {Retiring.), 
Bum. Sir, 1 pray you, a word: What lady w 
that same? ’ 

Boyet i. The heir of Alenqon, Rosaline her name- 
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Dnm, A gallant lady! Monsieur, fare you well. 

Long. I beseech you a word : what is shTfn 
the white ? r t i. e i- t* 

Boyet A woman sometimes, an you saw he? in 
Bong. Perchance, light in the light: I desire 
her name. 

She hath but one for herself : to desire 
that, were a shame. * e 

Long Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 

Boyet. Her mother’s, I have heard. 

Long. God’s blessing on your beard ! 

*<oyet. Good sir, be not offended: 

‘-'he ls heir of Falconbridge. 

Long . Nay, my choler is ended. 

Mm is a most sweet lady. j 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir : thatmavbe FEW/ 

XT,?”/ IF*'* her , narae > in the cap? 

Boijet. Katharine, by good hap. 

Biron. Is she wedded, or no? 

Boyet lo her will, sir, or so. 

Miron, You are welcome, sir; adieu I 

Boyet. farewell tome,*, and welcome to you. 

Ms/* TKof u j. • Biron. — Ladies unmask. 

Ptin ' ^ d as weK d ®>“ of you to ’toke'him Shis 
No sheep, sweet lamb. ”°‘ shi ,P s * 


U>UUK lost. Act iil 

Ay. our way to be gone. 

, You are too hard for me. 

{Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene l, —Another part of the same. 
Enter Armado and Mom 

Arm ' o7hearin ff Cllild ’’ make P ass!onate sens* 

Moth. C oncolinel /c- • » 

S - Veet hir ! — Go, tenderness of years Maf* 
this key, give enlargement to the swain brin* him 

tflTf lhCr: 1 mUSt en,p! ° y hi "> ia 

WiU y ° U Win your with a 

455 “i an ’ sl th °? ■ bawling in French ? 

tune itih?',? 7 complete master: bnttojigoffa 
tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with vonr 

« lt -' Tlth ‘“ rnin S «P your eye-lids • sigh 

thrnai ’-, a "r sulg a ,r ote i sometime ’through (he 
‘„™ at .> !l you , swall °we<l love with singinliow* 

orymmha'd ^■ d *^ lika » rabbTonTspU- 

oi44 a g ds azt ? Ml aa r 5* *5 


Nosheek sweetlamb. u 

jlar. Yon sheep, and I pasture; shall C fiufsh 
■ BmjH - So yoa pasture for ’me [the jest ? 

Mar (Offering to kiss her j 

My H P ; are no common, though t^afthey t?** 
Bp/et. Belonging to whom? J be ‘ 

By^hear^S^S^^iesj 

fef’SrVe w iCh We '° VerS eotitle - ■®e*e4 

nZtuYtih- 11 hiS baha ^oursdid make their 

ssSfcssste' 

” • **■> Wa. •* 

His Ks swa’marTCfli'dld^T " ‘T’ pBssU 
give yiu A S q a u T t 4 e a y n1 ^ = 

A’na. S Come V° r “ y 8ak i? blltone loving kiss. 
■Boyet. But to speak^h..^ 011 ! Bo / et 13 dispos'd— 1 

, , hath discWd- that “ WOrds ' whicb W 3 eye 

n. Xr made a moutl > of his eve 

^"Fhou^'aV' oVlH 1 WW not lie. J 

skilfully. d ,ov «-®onger, aad speak’st 
Mar. He is Cupid’s irrandfofK*.. » 4 1 Wbim. £ 

?* 'ss.v&xr ‘-"“fere 1 

Do yoa hear > “T mad wenches?' 

D . No. 


■r"fet2 

■; Mo7a Bv W mv a n‘ th °" ?" r l c,,!lsed th!s experience » 

’ ^.B7to^bS? y o^. 0 ' servatiou - 

j y°^' rUn the . b pbby.horse is forgot. 

; A r ®- Almost I had. 

' A cm B N i sl «! at s t ud ent ! learn her by heart 

try; B .y b{,art . aad i D heart, boy. ’ 

I ^fll prote ° fheart ' master: aI1 U'ose thre. 
Arm What wilt thou prove ? 

fc/ - b 3 '", a i ! tlme thr ee- 

uoWng at a'll ^ as ““h more, and yet 

LSS5'SAr.3: 

feA?. 3 “ b £JS:*”>- 

..tesa&trzfta;, 

Am. Sweet smoke of rbetorick* 5 
1 S°Z7t Z a TZL &ad the bu ttet> that’s he ^ 
0i ^ U Thump then, and t Gee. 

Arm - A “ost acute ju venal; voluble and frfeot 


grace t » au « wee 01 

By % favour, sweet welkin I must sigh in thy face 
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Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 

My herald is return’d. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, master ; here’s a Costard broken 
in a shin. ^ ' 

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thy 
[envoy; — begin. 

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no V envoy ; no salve 
in the mail, sir; O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain: 
nc [envoy, no T envoy, no salve, sir, out a plantain : 

A rm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy silly 
thought, my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous smiling; O, pardon me, my 
stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for [envoy, 
and the word, [envoy, for a salve ? 

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not 
[ent'joy a salve ? ^ ^ [make plain 

Arm. No, page ; it is an epilogue or discourse, to 
Some obscure precedence, that hath tofore been sain. 

1 will example it:.. ' 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

There’s the moral : now the [envoy. 

Moth. I will add the [envoy : say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, ana the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 

And stay’d the odds by adding four. 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my [envoy. 

The fox , the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three: 

Arm. Until the goose came our of door, i 
Staying the odds by adding four. # 

Moth. A good [envoy, ending in the goose: 
Would you desire more ? 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that’s flat: — • 

Sir, yonr penny worth is good, an your goose be fat. — 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and loose : 
Let me see a fat [envoy ; ay, that’s a fat goose. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither : how did this 
argument begin? 

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a 
shin. 

Then call’d you for the [envoy. 

Cost. True, and 1 tor a plantain : thus came your 
argument in; 

Then the boy’s fat [envoy, the goose that you bought ; 
And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me ; how was there a Costard 
broken in a shin? 

Moth. 1 will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth ! I will speak 
that [envoy. 

t, Costard, running out, that was safely within. 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 
Cost O marry me to one Fiances ; — 1 smell 
some [envoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm . By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at 
liberty, enlreedoming thy person ; thou wert im- 
mured, restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true ; and now you will be my pur- 
gation, and let me loose. 

Arm . I give thee thy liberty, set thee from dur- 
ance: and, iu lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing 
but this; bear this significant to the country maid 
Jaquenetta : there is remuneration ; {giving him 
ptoney) lor the best ward of mine honour is, re- 
warding my dependents. Moth, follow. * {Exit. 
Moth Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, aditu. 
Cost. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh 1 my inconv 
Jew ! [Exit Moth. 

Now vvfd i look to his remuneration. Remune- 
ration ! O, that’s the Latin word for three farthings: 
three faxthimrs — rei iuac ration.— What s the price 


of this inhle 1 a penny: — Mo, Til give you a remts 
negation: why, it carries it. — Remuneration I— 
why, it is a fairer name than French crown. I will 
never buy and sell out of this word. 

Enter Biron. 

Biron. 0, my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met. * 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration? 

Cost. Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 

Biron. 0, why then, three-farthings worth of silk. 
Cost. I thank your worship : God be with you I 
Biron , O, stay, slave : X must employ thee : 

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. ^ 

Cast. When would you have it done, sir? 

Biron, O, this afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do.it, sir: fare you well; 

Biron. 0, thou -kno west not what it is. 

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it 
Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Harki 
slave, it is but this: 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park. 

And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her 
name, 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal’d- up counsel. There’s thy guerdon ; go. 

(Gives him money.) 
Cost. Guerdon, — 0, sweet guerdon ! better than 
remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing better : most 
sweet guerdon ! — I will do it, sir, in print--* 
Guerdon — remuneration. [Exit. 

Biron. 0 1 — And I, forsooth, in love M that have 
been love’s whip; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh; 

A critic ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy. 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ; 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, way wait! boy 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed so\ ereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces. 

Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting pari tors, O my little heart! 

And I to be a cor. oral of his field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 

What? I ! 1 love ! I sue ! I seek a wife ! 

A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing; ever out of frame ; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go right ? 

Nay, to be perjur’d’, which is worst of all ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 

VVith two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes; 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed. 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 

And I to sigh for her! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her I Go to ; it is a plague, 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty' dreadful little knight. 

Well, 1 will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan*. 
Some men must love niy lady, and some Joan. [Exit 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Another part of the same. 

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria. Kath* 
bine, Bo yet. Lords, Attendants, and a Forester * 
Prin. Was that the king, that spurr’d his horse 
so hard 


' f ‘■Mv'-' 1 ? 
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Against the steep uprising of the hill? 

BmfeL I know not; but, i think, it was not he. 
r’rztt Whoe’er lie was, he show’cl a mounting* 
mind. & 

WH!, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch: 

Uii Saturday we will return to France.— 
ihen, lot ester, my ihend, where is the bush, 
lhat we J nust l iity od and play the murderer in 9 
Tor. Here by, upon tneedge of yonder coppice : 

A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot 
Jfrm. i thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot. 
And thereupon thou speak st, the fairest aimot. 

» 1 lu i i(i { un > l° r i meant not so. 

Irm. What, what ? first praise me, and again 
say, no ? 6 

0 short-li/d pride 1 not fair? alack for woe ! 

A or. 1 es, madam, fair. 

. . . , Nay, never paint me now : 

» 7 iei<e 13 « )rai8e cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true ; 

Fair payment for f 0ld wo rf 8 
*or. Nothing but lair is that which you inherit, 
i nn. See see, niy beauty will be sav'd by merit. 

0 heresy in fair, fit for these days! 

A giving hand though foul, shall have fair praise — 

Anrf C ci! ,,e ;* the b °i\ v • Now mercy goes to kill. 

And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

1 has will I save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding pity would not let ine do’t ; 

11 wounding, then it was to show my skill 

Am/ pi ? ,Se ’ thf ! n P« r P°se, meant to kill. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes: 

Uory grows guilty of detested crimes : 

w! ie u ’ ? r * a +f e * S , sake » *f r P raisf % an outward part 
We bend to that the working of thr heart : P ' 

As i, lor praise alone, now seek to spill 

B,IT n er ’ S * lood ’ that n, y means no ill. 
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sove- 
remgty 

u'iy,r t t s iH^ e s y vhen they st,ive to be 

su:tr Ue we n,ay aff ° rd 

Enter Costard. 

Prm - i*! l i? t , C0 “ eS 3 member of , (he 

Cost. God dig- yon-den all ! Pray youfvvliich^s 
Ihau'^e no’heads *"* ***’ *“"»• by the «* 

fs 5 SteJaaaase«*-' , 

c “‘- IMSa " d »i 

One TtuT 1, miffess, were as slender as my wit, 1 

be g^ mai ^ s ^dles for your waist should 

Ar p% y kiif* c ™r?l y 7 ™ the 

CuTt i \ v 1 r r «? lf ' air ? what ’ s r mr wid ■> x 

IV '‘v ' iroai monsienr “iron, to one 
lady Rosaline. fof min^ • 

J 

JBrejdc^he 4 \ read it, I swear: w 

» j rr> if wax, and every one give ear 

^ aven ' that thou art fair 

truert itsetj. t/mt thou art to vein : more tbirrr t 

than beauteous; truer than truth 
The ’ h ™ E CU ™ miserati <‘” on thy heraicu I vassal' 
OmJ, n ‘ a 'J na 4 mmu os and most illustrate him, 
Coplietua set eye upon the pernicious and indubl 

£thtF Janr i V llJ l' l !V , ‘ ! und ><■* d was that might 

SS 6 ^'' K,; W , hi S h l “ atomize 

vulgar, 0 base and obscure vulgar j l Li 


XiUoT. Act 

I 'idelicet, he came, saw, and overcame : he came 

r tZ e J fufi f vercam f> three. Who camel the 

, Liny , IF hy did he come / to see ; Why did he .we ? 

I WhI/ r T me / : h.} vh j 0m €ame he* to the beggar; 
I What saiohe/lhebeygar; Who overcame he ? 
! the beggar: The conclusion is victory: On 
; whose side / the king's : the captive is enrich'd * 
On whose side ( the beggar's; The catastrophe i’s 
a nuptial; On whose side/ The king's no on 
both in one. or one in both . 1 am the k mg ,u t so 
i U( !f ds the comparison: thou t>.e beggar; L r vn 

I TfZ S i UuJ Jrh eS ‘-r S,M “ 1 ™«m>>nd til 
w e '„ l mt, y •' Shall I enforce thy lovet l nultl- 
S tall l entreat thy level J will. What shaft 

tZifa T eJ ° T T !ir ! rohes i Fur Mu; 

tor thyselj. me. 1/itis. expecting t : ,y renin 1 
projave my Ups on thy foot, my eyes on tilu pit 
iure t and my heart on thy every part. ^ 

lhine, in the dearest design of industry, 

Tim* dost thou hear the LZtZClTi 

Uimst thee, thou lamb, that stamh ^t as his prev 
Submissive lull his princely feet before, 1 y 
And he irom forage will incline to play : 

Hut if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then? 

1 ood for his rage, repastme for his den. 

Prm. Wluitphune of feathers is he, that indited 

What vane ? what weather-cock ? did you ever hear 
^ e/ *stv?e m mUCh tieceivetl > but 1 ^member the 

Prm. Else your memory is bad, going 
Boyet. his Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
% here m court ; 1 

tT htim "' a M V 1 ; arc 1 h0y ail{3 olie that makes sport 
I o tjie prince, and his book-mates. 1 

WhoJ; ve thee this letter? ‘ el ' 0 ' V * “ WOrd : 

Prin. To whom should'st thoVglfe 5 '”?’ lur<3 ' 

' From my lord to my lady. 

J im. From which lord, to which l ai lv ? 1 7 

Lost. I- tommy | or d fiiron, a good master of mine 
To a lady of France, tiiat he call’d liosaime. ’ 
i nn. I non hast mistaken his letter.— Come 
lords, away, * 

Here, sweet, put up this; ’twill he thine another day. 
n . »* n . , [Exit Princess and train 

bT W'?1 S 1 ! 6 Suitor • xv,m is the sudor ? 

Aos. Phalli teach you to know ? 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty, 

Bos. WllV. shft fb:*t * 1 „. V 


Finely' put off’! Why ' S ‘‘ e “ Wl brara “f b “W. 
Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, “tS 

teypm Ju! “ eCk ' * f h ° rU3 tbat mi«arry. 

Bos. Well then, I am the shooter. 
oy® * And who is your deer ? 

*£$£Z inde S ed,'l the h ° r “ S ’ y ° Urseli ' : .««• 

Mar. Von still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she 
strikes at the brow. Il er .ow? 

Bat she herself is hit lower : I.T/e Thii 
Cos. Shall 1 come upon thee witli an old saying* 

IMehf! 3 wftenkmg Pepin of France wasa 
littA hoy, as touching the lut it? 

t U ^°. y€L So 1 “hiy answer thee with one as ©hi 
that was a woman when queen Guiuever of Hrilaiu 
was a little wench, as touching the hit " " 

Bos. thou cansl not hit it. Mi it. hit it, (Singing ) 
Ikon canst not hit it , my good man , h * 
Boyet. An I cannot^ cannot* c innot, 

■ An 1 cannot, another can. 

r, x [Exeunt Rus. md KatL 

Cost. By my troth, most pleasant! how botli did 

Mar. A mark martellons well Ihirt^ ‘fw '‘theg 
Boyet. A mark! O, mark -but that mark A 
f * *i*»ark. says niy lady! JuT 

Let the mark have a prick in’t, to mete at, if it Lay 




IKP ;: 
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Jfutr. Wkle o’ the bow hand I P faith your hand 
is out. [hit the clout 

• Cost. Indeed, a' must shoot nearer, or he’ll ne’er 
Boyet. An if my hand be oat, then, belike your 
hand is in. [the pin. 

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips 
grow foul. 

Cost She’s- top hard for you at pricks, sir; chal- 
lenge her to bowl. 

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing; Good night, my 
good owl. [Exeunt Boyet and Maria. 
Cost By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown ! 
Lord, turd! how the ladies and I have put him down ! 
O’ my troth, most sweet jests I most incony vulgar 
wit! [were, so fit 

When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it 
Armatho o’ the one side, — O, a most dainty man ! 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan ! 
To see him kiss his hand! and how most sweetly a’ 
will swear! — 

And his page o* t’ other side, that handful of wit! 
Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit! 

{Shouting within.) Sola, sola ! 

[Exit Costard, running. 

Scene II .—The same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Nath. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in the 
testimony of a good conscience. 

Hot The deer was, as you know, in sanguis , — 
blood: ripe as a pome water, who now hangetb like 
a jewel iu the ear of coslo, — the sky, the welkin, 
the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab on the face 
of terra, — the soil, the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, master Holofernes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: but, sir, 

I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 

Hoi. £>ir Nathaniel, haud credo. 

Hull. Twas not a baud credo ; ’twas a pricket 
HoL Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of 
insinuation, as it were, in via , in way of explica- 
tion ; facere , as it were, replication, or rather 
ostentare , to show, as it were, his inclination, — after 
his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, 
untrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest, un- 
confirmed fashion, — to insert again my haud credo 
for a deer. [a pricket, 

Hull. I said, the deer was not a haud credo; ’twas 
Hoi. Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus! — 0 thou 
monster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look! 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that 
are bred in a book ; lie hath not eat paper, as it 
were he hath not drunk ink: his intellect is not 
replenished ; he is only an animal, only sensible in 
the duller parts; 

And such barren plants are set before us, that we 
thankful should be 

(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts, 
that do fructify in us "more than he. 

For, as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 
or a fool, [a school : 

So, were there a patch set on learning, to see him in 
But, omne bene, say I ; being of an old father’s mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the 
wind. (your wit, 

Hull. You two are book -men : can you tell by 
What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not 
five weeks old as yet? [man Dull. 

Hot Dictynna, good man Dull; Dictynna, good 
f Hull. What is Dictynna? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam 
was no more ; [fivescore. 

And raught not to five weeks, when he came to 
The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Hull. Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in the 
exchange. 

# Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allu- 
sion holds in the exchange. 


Hull. And I say, the polksion holds in the ex- 
change; for the moon is nevtr but a month old: 
and 1 say beside, that ’twas a pricket that the prin- 
cess kill’d. ' 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to humour 
the ignorant, I have call’d the deer the princess 
kill’d, a pricket. 

Nath. Per ye, good master Holofernes, perge ; so 
it shall please you to abrogate 
Hoi. I will something affect the letter ; for it 
argues facility. 

The praiseful princess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty 
pleasing pricket ; 

Some say , a sore ; but not a sore, till now made 
sore with shooting. 

The dogs did yell; put JLto sore , then sor el jump* 
from thicket; [hooting. 

Or pricket , sore, or else sorel ; the people Jail a- 
If sore be sore , then H to sore makes fifty sores ; 

0 sore L / more L. 

Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but ope 
Nath. A rare talent ! I 

Hull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws 
him with a talent. 

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple; 
a foolish, extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revo- 
lutions : these are begot m the ventricle of memory, 
nourished in the womb ot'pia mater; and deliver’d 
upon tne mellowing of occasion : but the gift is good 
in those in Whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it 
Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you; and so ."nay 
my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutor’d by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you : you are a good member of the commonwealth. 

Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they 
shall want no instruction : if their, daugh’.ers be ca- 
pable, 1 will put it to them : but, vir sapit qni panca 
loquitur : a soul feminine salute th us. , 

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person. 
HoL Master person, — quasi pers-on. And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 

' Cost. Marry, muster schoolmaster, he that i» 
likest to a hogshead. 

HoL Of piercing a hogshead! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough for a swine : ’tis pretty, it is well. 

Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as ead me 
this letter; it was given me by Costard, and sent 
me from Don Anantho : I beseech you, read it. 

HoL Fausie, precor gelidd quando pecus omne 
sab umbra 

Rumznat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! 

I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice: 

Vinegia , Vinegia , 

Chi non te vede, ei non te pregia. 

Old Mantuan! old Mantuan ! Who umlerstandeih 
thee not, loves thee not. — Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa. — 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather, 
as Horace says in hjs — What, my soul, verses ? 

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

HoL Let me hear I stall:, a stanza, a verse ; Lege, 
domine. 

Nath, If love make me forsworn, how shall I 
swear to love? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vowed ! [prove: 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I’ll faithful 
Those thought^ to me were oaks, to thee like 
osiers bowed. ‘ . [eyes ; 

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine 
Where all, those ’pleasures live, that art would: 
comprehend: [suffice; 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee ehak 
Well learned is that tongue, that \v.ell can uja 
commend : [wbiMS- 

All ignorant that soul, that tees thee wi&o* 
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(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 

TO ■ a r dnu , re ,>)., . . [fill thunder, 

eyeJove s lightning bears, thy voice his dread- 
VV inch, not to anger bent, is music, and sweet fire 
Celestial, as thou art, oh pardon, iove, this wrong* 
I hat sings heaven's praise with such an earthly 
tongue I J 

Hoi You find not the apostrophes, and so miss 
the accent : let me supervise the canzonet. Here 
are only numbers ratified; but, for the elegancy fa- 
cmty, and golden cadence of poesy , caret O vidius 
Naso was the man: and why indeed, Naso: but for 
smeHing out the odoriferous flowers of fancy the 
jerks of invention llmitari, is nothing : so doth the 
hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse 
his rider. Hut, damosella virgin, was this directed 
to your 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of 
the strange queen’s lords. 

Hoi I will overglance the superscript. To the 
snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Ro- 
saline. I will look again on the intellect of the letter 
for the nomination of the party written unto. ’ 
in > ““desired employment , Bi- 
*??■ ^ lr Nathaniel this Biron is one of tne votaries 
with the king ; and iiere he hath framed a letter to a 
sequent of the stranger queen’s, which, accidentally 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarried.— Trio 
and go my sweet ; deliver this paper into the royal 
hand of the king ; it may concern much : stay not 
thy compliment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu. 

you?life < ! 00d C ° stard ' g0 wfth me — ’ Sir, God save 
Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

xr .7 c i * [Exeunt Cost, and Jaq . 
Nath. Sir, ( you have done this in the fear of God 

veg rehgiousiy ; and, as a certain father saith ’ 

Hoi Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
onrab e colours. But fo return to the verses: did 
they please you, sir Nathaniel ? 

Hfdh Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dme to-day at the father’s of a certain 
pupil of mine V where if, before repast, it shall please 
you to gratifv the table with a grace, I will, bn my 
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid 
child or pupil, undertake your ben venuto ; where I 
will prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither 1 

yoiwsdciety P0etl7, wit * n ° r invention : 1 beseech 

Hath, And thank you too ; for society (saith the i 
tex^, is the happiness of life. • 

Hoi And, certes, the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it. Sir, [to Dull) I do invite you too; you j 
shall not say me, nay : pauca verba.— Away: the 
gentles are at game, and we will to our recreation. 

) [Exeunt. J 

Scene III. — Another part of the same. 

Enter Biron, with a paper. 2 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I am a 
coursing myself : they have pitch'd a toil : I am ^ 
word^ 1 w ?| ltc 5 ; that defiles; defile 1 a foul l 

Z hJY* 1 ’ ^^eyiown, sorrow! for so, they 1 
say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the fool. 

VJ ell proved, wit. By the Lord, this iove is as mad* T 

Hrif JaX: 1 kUi . s shee P’ Jt me, I a sK 1 
Yell proved again on my side ! I will not love ' if r 

LI?! FF*F tt^'iyt-r k * 
?I~» atefers n A 

be melancholy ; and here’ ^p.rt ' lad " G 

b«e»y melancholy Web, she hath one Vmy 

already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it 
and the lady haU. it; sweet clown sweetor "be ’ 
sweetest lady! By the world, I would not care a 

with a Btwr-“nJ br?e a "* ’ n: here co,,,es oue 
W glVe h “" grace t0 *™»- L 


Act IV. 


ts Enter the King, with a paper . 

p King. Ah me ! 

L ^ron. {Aside.) Shot by heaven !— Proceed » 

'* sweet Cupid; thou hast thump’d him with thy bird* 
v bolt under the left pap : — I'faith secrets.— 

J King. (Reads.) So sweet a hiss the golden sun 
gives not 

e a Tv those fresh morning drops upon the rose 
As thy eye-beams , when their fresh rays ham 
smote 

r The night of dew that on my cheehs dawn fates 

u Mor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
I , through the transparent bosom of the deep , 

I As doth thy face ^ through tears of mine give Uqkt : 
i \t 1 , s r si m ever H tear Mat / do weep ; 

Mo drop but as a coac/i doth carry thee. 

f ? r i c l es f thou triumphing in my woe : 

Do hut behold the tears that swell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will show; 
But do not love thyself ; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses , and still make me weep. 

C queen of queens Jww far dost thou excel! 
u° thought can think , nor tongue of mortal tell— 
How shall she know my griefs ? I’ll drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here f 

(Steps adds 4 

Enter Loncaville, with a paper. 

What, Longa ville I and reading l listen, ear* 

Biron. No w, in thy likeness, one more fool ap- 

Eqng. Ah me I I am forsworn. (Aside., 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, weartnr 
K . PfP*™- T . 0 (Aside] 

King. In love, I hope; Sweet fellowship it 
shame! [Aside 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Long. Am I the first that have been perjur'd fo^ 
Biron. (Aside.) I could put thee in comfort: not 
rp. b X tvvo ’ that I know : [society, 

^hoii makst the triiirayiry, the corner-cap of 
Xhe shape of Loves lyburn, that hangs up sim- 
plicity. r 

Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
H 8 ' we * Maria, empress of my love ! 

I hese numbers will I tear and write in prose. 

Biron. (Aside.) O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid’s hose : 

Disfigure not his slop. 

^vng. This same shall go. — 

Hut not the heavenly rhetoric ojdhim^eyT™**'* 

( ixainst idiom the world cannot hold ar<m- 
nient,) u 

Persuade my head to this false perjury ? 

I oivs, for thee broke , deserve not punishment . 

A woman I jorswore ; but, I will prove, 

Ikon being a goddess I forswore not thee; 
*?nY ow mas f a fCdy, thou a heavenly love; 

* by grace, being gain'd, cures all disgrace in me. 
\vws are but breath , and breath a vapour is: 

1 ien sh™ J aiV mn> 071 m H eari h dost 
Exhalst this vapour vow; in thee it is: 

Jt broken then . /* 


1 close an oath to win a paradise? 

Biron. (Aside.) This is the liver vein, which 
makes flesh a deity : 

A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 

God amend us, God amend f we are much out o' the 

Enter Dumain, with a paper. 

Long. By whom shall \ send this ^-Company f 

Slr^AiOe ) AH hid, all hid. ilfSS&Eto 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky 1 1 

And wretched fools’ seciets heedfuiiy o’er-eyo. 


Scene Z 
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m 


More sacks to the mill! 0 heavens, X have my wish ! 
Dumain transform’d : four woodcocks in a dish! 
Bum. O most divine Kate ! 

Birow, O most profane coxcomb ! (Aside.) 
Bum, By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 
Biron . By heart, she is but corporal ; there yon 
lie. . (Aside.) 

Bum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted. 
Biron . An amber-colour’d raven was well noted. 

(Aside.) 

Bum . As upright as the cedar, 

Biron. Stoop, Isay; 

Her shoulder is with child. (Aside.) 

Bum . As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun must 
shine. (Aside.) 

Bum. O that I had my wish I 
Long . And I had mine ! (Aside.) 

King. And I mine too, good lord ! (Aside.) 

Biron. Amen, so 1 had mine : is not that a good 
word ? (Aside.) 

Bum. I would forget her : but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 

Biron . A fever in your blood, why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers ; sweet misprision ! 

(Aside.) 

Bum. Once more I’ll read the ode that I have 
writ. 

Biron. Once more I’ll mark how love can vary 
wit (Aside.) 


Bum. On a day, ( alack the day !j 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied n blossom, passing fair, 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind , 
All unseen, 'gan passage find: 

That the lover, sick to death , 

Wish'd himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 
Air , would I might triumph so l 
But alack , my hand is sivom, 

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ; 

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Bo not call it sin in me. 

That I am forsworn for thee : 

Thou, for whom even Jove would swear , 
Juno out an Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love . — 


This will I send; and something else more plain. 
That shall express my true love’s fasting pain. 

O, would the King, Biron, and Longavilie, 

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note ; 

For none offend, where all alike do dote. 

Long. Dumain, (advancing) thy love is far from 
charity, 

That in love’s grief des’r’st society : 

You may look oale, but 1 should blush, I know, 

To be o’erheara, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, (advancing) you blush; as his 
your case is such ; 

Yon chide at him, offending twice as much ; 

ou do not love Maria; Longavilie 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to k j ep down his heart ! 

I have been closely shrouded in this hush. 

And mark’d you both, and for yon both did blush. 

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your fashion ; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ah me! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 

One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s* eyes : 
You would for paradise break, faith and troth ; 

(To Long.) 

And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

(To Bumain.) 

What will Biron say, when that he shall hear 


i. 


A faith infring'd, which such a zeal did swear? 

How will he scorn ? how will he spend his wit? 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it? 

For all the wealth that ever I did see, 

I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me. 

(Bescencls from the tree.) 

Lood heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears. 

There is no certain princess that appears; 

You’ll not be perjured, ’tis a hateful thing; 

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 

But are you not asham’d ? nay are you not. 

All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot? 

You found his mote ; the king your mote did see; 

But I a beam do find in each of three. 

0 % what a scene of foolery I have seen, 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ! 

0 me, with what strict patience have I sat. 

To see a king transformed to a gnat ! 

To see great Hercules whipping a gigg. 

And profound Solomon to tune a jigg, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys. 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain, 

And, gentle Longavilie, where lies thy pain? 

And where my liege’s? all about the breast . — 

A caudle, ho f 

King. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view? 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray’d to yon; 

I, that am honest; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

1 am betray’d, by keeping company 
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 

Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute’s time 
In pruning me? When shall you hear, that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A Teg, a limb ?— 

King. , Soft ; whither away so fast? 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so? 

Biron. I post from love ; good lover, let me go. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless the king I 
King. What present hast thou thf**e ? 

Cost. Some certain treason. ® 

King. What manes treason here? 

Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither. 

The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

‘ Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read ; 

Our parson misdoubts it; 'tvvas treason, he said. 

King. Biron, read it over. (Giving him the letter ,) 

— Where hadst thou it? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King. Where hadst thou it? 

Cost. Of Dun Adrantadio, Dun Adraraadio. 

King How now ! What is in you ? why dost thou 
tear it? inotfearit 

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs 
Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore 
let’s hear it. 

Bum. It is B iron’s writing, and here is his name. 

(Picks up the piece*.) 

Biron . Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, (to Cm- 
lard) you were bom to do me shame#*— 

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 

King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool to 
make up the mess ; 

He, he, and you, my liege, and t. 

Are pick-purses in love, an^d we deserve to die. 

0, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 

Bum. Now the number is even. 

Biron. True, t«ue; we are tour:-* 

: I 
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Will these turtles be gone ? 

/? ?\xr . , „ Hence, sirs; away. 

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. [Exeunt Cost, and Jaquenet. 

Jiiron. bweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us em- 
brace I 

As true we are, as flesh and blood can be : 

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face: 

„ ' oung blood will not obey an old decree ; ■ 

We cannot cross tiie cause why we were born* 
herefore, ofall hands must we be forsworn.’ 
King. v> hat, did these rent lines show some love 
°\\ h l ne J i {heavenly Rosaline, 

•VhJ r{ D,<1 hey » / inoth y° u i Who sees the 
That, like a rude and savage man oflnde 

A t the first opening of the gorgeous east. 

Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken blind, 
w , hisses th ? base S*«««d with obedient breast? 
«A hat peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

mR. ESsS. t“ia i ”'* J * 


i' *: «*, v T ,m “ *«*7 natn inspire! thee 

y Jove, her mistress, is a gracious moon; 
fc>he, an attending star, scarce seen alight 
Xiron M y eyes are then no eyes, nor i Birdn * 

.0, but for my love, day would turn to night * 

Ut ail complexions the cull’d sovereignty 
w , Do meet » , HS Ht in her fair cheek : 

YVhere several worthies make one dignity : 

W here nothing wants, that want itself doth seek 
I-end me the flourish ofall ? ™tle tongues _ 

T „ iW y ’ ,m r mt r d r, ‘ t ?" ric • o. she needs it not : 
i o things Of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; (blot. 

a , P'j lS8t>s praise ; then praise too short doth 
A h^nwit, five-score winters worn, 

R if I Poking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 

O, ts the sun that uiaketh all things shine | 

King. By heaven thy love is black as ebony. 
Miron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine 1 
A wile of such wood were felicity 
U, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? ! 

In , j t ha f V m,y swear > beauty doth beauty lack 
tf that she 1* arn not of her eye to look * ^ 3 

No face is lair, that is not full so black 
King. O par dox 1 Black is the badge of hell 
1 lie hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night * 

And beauty s crest becomes the heavens well 5 

fflr ° n ' of light S °° neSt tempt} resemWi »f? spirits 
O, if in black my !ady]s brows be deckt, 
c» mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
Should ravish doters vvitn a false aspect • 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 

Her fa v our turns the fashion of the days ; 
a **, or li f nv W °otHs cou,lte d painting now: 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. * 

Um% black 1 ^ her> arC ^^weepers 

IfJ; £ sr her fT’- are coIliefs Sa 

kithiops of their sweet complexion ; 

Dum. Dark" needs no candles now, for darf^is ‘ 
Biron. \ our mistresses dare never come in rain, ! 

For fear their colours should be wash’d away. ; 
Kmg. I were good yours did; for, sir, to tell i 
you plain, 

f fi ad a fairer face not wash’d to-day. ( 

^here Pr ° Ve her fair ’ or Ulk m ^nis-day , 

fe* No d e vi{ wii] fright thee then so much as 1 
mm. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 'j 
l*mg. Look, here’s thy love : my foot and her r J 

Biron f * (Showing his shoe.) t 

mron. u, if tire streets were paved with thine r J 

eyes; - i 

‘i 00 dabty for ^ead 1 f 
Ztei. O vile . then as she goes, what upward lies C 


The street should see, as she walk’d over head 
King. Blit what of this? Are we not all in love? 
3rs thrun.JJ, nothing so sure; mid thereby all for 

m- King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron° V * 

Our loving lawful, and our Jaith not torn, [evil 
Dum. Ay, marry, there -some flattery for thi 
Dong, U, some authority bow to proceed: 
oome tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devi 
Dum, borne salve for perjury. 

VA . Kir oil, O ‘*tis more than need I— 

ve Have at you then, affect -on’s men at arms : 

! e ’ ,p i. ' r > what you first did swear unto ;-L 
ie ** } fast, to study, — and to see no woman 
JIat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth, 
oay, can you fast? your stomachs are too young • 

And abstinence engenders maladies. 

• f wd where that you have vow’d to sb.dy, lords 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book ; 

Can you still drearn, and pore, and thereon look ? 

r l ? r w . ien wo»ld you, my lord, or you, or yon, 

w\T to “2 d fc i he * romu } uf »tudy‘8 exceihnce. 
Without the beauty of a woman’s face ■ 
from women's eyes this doctrine i derhe; 

1 hey are the ground, the books, the academes, 
hmui whence doth spring the true Promethean firs 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 
the nimble spirits in the arteries; 

As motion, and long-daring action, tires 
t. file sinewy vigour of tiie traveller. 

Now, tor not looking on a woman’s face, 
i on have in that forsworn the use of eyes; 

* s j ll dy too, the causer of your vow: 
b tor where is any author in the world, 

1 caches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself' 

And where we are, our learning likewise is. 

1 iien, when ourselves we see in ladies’ eves, 

Ho we not likewise see our learning there? 

U, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books: 
f°; w ,eo ' V0 “M you. niy Urge, or von, or you. 
in leaden contemplation, have found out 
SJ? he f y ni, ” a f ers » as tiie prompting eyes 
Uf beauteous tutors have enrich’d you with 0 
Otliorslow arts entirely krc,. Iho train; 

And therefore finding barren |irai:tiser.H, 

Scarce show a harvest oftiieir heavy toil: 

But lote, first learned in a lady’s eyes 
Lives not alone immured in tiie brain ; 

But with the motion ofall elements, 

Loiirses as swift as thought in every power* 

And gives to every power a double power, ’ 

Above their Junctions and their offices, 
it adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 

A ov er's eyes will ga&e an eagle blind * 

A lovers ear will bear the lowest sound, 

W hen the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d 
Love s feeling is more soft, and sensible, 
i han are the tender horns of cockled snails: 

Loves tongue proves damty Bacchus gross in taut# I 
for valour is not love a Hercules, 
fctill climbing trees in the Hesperides 9 
Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and m.wicaL 

Anfl'ift! A P° llo>,i b *te, strung vvi n his hair; 

And, when love speaks, the voic * ofall the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the ..arimmy. , 

Never durst poet touch a (>en to write, 

| L»bl his pk were temper’d with iow^s sighs. 

U, then his lines would ravish savage ears. 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

Prom women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 
l hey sparkle still the right Prometiman fire; 
ite a . re the books, tiie arts, the academes, 
i ml show, contain, and nourish ali tne world. 

S/ Se * “ on . e at hi aught proves excellent; 

1 hen tools you were these women to forswear; 

Ur, keeping what is sworn, you w d prove tool*. 

For wisdom s sake, a word that ,11 men love; 

Ur tor love s sake, a word ti at U es all men ; 
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Or for men's sake, the authors of these women; 

Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men; 

Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves, to keep oui oaths: 

It is religion to be thus forsworn j. 

For charity itself fulfils the law; 

And who can se\ er love from charity? 

King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the 
field ! [lords ; 

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon them, 
Pell-mell, down w.th them 1 but be first advis'd, 

In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long. N ow to plain dealing ; Jay these glozes by : 
Shall vve resolve t» woo these girls of France? 

King. A ml win them too ; therefore let us devise 
Some eutertnmmenr for them in their tents, 

Biron. Fir-t, from the p >rk let us conduct them 
thither; * 

Then, b'uu vv »rd, every man attach the hand 
Of his lair mistress: in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dunces, masks, and merry hours, 

Fore- run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted. 
That will be time, and m-iy by us be fitted. 

Btron . A Hons! allow! — Sow’d cockle reap’d no 
corn; 

Aral jusnee always whirls in equal measure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I, — Another part of the same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, • and Dull. 

Hoi Satis quod suffic'd. 

Nath. 1 praise God lor you, sir: your reasons at 
dinner have been sharp and sententious; pleasant 
without scurrility, witty without affection, audacious 
without imptuhmey, learned without ‘opinion, and 
strange without heresy. I did converse this quon- 
dam day with a companion of the king’s, who is 
intituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de 
Armado. 

Hut. Novi hominem tanquam te: his humour is 
lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, 
his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his ge 
neral behaviour vain, rid.culous, and Th.asomcal. 
He is too picked, too spruce, too affected, too odd, 
as it were, too peregrinate, as l may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

[Takes out his table hook.) 

Hoi. He dravveth out tue thtead of his verbosity 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such 
fanatical fantasies, such insociable and point-devise 
companions, such rankers of orthography, as to 
speak, clout, fine, when he should say, doubt ; d«d, 
when he should pronounce, debt; a, e, b, t; not 
d, e, t; he eiepetii a calf, cauf; half, ha nf; neigh* 
bour, vocutur, nebour; neigh, abbreviated, ne: 
this is abnominable, (which he would call abomi 
able,) it insmuatetli me of insanie ; Ne intelligis t do- 
tninel to make frantic., lunatic. 

Nath, haus deo, bane intelligo. 

Hoi Bone/ bone, for bene: Priscian a little 

cratch’d ; twill serve. 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

Nalh. Videsne quis venit? 

Hot Video, H gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra f ^ [To Moth.) 

Hoi Quare Chirra, not sirrah? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter’d. „ 

Ho l Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. Tht y have* been at a great feast of lan 
guages, and stolen the sc- us. [To Costard , aside.) 

Cost. O, they have lived long in the alms basket 
of words I I marv el, thy master hath not eaten tfiee 


Aitti ■ mam i - JL 


for a word; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honorific abilitudinitatibus: thou art easier svvaF 
iovvrd nan a flap dragon. 

Moth. Peace; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, (to Hoi) are you not letter’d f 
Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the bom book:*** 
Want is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on hi* 
head? 

Hoi Ba .pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn:— You 
hear ins learning. 

Hoi Quis , quis, thou consonant? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them; or the fifth, if I. 

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth. The sheep: the other two concludes it: o, u. 
Arm, Now, by the salt wave ofthe iVledi|erra- 
neuui, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit: snip, 
snap, quick and home; it rajoiceth my intellect: 
true wit. . f wit-old. 

Moth. Offer’d by a child to an old man : which is 
Hoi. What is the figure ? what is the figure? 
Moth. Horns. [gig. 

Hot. Thou disputes! like an infant: go. whip thy 
Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I 
will whip about your infamy circitm circa ; a gig of 
a cuckold’s horn ! 

Cos. An I had but one penny in the world, thon 
shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is 
the very renumeration f had of thy master, thon 
halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discre- 
tion, O, an the heavens were so pleased, that thoa 
wert but my hash} rd, what a joyful father wouldst 
thou make me ! Go to ; thon hast it ad dunghill, 
at thy fingers’ ends, as they say. 

Hoi O, I smell false Latin ; dunghill for vngnem. 
Arm. Arts-man, pr&ambula ; we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate } outsat 
the charge-house on the top ofthe mountain ? 

Hoi Or, mens, the hill. ‘ 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 
Hoi I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s «nost sweet pleasure and 
affection, to congratulate the princess at her pavi- 
lion, in the posteriors of this day ; which the rude 
multitude call, the afternoon. 

Hoi The posterior of the day, most generous sir, 
is liable, congruent, and measurable for the after- 
noon: the word is well cull’d, chose; sweet and 
apt, I do assure yon, sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and 
my familiar, I do assureyou,verygoodfriend:r— 
for what is inward between us, let it pass : — I do 
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy;—! Beseech 
thee, apparel thy head ; — and among other importu- 
nate and most serious designs, — and of great import 
indeed, too; — but let that pass: — for l must tell 
tnee, it will please his grace (by the world) sometime 
to lean upon my poor shoulder; and with Ins. royal 
linger, thus, dally with my excrement, with, my 
mustachio: but, sweet heart, let that pass. By the 
world, £ recount no fable, some certain special 
honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Ar- 
mado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the 
world: but let that pass. The very ail of all is, — 
but, sweet heart, I do implore secrecy, — that the 
king would have me present the princess, sweet 
chuck, with some delightful •. show, 

or pageant, or antic, or fire- work. Now, under- 
standing that the curate and your sweet self are 
goad at such eruptions, and sudden breaking out ol 
mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you withal, to 
the end to crave your assistance. 

Hoi Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
worthies.— Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some ea~ 
tei taiument of time, some show in the posterior of 
this day, to be rendered by our assist.}*, ce,-— the; 
king’s command, and this most gallant,- illustrate^ 
and learned gentleman, — before the princess; k sa ■ 
none so fit as to present the nine w orthies. T4tf f * 
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fc|?etnfc ? W!1 ' y ° n find men worthy enough 
Mol Joshua, voursplfo 




J ° S r U V yonrself; myself, or this gallant 
gentieTnan, Judas Maccabseus ; this swain, because 
of bs great hmb or joint, shall pass Penney he 
great; the page, Hercules. r * 

Atm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity enough 
oflds dX rthy S thUmb : he is D0t 30 bi ° **' the e«d 
HoL Shall I have audience ? he shall present 
Hercules in minority: his enter and exit shall be 

th a t p!,rpose. S “ akei 1 W ‘ a have an ni>ol °Xy thr 
MotL An excellent device! so, if any of the 
audience lnss, you may cry: well done, tier cutes’ 
now t k ° u crus /test tfie snake l that is the way"; 

grace to^okf" 06 SI ' aCl0US; thou S h few have the 
For the rest of the worthies? 

S°‘zm f 1 ! P^ay three myself. 

Moth. Ihnce-worthy gentleman! 

i if “* fadge ■» t ’ a » a '“- 

DaI1! thou hast **«»> 
Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

•*«»«« < we will employ thee. 

JJuli. I 11 make one in a dance, or so: or I will 
the y hay tKe tab ° r 1116 worthies > a “d let them dance 
hoi'. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II .— Another part of the same . Before the 
Brine ess's Pavilion . 

JEfler the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline and 
Maria. 

. Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart ' 
• / facings come thus plentifully in : p ’ 

A. lady wall’d about with diamonds ! 

P y °i!i’ n hat 1 have rrom tlle loving king. 
pj;~ v *n'"’ c ? ra ? ?? d ‘i. ng eise alon S with (hat ? i 
rhyme,* 8 ? yeS ’ “ much love ia £ 


As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper, 
TbT/i? 11 bot * 1 . s . 1< i es the leaf, mareent and all ; 

1 P h oh® 8 . Ialn seat on Cupid's name. 

For he liathh^* fW? 'I? y m ? k ? his godhead wax; 
v 4 /A b etJ , five diousand years a boy. 

p" V3’|| an A a S !‘ re ,wd “jihappy gallows too. 
Bos. You II neer be frieuds with him; he kill’d 
your sister. 

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavv* 
And so she died : had she been light, like you y ’ 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 5 ’ 

Sh« might have been a grandatn ere she died • 

A l ? ??“ 1 a light heart lives long? 

A - uX *ld'> a meani " s ’ “ oase > of tIlis 

lti\v light oondition in a beauty dark, [out 

S7 more light to And your meaning 

Therefore / if i “’if t ie by taking it in snuff’- 
»™ i 11 f, i lrkl >' en( l the argument. 

Kaif'!i k A ' vlla , t !oa do > JO" do it still i’ (he dark 
fndee l“°i y<M, . ; , for ym. are a light we„, h 
light. d ' 1 Weig ‘ “ 0t y °“ ; aud therefore 
Xath. You weigh me not,— 0, that’s you cire not 

Prin wi 1 buiiri" ’’n’ ^ C,,re is sd “ pSXS? 
But Rosaline, yon tv ^1““ tt "‘ ay ' d ’ 
Wo wnt it ? and what is it ? 

An if my face were but as fair as yo^s' y0 “ tneW ; 


'gh I am compar’d to twenty thousand fairs. 

, nt p ■ , dra i™ “y, P ict nre in his letter .' 

Prin. Any thing like ? 

he P° ? ' JV p' ch ’,' n the letters ; ""thing in the praise 
KaTh %? uteons *•'* >" k .: » good conclusion/ 
Kath . .fair as a text B in a copy book. 

3 B ° S - fe> lanciis! How? die you, 

, dominical, my golden letter: 

k« U ’ r t ha A y? ur ^ ace were not so full of O’s ! 
br p • n P° X i of that i e5it ! ai 'd beshrew all shrowa 

p madam ; U a^ h Ureov e e n r y0 “ tWa!D? 

to Some thousand verses of a faithful lover* 

16 $., » ge tran . sJatl0 « of hypocrisy. 

vilely compil'd, profound simplicity. . 

Mar. I his, and these pearls, to me sent JLoup-d’ 
The letter is too long by half a mile. Iheart" 

T Af‘. 1 t{ »«k no less: dost thou not wish in 
The chain were longer, and the letter short? [part 
r * x/r ° r 1 W0llld , these hands might never 
- fcf 6 Sre W1Se P r \ s > t0 our loverssa 
Mas. I hey are worse loots to purchase mocking «« 

° sa, ; e , ® r6n 111 ^rture ere I go 8 

U, that I knew he were but in by the week 1 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek * 
And wait the season, and observe the times, ’ 
A“d spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes * 

' Shi T i h * ls serv,c ? whoIJ y t0 ni y behests; # 
nd make him proud to make me proud that rests * 

* §? l )orten {-hke would I o’ersvvay his state, 

. I hat he should be my fool, a ad I his fate. 

> l rm ' ^ d are 80 8lire| y caught, when they are 

! * u , rn ’ d , f °oI : folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 

AnJ y? d ° m S warrant ' and th « help of school; 

Aj 4 ’' Hr 1° grace a Earned fool. 

K excess° 0d ° f burns not with suc h 

As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. 

Mar. roily in fools bears not so stronga note. 

As toolery in the wise, when wit doth dote* 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet. 

Prill. Here conies Boyet, and mirth is in his face 

*hZ ’ with l-Shter’/vvfe 

Prin. Thy news* Bovet? 

Against your peace; love doth apj roach disjrms’d 

M™re d argu T ents i y? a ’l> be surpris’d : d ’ 

Muster your wits : stand in your own defence ; 

O' hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence 

Twf h ^ amt . D . en ” ls to Saint Cupid! What are they 
I hat charge their breath against ,s ? say, scout III’ 

f tfoTni garnet' ' 


l oward that shade I might behold addrest 
i . . k,r ?S and his companions: warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear; 

! rpj‘ at b an .d by, disguis’d they will be here. 

T TJ ie u a i d I s a pr , ett y kimvfsh’uage, 

Ihat well by heart hath conn’d his embassage * 
Action,and accent, did they teach him there* 

t A° U Spea ^ and tkus th V hod V bear 
And ever and anon they made a doubt U 

Presence majestical would put him out: 

ritual aniJ i shali t/wu see: 

Ti f k f but speak audaciously. 
boy reply’d. An angel is not evil; 

had $he teen a devil 

shoulder 3 ;® ^ ^ ClaW ’ d him 
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Making the hold wag by their praises bolder. 

One rubb’d his elbow, thus ; and fleer’d, and swore, 

A better speech was never spoke before : 

Another, with his finger and his thumb, ■ 

Cry’d, Via ! we will dot, come what will ccrne : 
The third he caper’d, and cried, All goes well : 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell. 

With that, they all did tumble on the ground. 

With such a zeaxms laughter, so profound, 

That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 

Prin . But what, but what, come they to visit ns ? 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel’d 
thus,' — 

Like Muscovites, or Russians: as I guess. 

Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance : 

And every one his love-feat will advance 
(Into his several mistress ; which they’ll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall be 
task’d : ^ . 

For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d : 

And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Desnight of suit, to see a lady’s face. 

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear ; 

And then the king will court thee for his dear; 

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine ; 

So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. — 

And change you favours too; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 

Ros. Come on then ; wear the favours most in 
sight. 

Katk. But, in this changing, what is your intent? 
Prin . The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment; 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock’d withal. 

Upon the next occasion that we meet. 

With visages display’d, to talk, and greet. 

Ros, But shall we dance, if they desire us to’t? 
Prin. No ; to the death, we will not move a foot ; 
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; | 

But, while ’tis spoke, each turn away her face. j 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s 
^ heart, j 

And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin . Therefore I do it; and, I make no doubt. 
The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out. 

There’s no such sport, as sport by sport o’erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 

( Trumpets sound within .) 
Boyet. The trumpet sounds; be mask’d, the 
maskers come. (The Ladies mash.) 

Enter the Ring, BmoN, Loncaville, and Dumain, 
in Russian habits, and mashed; Moth, Mu- 
sicians, and Attendants. 

Moth. All hail the richest beauties on the earth! 
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta. 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 

(The ladies turn their backs to him.) 
That ever turn'd their-~bachs~to mortal views / 
Biron . Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 

Moth. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal 
views ! Out — ' 

Boyet. True; out, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits , 
Not to behold — [vouchsafe 

1 Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed 
eyes, — — with your sun beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet, 

You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 
# ; : out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you 
rogue. 


Ros: What would these strangers? know their 
minds, Boyet: 

If they do speak our language, ’tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes; 

Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess? 

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. What would they, say they? 

Boyet . Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. Why, that they have j and bid them so be 
gone. [gone. 

Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be 
King. Say to her, we have measur’d many miles. 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say that they have measur’d many 
a mile, 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Ros. It is not so: ask them, how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measur’d many, 

The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither, you have measur’d 
miles, 

And many miles ; the princess bids you tell, 

How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary 
steps. 

Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o’ergone, 

Are number'd in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, [you ; 

That we may do it still without accompt. 

Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face. 

That we, like savages, may worship it 
Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King, Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do. 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to 
shine 

(Those clouds remov’d,) upon our vvat’ry eyne. 

Ros. 0 vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 
King. Then, in our measure, do but vouchsafe 
one change: 

Thou bid’st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 

Ros. Play, music, then, nay, you must do it 
soon. (M usic play.) 

Not yet; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 
King . Will you not dance ? How come you thus 
estrang’d ? 

Ros. You took the moon at full; but now she’s 
chang’d. 

King. Y et still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The music plays; vouchsafe some motion to it 
Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King , But your legs should do it 

Ros. Since yon are strangers, and come here by 
chance. 

We’ll not be nice : take hands; — we will not dance* 
King. Why take we hands then ? 

Ros. * Only to part friends 

Comt’sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 
King. More measure of this measure; be not 
nice. 

Ros. We can afford no more at such a price. 
King. Prize you yourselves; what buys your 
company? 

Ros. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Rcrs. Then cannot we be bought: and so adieu; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you 1 
King. If you deny to dance, let’s hold more chat 
Ros. In private, then. 

King . I am best pleas’d with that 

(They converse apart.) 
Biron K White-handed mistress, one sweet worn 
with thee. [three. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is 
Biron. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so 
nice,) 
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Metheglin, wort* and malmsey ; — Well ran, dice 1 
Th-re’s half a dozen sweets, 

Prin . Seventh sweet, adieu ! 

Since you can cog, I’ll play no more with you. 

Biron . One word in secret. 

Prin . Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev’st my gall. 

Prin. Gall I bitter. 

Biron . Therefore meet. 

{They converse apart.) 
Punt* Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 
word? 

Mar . Name it. 

Bum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord,— 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Ptan. Please it you, 

As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 

{They converse apart.) 
Kath. What, was your visor made without a 
tongue? 

Pony, I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
Kath. O, for your reason! quickly, sir; I long, 
j bony. You uuve a double tongue within your 
mask. 

And would afford my speechless visor half. 

Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman; — Is not veal 
a calf? 

Long. A calf, fair lady ? 

Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

Kath. No, I'll not be your half: 

Take ail, and wean it; it may prove an ox. j 

Lung. Look, how you butt yourself in these 
sharp mocks! 

Will you gne horns, chaste lady? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you cry. 

{They converse apart.) 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches ai e as 
keen 

As is the razor’s edge invisible, 

Cutting a smaller hair than umy be seen; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings. 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter 
things. 

Ros. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, 
break off. 

Biron. B$ heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! 
King. Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple 
wits. 

[Exeunt King, Lords , Moth, Music, and Atten- 
dants. 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites — 
Are tnese the breed of wits so wonder’d at? 

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths 
puff'd out. 

Ros. Well-liking wits they have; gross, gross; 
fat, fat 

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly- poor flout ! 

Will they not, tni..k you, hang themselves to night? 

_ Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Ros. O! they were all in lamentable cases! 

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit* 
Mar . Duma n was at my service, and his sword : 
No point, quoth I; rny servant straight was mute. 

hath. Lord Longa viile said, I came o’er his heart; 
And trow you what he call’d me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath. Yes, in good faith. 

Pr n. Go, sickness as thou art! 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute- 
caps. 

But will yqtr bear? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
Kath. And Longaville was for my service born. 


Mar. Domain is mine, as sure ns bark on tree. 
Boyet . Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear* 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be, 

They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows; 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows; 
Therefore, change favours ; and, when fney repair. 
Blow like sweet roses in this. summer air. 

Prin. How blow ? bow blow ? speak to be under* 
stood. 

Boyet. Fair ladies, mask’d, are roses in their bud: 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture shown. 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity! What shall we do, 

If they return in their ow n shapes to woo ? 

Ros. Good, madam, if by me you’ll be advis’d. 

Let’s mock them still, as well known, as disguis’d : 
Let us complain to them what fools were here. 
Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 

And wonder, what they were ; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely pen n’d, 

And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdra w; t ie gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to our tents, ns roes run over land. 
[Exeunt Princess, Ros. Kath. and Maria. 

Enter the King, Biron, Loncaville, and 
Domain, in their proper habits. 

King . Fair sir, God save you I Where is the 
princess ? 

Boyet. Gone to her tent i Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither? 

King: That she vouchsafe me audience for one 
word. 

Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. 

. [ Exit, 

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peas; 
And utters it again, when God doth please ; 

He is wit’s peciiar; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs; 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve; 

Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve: 4 
lie can carve too and lisp: why, this is he 
That kiss’d away his hand in courtesy; 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms; nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly ; and, in ushering, 

Mend him who can: the ladies call him, sweet; 

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet; 

This is the flower that smiles on every one, 

To show his teeth as white as whales none ; 

And consciences, that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the due of honey- tongue d Boyet. 

King. A -blister on his sweet tongue, with mj 
heart. 

That put Armado’s page out of his part! 

Enter the Princess, ushered by Boyet: Rosaline, 
Maria, Katharine, and Attendants. 

Biron * See where it comes !— •Behaviour, what 
wert thou, 

Till this man show’d thee ? and what art thou now? 

■ King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of dayl 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as 1 conceive. : 
King. Construe my speech, s better, if you may."' 

■ Prin. Then wish me better, I will give yon leave. 
King. We came to visit yon ; and purpose now 

To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 
Prin. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your 
vow : 

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjnf d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
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Prin. You nick-name virtue ; vice you should 
have spoke ; 

For virtue's office never breaks men’s troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, i protest, 

A world of torments though 1 should endure, 

I would nut yield to be your house’s guest: 

So much l hate a breaking cause to he 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 

King, 0, you have liv’d in desolation here, 
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 

Prin, Not so, my loid; it is not so, 1 swear; 

We have had past, mes here, and pleasant game; 
A mess of Russians left us but of late. 

Kiny, Bow, madam? Russians? 

Prin, Ay, in truth, my lord ; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state. 

Pas, Madam, speak true: — it is not so, my lord ; 
My lady, (to the manner of the days,) 

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted acre with four 
In Russian habit; here they stay’d an hour. 

And talk’d apace ; and in that hour, my lord. 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools; but this 1 think. 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have 
drink. 

Biron, This jest is dry to me. — Fair, gentle 
sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish : when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven’s fiery eye. 

By light we lose light: your capacity 
Is of taat nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 
Pus, Tms proves you wise and rich, for in my 
■' eve,— 

Biron, I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Bos. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
it were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 
Biron, 0, 1 am yours, and all that l possess. 
Bus. All the fool mine ? 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Pos. Which of tlie visors was it that you wore ? 
Biron. Where? when? what visor? why demand 
you this ? 

Pos. Tnere, tiien,that visor; that superfluous case, 
That hid the worse, and allow’d the better face. 
King. We are descried: they’ll mock us now 
downright. 

Bum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

Prin. Amaz’d, my lord ? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? j 

Pos. Help, hold Ids brows! he’ll swoon? Why 
look, you pale?' — 

Sea-sick, l think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for 
perjury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out ?— 

Here stand l, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 

0! never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song; 
Taffata phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three- pil’d hyperboles, spruce affectation. 
Figures pedantical : these summer- flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation ; 

X do forswear them : and I here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God 
■ ' knows!) 

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 

And, to begin, wench, — so God help me, la!— 

My love to tnee is sound, sans crack or flaw 
Pos. ins sans, I pray you. 


Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage: — bear with me, 1 am rick; 

111 leav e it by degrees. Soft, let us see ; 

Write, Lord have mercy on us, on those three ; 
They are infected, in their hearts itdies ; 

They have the plague, and caught it of your eye*: 
These lords are visited ; yon are not free. 

For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 

Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokeni 
to us. 

Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo ut 
Pos. It is not so ; for how can this be true. 

That ■ yon stand forfeit, being tl mse that sue ? 

Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you, 
Pos. Nor shall not, if I do as i intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves my wit is. at an end! 
Kiny. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse, 

Prin. The fairest is confession 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis’d? 

Kiny. Madam, I was. 

Prin . And were you well advis’d ? 

Kiny. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When von then were here. 

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear? 

King. '1 hat more than all the world I did respect 
her. 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, yon will re- 
ject her. . 

Kiny. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear; 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 
Kiny. Despise me, when I break this oath of 
mine. 

Prin. I will; and therefore keep it: — -Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper iu your ear ? 

Pos. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover. 

That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him 1 the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

Kiny* What mean you, madam? by my life my 
troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Pos. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain. 
You gave me this: but take it, sir, again. 

Kiny. My faith, and tnis, the princess I did give ; 
I knew her by tuis jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin . Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear; 
And lord B.ion, 1 thank him, is my dear: — 

What; will you have me, or your pearl again? 

Biron. Neither of either ; 1 remit both twain. — 
I see the trick on’t; — Here was a consent 
(Knowing aforehanu of our merriment,) 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 

Some carry table, some please-man, some slight zany, 
Borne mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some 
Dick, — 

That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she’s dispos’d, — 
Told our intents before; which once disclos’d, 

The ladies did change favours; and then we. 
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forsworn; in will, a ud error. 

Much upon this it is : — And might not yon, 

{To Boyet . 

Foresta] our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you know niy lady’s foot by the fquire. 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 

And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 

_ Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 

You put our page 6ut:*go, you ^re allow’d ; 

Die when you will# a smock shall be your shroud. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there’s an eye. 

Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full 

Hath this brave manage, this career 
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iron* Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace; I have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost. 0 Lord, sir, they would know,^ 

Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 
Biron . What, are there but three ? 

Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine, 

For every one purse ots three. 

Biron . And three times thrice is nine. 

* Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope 
it is not so ; 

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; we 
know what we know : 

Fhope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. (nine. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 
Cost. 0 Lord, sir, ^ it were pity you should get 
ycnr living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How miich is it ? 

Cost. 0 Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount: 
for my own part, I am, as they say, but to par- 
ted one man, — e’en one poor man; Pompion the 
?reat, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies? 

Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of 
Pompion the great: for mine own part, I know 
not the degree of the worthy ; but I am to stand 
for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

■Cost . We. will turn it finely off, sir ; we will take 
some care. [Exit Costard. 

Kiny. Biron, they will shame us, let them not 
approach. 

Biron. VVe are shame-proof, my lord: and ’tis 
some policy 

To have oqe show worse than the king’s and his 
company. 

King. I say, they shall not come. [now; 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’er- rule you 
That sport best pleases, that doth least know how: 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents, 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron . A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expence of 
tliy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
[Armado converses toil h theKing, and delivers 
him a paper.) 

Prin. Doth this man serve God ? 

Biron . Why ask you ? 

Prin . He speaks not like a man of God’s making. 
Arm. That’s ail one, my fair, sweet, honey mo- 
narch : for, I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding 
fantastical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain : but we 
will put it, as they say, to for tuna della guerra. 
I wish you the peace of mind, most royal couple- 
luent 1 ; [Exit Armado. 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor- 
thies: he presents Hector of Troy; the swain, 
Pompey the great; the parish curate, Alexander; 
Armado’s page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Ma- 
chabams. 

And if these four worthies in their first show' thrive, 
These four will change habits, and present the 
other five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceiv’d, ’tis not so. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge 
priest, the fool, and the boy : — 

Abate a throw at novum ; and the whole world 
again, (vein. 

'Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his 


King. The ship is under sail, and here she come 
amain. 

[Seats brought for the King, Princess , 
Pageant of the Nine Worthies. 

Enter Costard armed, for Pompey. 

Cost. I Pompey am ,'— — 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he 

Cost. I Pompey am , — — 

Boyet. With libbard’s head on k nee 

Biron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey surnam'd the 
big;— 

T)mn. The great. 

Cost. It is great, sir; — Pompey surnam'd the 
great) 

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make 
my foe to sweat .* 

And travelling along this coast, I here am come 
by chance ; 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet 
lass of France. [done. 

If y pur ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey , i had 
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey, 

Cost . ’Tis not so much worth : but, I hope, I was 
perfect: I made a little fault in, great. 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel armed, for Alexander. 
Nath. When in the world I liv'd, 1 teas the 
world's commander ; 

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my 
conquering plight ; 

My ’ scutcheon plain declares, that 1 vm Ali- 
Sander. 

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it 
stands too right. 

Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this most tender- 
smelling knight, 

Prin. The conqueror is dismay’d : proceed, good 
Alexander. 

Nath. PFhen in the world I Ik d, I was the 
toorld's commander ; — 

Boyet. Most true, ’tis right ; you were so, Ali- 
sander. 

Biron. Pompey the great, — 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 
sander. 

Cost. 0, sir, [to Nath.) you have * overthrown 
Alisluder the conqueror! You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this: your lion, that holds 
his poll-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given to 
A-jax : he will be the ninth worthy. A conqueror 
and afeard to speak! run away for shame, Aiisander 
[Nath, retires.) There, an’t shall please you ; a fool- 
ish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and soon 
dash’d! He is a marvellous good neighbour, in 
sooth; and a very good bowler : but for Aiisander, 
alas yen see, how ’tis a little o’erparted But 
there are worthies a-coming will speak their mind iu 
some other sort 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofeknes armed, for Judas, and Moth 
armed, for Hercules. 

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this, imp,' 
JPhose club kill'd Cerberus, that lhree~hl ailed 
, can us; 

And, when he was a babe, a child, a. shrimp, 

Thus did lie strangle serpents in his mmim i 
Quoniam, he seemeth m minority ; 

Ergo, 1 come with this apology . — t 
Keep some state in thy 'exit, and vanish, {Exit Moik 
Hoi. Judas I am , — 

I) um. A Judas ! 

Hoi Not Iscariot, sir, — 

Judas I am, ycleped Machabceus. 

Dujm. Judas Macliabaius dipt, is plain Judas. 
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Biron, A kissing traitor:— How art thou prov’d 
Judas? 

Hoi. Judas Tam . 

Hum. The mure shame for you, Judas. 

Hoi. What mean you, sir? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 

Hoi. Begin, sir; you are my elder. 

Biron. Weil follow'd ; Judas was bang’d on an 
elder. 

Hoi. 1 will not be put out of countenance. 

Biron . Because thou hast no face. 

HoL What is tins ? 

Boyet A cittern head. 

Bum, The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A death’s face in a ring. 

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen. 
Boyet The pummel of Caesar’s faulchion. 

Bum. The carved-bone face on a flask. 

Biron. St. George’s half-cheek in a brooch. 

Bum. Ay, and in a brooch oflead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer : 
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in coun- 
tenance, : 

Hot You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces. 

HoL But you have outfac’d them all. 

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 
Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay? 
Bum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biron , For the ass to the Jude; give it him: — 
Jud-as, away. 

HoL This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boyet A light for monsieur Judas: it grows 
dark, he may stumble. [baited I 

Brin . Alas, poor Machabaeus, how hath he been 

Enter Armado armed, for Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles ; here comes 
Hector in arms. 

Bum. Though my mocks come home by me, 1 
will now be merry. 

King . Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 
Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Bum. I think. Hector was not so clean timbered. 
Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Bum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet . No ; he is best endued in the small. 

Biron . This cannot be Hector. 

Bum. He’s a god or a painter ; for he makes faces. 
Ann. The armipotent Mars, of lances the al- 
mighty, ' 

Gave Hector a gift . — 

Bum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon, 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Bum. No, cloven, ♦ 

Arm. Peace ! 

The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty , 
Gave Hector a gift , the heir of llion ; [ yea 
A man so breath'd, that certain he would fight, 
From morn till night , out of his pavilion. 

I am that fewer,— 

Bum. That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longa vide, rein thy tongue. 
Long. I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs 
against Hector. 

Bum . Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war- man is dead and rotten: 
iweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried ; 
when he breath’d, he was a man— But I will for- 
ward with my device: sweet royalty, (to the Prin- 
cess.) bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

(Biron whispers Costard.) 
* P rin. Speak, brave Hector ; we are much de- 
. lighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 

■ Boyet, Loves 'her the , foot , ■ 

Bum. He may not by the yard. 


Arm. This Hector far surmounted Hannibal — - 
Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she ii 
gone ; she is two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou ? 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, 
the poor wench is cast away: she’s qnuk; the 
child brags in her belly already; ’tis yoius. 

Arm, Dost thou infamonize me among poten- 
tates? thou shalt die* 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp’d for Jaqtte- 
netta that is quick by him; and bang’d, for Pom- ’ 
pey that is dead by him. 

Bum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey I 
Bit'on. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey! Pompey the huge! 

Burn . Hector trembles. 

Bircn. Pompey is mov’d: — More Ates, mor 
Ates ; stir them on t stir them on ! 

Bum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron Ay, if he have no more man’s blood in’s 
belly than will sup a flea. 

Ann. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man; I’ll slash; I’ll do it by the sword: — I pray 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

Bum. Room for the incensed worthies 
Cost. I’ll do it in my shirt. 

Bum . Most resolute Pompey I 
Moth. Master, let «te take you a button-hole 
lower. Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for 
the combat? What mean you ? you will lose your 
reputation. 

Arm . Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me; 1 
will not combat in my shirt. 

Bum. You may not deny it; Pompey hath made 
the challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for't? 

Arm . The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt; 
I go wool ward for penance. , 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin’d him in Rome 
for want of linen; since when, I’ll be sworn, he 
wore none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta’s; and 
that ’a wears next his heart, for a favour. 

Enter Mercade. 

Mer . God save you, madam 1 
Prin . Welcome, Mercade ; 

But that thou interrupt’st our merriment. 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring. 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your lather — . 
Prin. Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. [cloud. 

Biron. Worthies, away ; the scene begins to 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath; 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole 
of discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 

[Exeunt HP or tides. 
King. How fares your majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare; 1 will away to night 
King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 
Prin. Prepare, I say. — I thank yon, gracious 
lords, 

For all your fair endeavours; and entreat, 

Out tff a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide. 

The liberal opposition of our spirits : 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it — Farewell, worthy lord! 

A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 

King. '1 he extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed; 

And often, at his very loos:' decides 
That, which long process could not arbitrate : 

And though the mourning brow of progeny - r*: 
Forbid the smiling com tesy of love „ . i t# ■ 
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The holy arm, which fain it would convince ; 

, e V love's argument was first on foot 
ljet not the cloud of* sorrow jostle it 

it purpos’d; since, to wail friends lost, 
Is not by much so wholesome, prof table 
r 1Ce b 'i e,;| ds hut newly found. 
p rm . I understand you not; my griefs are dou- 
. ' . • ftrripjp * 

a Hon , est ,P ly ’ n words best pierce tiie ear of 

and by these badges understand the* king, 
tor your lair sakes have we neglected time, 
rlayd fotdjplay with our oaths ; your beauty, la- 

" u ' c ; 1 ' deformed us .fashioning our humours 
bven to the opposed end of our intents : 

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous, 

As Jove is full of unbefitting strains; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain; 
gorm d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye, 

Full of strangle shapes, of habits, and of forms. 
Varying in subjects as the eve doth roll 
Jo eveiy varied object in his glance: 

Which party-coated presence of loose love 
t ut on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes. 

Have mishecom’d our oaths and gravities, 

Ihose heavenly eyes, that look into these faults 
Suggested us to make : therefore, ladies, 

Our love hung yours, the error that love makes 
IS likewise yours: we to ourselves nrove false. 

By being once false for ever to be true 
lo those, that make us both,- fair ladies, you: 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 

Ihus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

V™?- We r e r eceiv , M your Otters, full of 
Your favours, the ambassadors of love : [love * 

And, in our maiden council, rated them * 

At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy. 

As bombast, and as lining to the time: 

But more devout than this, in our respects. 

Have we not been; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

than jest.**" 6 ’ sl,ow ’ d m,lch more 

Long, So did our looks. 

j rr«^* « T We did not Quote them so 

Grant'J* N ° W \ at the iateiit niinute oi ' &e hoU£ 
v»rant us your lovgs. * ‘ 

«v* 3 * .A tiipe, methinks, too short h 

To make a world- without-end bargain in: , 

cfe, j* iy ,ord> ,y° ur grace is perjur’d much, 1 

Full of dear guiltiness : and, therefore, this,— 

If for my love (as there is no such cause) 

You will do aught, tiiis shall you do for me ; 

Tn Jn 1 . wlM nu i tri , lst i but K‘> with speed ] 
I o some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Itemote from all the pleasures of the world T 

7 here stay until the twelve celestial signs 1 

Have brought about their annual reckoning; 

If this austere in liable life g 

KftSSl n0t r; ,r off ? r > taade *n beat of blood ; I 
Kip not ’ hi 1 !^ bard lodging, and thin weeds, J 
Bn? thaf -M blossom* of your love, jv 

ThL h = bear t - ius .*™ ! - a “tl ‘"St love : 
i hen, at the expiration of the year, 

AaTbvt !;'???’ ? lia % n * e me by these deserts, ,4 
f win h? i - S V Irsin , P aba » naw kissing thine, 

Mv 1,11 that instant, shut * 

K J oe i ‘ ® eb «|> in a mourning house ; 

Kain ng the tears of lamentation* 

If thii thnTd?^' ariC 1 of “y fatl ‘er*s death. 

II IMS thou do deny, | e t our hands cart* 

Ne if' er W “ a* other'shearL ’ 

Tvftlilta * or more than this, l would deny, I 

l g 

my iu * art 18 ia *by breast. th 
What t0 me > i«ve, and what to * oi 

R< *' Haust be purged too, your sins . f ,n 

OU are attaint with aff*™ are rank > 
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Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest 
But seek the weary beds of people sick, 
st, Dmn But what to me, mv love ? but what to me 
hath, A wife ! — A beard, fair health, aud ho 
nesty ; u 

,B ‘ three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

of binth M f hiil J T y \ l tiia,lk y°«* R*«tle Wife ? 

of hath. Not so, my lord;— a tu eh emontli and a day 

I II maik-no words that smooth-f'ac’d wooers say; 7 
tome when the king doth to my iadv come, 
a- 1 hen, if have much lov c. I’ll giv e you some. 

jy e f: 1 JJ 8erv « thee true ami faithfully dll t\en 
hoih, l et swear not, lest you be forsworn agam 
Long. What says Maria f E 

vnif % , , . At the twelvemonth’s end 

III change my black gown for a faithful friend. 
ffiW' I} 1 mth lienee ; but the time is long 
V> * * U le l. er y°‘* » h j w taller are so young* 

"*>’ Li.ly i* mwtrm, look oi m. 
Bvhoid the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there* 

Impose some service on me for thy love. ’ * 

Ros. Oil have I heard of yon, my lord Bird* 
Before I saw you; and the world’s large tongue 
Pioclamis you for a man replete with mocks ; 
f 11 *. comparisons and wounding flouts : 

Which yon on all estates will execute, 
that he within the merer of your wit; 

Jo weed this wormwooc from your fruitful brain; 
And therewithal, to win me. if you plea.se, ' 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 
f vSfiT thlS ^yelvemontii term, tb m day to day, 

I Visit the speechless sick, and still converse * 

’ with fn !i nin 5 wretch v s ; mui y ««r bisk shall be, 

v. ith all the tierce endeavour of vonr wit 
1 o enforce the pained impotem to smile. * 

^^death 1 ? 0 ^* Wild laughter iu the throat cf 
be ; it is impc isible ; 

Mirth cannot move a st nl in agony. 

Bus. Why, that's the way to choke a gibin* 
spirit, s * 

Whose influence » begot of that loose grace, 

VV inch shallow laughing hearers ghe to tools • 

A jests prosperity lies in the ear 
U him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Oi him that makes it: then, if sickly ears, 

Uea d with the clamours of their own dear groan*. 

W ill hear your idle scorns, continue then, 

And I will have you, and that fault withal; 

?''j’ ’, rt !' e y. "' ll not > tllrow aivay that spirit. 

And I shall find you empty of that fault, 

Bwrt joyful of your reformation. (befall 

I’lniT,-* twelvemonth ? well, befall wlmt wiif 
l il jest a twelvemonth », an bospiml. 

Inn ‘ j ^ a y ; e SWeet my lord » an<1 80 t 1 my 

A inrj. No, madam ; we will bring you cm sow w?y. 

I T .^?”*l 0u r?r^ dotluwt end ikean old play : 
Jack hath not Jill; these laclies’ courtesy 
M!gl’t well have made our sport a comedy 
King, Lmne, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a 

And then ’twill end. 

Biron ' That’s too long for a play. 

Enter Arm ado. 

4™ ?*T eet ina J est y* vouchsafe me,— 

Prm. \\ as not that Hector? 

JJnm. Ike worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. 1 will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave# 
lam a votary ; I have \owed to Jarptenetta to hold ■* 
the plough for her sw^et love three years. But 
most esteemed greatness, will yoi hear tim dialogue 
that the two learned men have compiled, in praisw 

in fh e ° W J a ? d the , cncko ° * it: should have followed 
m the end of our show. u 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do *o. 

Arm. Holla! approach. v 
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M*Ur Holofernes, Nathaniel, Moth, Cos- 
tard, and others* 

This side is Hiems, winter; this Ver, the spring; 
the one maintain'd by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver. begin. : 


When daisies pied, and violets blue , 
And lady s monks all silver-white, 
And cuckuo-lmds of yellow hue , 

Do paint the meadows with delight , 
The cuckoo thkn , on every tree , 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he , 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — 0 word of fear , 
Unpleasing to a married ear l 


When shepherds pip e on oaken straws, 

And merry larks art ploughmens clocks , 
When turtles tread and rooks , and da ws, 

A na maidens bleach thetr summer smocks , 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men, fur thus sings he, , 

Cuckoo : j 


Cuckoo , cuckoo, — 0 word of fear , 
Unpleasing to a married ear l 

III. 

Wint. When icicles hang by the wall , 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail 
And Tom bears logs into the half 
And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipp'd, and ways befoul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl , 
To-who; 

Tu-whit , to-who, a merry note , 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot, 

IV. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the parsons saw 
And birds sit brooding m the snow, 

And Marians nose looks red and raw 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl , 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who ; 

Tu-ivhit, to-who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot . 

Arm. The \vords^ of Mercury are harsh after tit# 
songs of Apollo. Vou, that way j we, this way. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Of ihft Merchant of Venice the style is even and easy, with few peculiarities of diction, or. anomalies of construe* 
lion The com.opart raises laughter, and the serious fixes expectation,. The probability of cither one or the othet 
story cannot be maintained The union of two actions in one event is m this drama eminently happy. Dryden 

in connecting the two plots of his Spanish Friar, which yet, 1 believe, the 
tic will find excelled by this plav. Johnson. 

PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


DUKE OF VENICE. 

PRINCE OF MOROCCO, l Suitors to Portia 
PRINCE OF ARRAUON, J ^itors to Portia . 

ANTONIO, the Merchant of Venice. 

BASSANIO, his Friend. 

SALANIO, ) 

SALARINO, > Friends to Antonio and Bassanio. 
GIIATIANO, \ 

LORENZO, in Love with Jessica. 

SHYLOCK, a Jew. 

TUBAL, a Jew, Ms Friend. 


LAUNCELOT GOBBO, a Clown, Servant to Shyloch 
OLD GOBBO, Father to Laioicetot. 

SAL ERIC), a Messenger from Venice. 

LEONARDO, Servant to Bassanio. 

STEPHANO, R> } Servants t0 Portia. 

PORTIA, a rich Heiress. 

NERISSA, her Waiting-maid. 

JESSICA, Daughter to Shy lock. M . _ .. 

Magnificoes of Venice, Officers <f the Court qf Justice*. 
Goaler, Servants, ana other Attendants. 


Scene,— Partly at Venice , and partly at Belmont, the Seat of Portia, on the Continent 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Venice. A Street . 

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio. 
Ant . In sooth, I know not why I am so sad; 
ft wearies me ; you say, it wearies yon ; 

Bat how l caught it, found it, or came by it, 

What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And such a want- wit sadness makes of me, 

That 1 have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. You mind is tossing on the ocean; 

There, where your argosies with portly sail, — 

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood, 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 

Do overp^er the petty tralflckers. 

That curtsy to them, do them reverence. 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Satan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 
The better part of my a flections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads; 
And every object that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 

Would make me sad. 

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run. 

But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 

And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand. 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 

To kiss her burial. Should 1 go to church. 

And see the holy ed.fice oT stone, 

And not bethink me straight of d mgerous rocks? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side. 

Would scatter ail her spices on the stream ; 

Enrobe tue roaring waters with my silks ; 

And, in a word, but even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this; and shall I lack the thought, 

That such a tiling, bechanced, would make me sad? 
Bat teil not me; I know, Antonio 
Js sad to think upon his merchandize. 

■ Ant. Believe me, no: 1 thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year: 

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 
Satan. Why then you are in love. 

Ant. Fy, fy ! 

Satan. Not in love neither? Then lets say, 
yon are sad, 

ccanse you are not merry : and ’twere as easy 


For you, to laugh, and leap, and say, you are 
merry, [Janus, 

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed 
Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time : 

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper; 

And other of such vinegar aspect. 

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 
Satan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble 
kinsman, 

Gratiano, and Lorenzo: fare you well; 

We leave you now with better company. 

Salar . I would have staid till X had made you 
merry, 

If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 

I take it, your own business calls on you, 

And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Salar. Good morrow, rny good lords. 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? 
Say, when? 

You grow exceeding strange : must it be so? 
Salar. We’ll make our leisures to attend on 
yours. [Exeunt Salarino and Salanio* 

Lor. Nly lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 

We two will leave you: but, at dinner-time, 

I pray you, have in mind where "we must meet 
Bass. I will not fail you. 

Ora. You look not well, signior Antonio; 

You have too much respect upon the world: 

They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 

Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world, Gra- 
tiano; 

A stage, where every man must play a part, 

And mine a sad one. 

Or a. Let me play the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine, 
i Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within. 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep, when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
j By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio,— 

1 love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; — 

There are a sort of men, whose visages 
! Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, : 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit: 
j As who should say, I am Sir Oracle • 
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And, when I ope my Ups, let no dog baric! 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise, 

For saying: nothing ; who, X am very sure, [ears. 
If they should speak, would almost damn those 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers 
111 tell thee more of this another time : [fools. 

But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 

For this fool’s gudgeon, this opinion. — 

Come, good Lorenzo: — Fare ye well, a while 
Til end my exhortation after dinner. ^ [time; 

Lor . Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 

For Gratia no ne ver lets me speak. [more, 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 
Ant Farewell: I’ll grow a talker for this gear. 
GraL Thanks, i’ faith ; for silence is only com- 
mendable 

In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 

[Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo . 
Ant Is that any thing now ? 

Bass . Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice : his reasons are 
as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; 
you shall seek all day ere you find them; and, 
when you have them, they are not worth the search. 

Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same. 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage. 

That you to-day promis’d to tell me of 'l 
Bass. ’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate. 

By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts. 

Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gaged : to you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money, and in love • 

And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots, and purposes, 

How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do. 

Within the eye of honou r, be assur’d, 

My purse, my person, my extremest means. 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight [shaft. 
The self-same way, with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth : and, by advent’ring both, 

I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof. 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 

£ owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth. 

That which I owe is lost ; but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or t to find both. 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. [time, 
Ant. You know me well; and herein spend but 
To wind about my love with circumstance : 

And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong. 

In making question of my uttermost. 

Than if you had made waste of all I have : 

Then do but say to me what I should do, 

That in your knowledge may by me be done. 

And I am press’d unto it: therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 

. And she is fair, and. fairer than that word, 

Of wpud’rous virtues ; sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia. 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples- like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos’ strand, 
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And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

O, my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

I have a mind presages me such thrift. 

That I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant Thou know’st, that all my fortunes art at 
Nor have I money, nor commodity [sea; 

To raise a present sum : therefore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do; 

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost. 

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 

Where money is; and I no question make, 

To have it of my trust, or for my sake, [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Belmont A Room in Portia’s Mouse. 
Enter Portia and Nkrissa. 

For. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is 
aweary of this great world. 

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your mi- 
series were in the same abundance as your good 
fortunes are: and yet, for aught 1 see, they are as 
jack, that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothing : it is no mean happiness, therefore, to 
be seated in the mean ; superfluity comes sooner by 
white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

For. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner. They would do better, if well followed. 

For. If to do were as easy, as to know what 
were good to do, chapejs had been churches, and 
poor men’s cottages, princes’ palaces. It is a good 
divine that follows his own instructions: I can 
easier teach twenty what were good to be done, 
than be one of the twenty to follow mine own teach 
ing. The brain may devise laws for the blood; 
but a hot temper leaps over a cold decree : such a 
hare is madness the youth, to skip o’er the meshes 
of good counsel the cripple. But this reasoning is 
not in the fashion to choose me a husband : — O me, 
the word choose! I may neither choose whom 1 
would, nor refuse whom I dislike ; so is the will 
of. a living daughter curb’d by the will of a d^ad 
father: — Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I carrot 
choose one, nor refuse none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy 
men, at their death, have good inspirations; there- 
fore, the lottery, that he hath devised in these three 
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who 
chooses his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt, 
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in 
your affection towards any of these princely suitors 
that are already come? 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou 
naroest them, I will describe them ; and according 
to my description, level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

For. Ay, that’s a colt, indeed, for lie doth no- 
thing but talk of his horse , and he makes it a great 
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can 
shoe him himself : I am much afraid, my lady his 
mother played false with a smith. 

Ner . Then is there the county Palatine. 

For. He doth nothing but frown : as who should 
say, And if you will not have me, choose : he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not: I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being 
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. 1 had 
rather be married to a death’s head with a bone in 
his mouth, than to either of these. God defend me 
from these two! [Le Bon? 

Ner . How say you by the French lard. Monsieur 

For. God made him,' and therefore let '.hint' pass 
for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 
mocker; but, he! why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan’s; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Palatine : he is every man in no man : 
if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering: he 
will* fence with his own shadow : if I should rnamr 
him, I should marry twenty husbands * if he wow 
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despise .me, I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner What say youthen to Faulconbridge, the 
young baron of England i 

For. You know, I say nothing to him; for he 
understands not me, nor I him : he hath neither 
I*atin, French, nur Italian; and you will come into 
the court and swear, that I have a poor penny-worth 
in the English. He is a proper man’s picture ; but, 
alas ! who can converse with a dumb show? How 
oddly lie is suited! I think, he bought his doublet 

Italy, his round hose in France, his bonnet in 
Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner, What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
, eigiibour‘<' 

For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the English- 
man, and swore he would pay him again, when he 
was able: I think, the Frenchman became his 
surety, and sealed under for another. 

N er, How like you the young German, the duke 
of Saxony's nephew? 

For, Very vilely in the morning, when he is 
sober; and most uiely in the afternoon, when he 
is drunk ; when he is best, lie is little worse than 
a man ; and when he is worst, he is little better 
than a brast: an the worst fall that ever fell, 1 
hope, l shall make shift to go without him. 

, Ner , . it he should olfer to choose, and choose the 
right casket, you should refuse to perform your fa- 
thers will, if you should refuse to accept him. 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, 
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary 
casket: for, if the devil be within, and that tempt- 
ation without, I know he will choose it. 1 will do 
any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to a 
sponge. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
these lords; they have acquainted me with "their, 
determinations: which is, indeed, to return to their 
home, ami to trouble you with no more suit; unless 
you may be won by some other sort than your father’s 
imposition, depending on the caskets. 

For. if l live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die 
as chaste as Diana, unless 1 be obtained by the 
manner of my father’s will : I am glad this parcel 
of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one 
among them but i dote on his very absence, andl 
pray God grant them a fair departure. 

Ner . Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s 
time, a v enetian, a scholar, and soldier, that came 
hither m company of the Marquis of Montferrat ? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as! think, so 
was he called. 

.Men True, madam : he, of ail the men that ever 
my loohsh eyes looked upon, was the best deserv- 
ing a tair lady. 

For, I remember him well ; and I remember him 
worthy oi thy praise. — How now ! what news ? 

Enter a Servant . 

Serv . The four strangers seek for you, madam, 
to take their leave : and there is a fore-runner 
come tram a filth, the prince of Morocco; who 
brings word, the prince, his master, will be here 
to-night. 

For. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so 
good heart as 1 can bid the other four farewell, 1 
should be glad of his approach : if he have the con- 
dition of a smut, and the complexion of a devil, 
L had rather he should shrive me than wive ni . 
Gome, Nerissa.— Sirrah, go before.— Whiles we 
shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
4116 dour - I Exeunt. 

Scene ill. — Venice. A public Place, 

Enter Bassanio and Shylocx. 

Three thousand ducats,— well. 

Hass. Ay. sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, —well. 


Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall 
he bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me? Will you pleasure 
met Shall I know your answer? 

S/ty. Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

Bass . Your answer to that 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. [contrary ? % 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no; — my meaning in saying 
he is a good man, is to have you understand me, 
that he is sufficient : yet his means are in suppo- 
sition: he bath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another 
to the Indies; I understand moreover upo^ the 
Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for* 

England,- and other ventures he hath, squander’d 

abroad ; but ships are but boards, sailors but men : 
there be land-rats, and water-rats, water- thieves, 
and land-thieves; I mean, pirates; and then, there 
is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks: — The 
man is, notwithstanding, sufficient three thousand 
ducats ; — 1 think, 1 may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be assured, 1 may ; and, that I may 
be assured, I will bethink me : may I speak with 
Antonio? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habita- 
tion which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the 
devil into; I will buy with you, sell with you, talk 
with you, walk with you, and so following; but I 
will noteat with you, drink with you, nor pray with 
you. What news on the Rialto? — W iio is he 
comes here? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. Tins is signior Antonio. 

Shy. {Aside.) How like a fawning publican he 
I hate him, for he is a Christian: {looks! 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
1 he rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

I He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 

Go me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift. 

Which he calls interest : cursed be my tribe. 

If! forgive him! 

Bass. Shylock, do yon hear? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store ; 

And, by the near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of full three thousand ducats: What of that? 

tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

Will furnish me ; But jsoit; how many months 
Do you desire?— Rest you fair, good signior; 
v . . , , . ( To Antonio) 

i our worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow. 

By taking, nor by giving of excess, 

Y to supply the ripe wai Is of my friend, 

1 11 break a custom : — Is lie yet possess’d, 

How much you would ? 

S/W; t „ , Ay, ay, three thousand ducats; 

Ant. And for three mouths. 

} had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 

\Y ell then, your bond ; and, let me see, Buf 

hear you : 

Methought, you said, yon neither lend, nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Am?. I do never use it. I 

%• When Jacob graz’d his uncle Laban’s sheep 
I his Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
[As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,) 

'I he third possessor; ay, he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest? 

^Shy. No, not take interest: not, as you sr V 
Directly interest; mark what Jacob did 
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When Laban and hire self were compromis’d, 

That ail the eanling’S which were streak’d, and pied, 
Should fall as Jacob's hire ; the ewes, being rank, 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams : 

And when the, work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands. 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

"He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes; 

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour’d iambs, and those were Jacob’s 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest; 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not, [for; 

Ant. 'This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 

But sway'd, and fashion’d, by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good? 

Or is your gold and silver, ewes ana rains? 

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fust : — 
But note me, signior. 

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul, producing holy witness, 

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart; 

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath! [sum. 

Shy. Tlnee thousand ducats, — ’tis a good round 
Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 

Ant. Well, Siiylock, shall we be beholden to you ? 

. Sky. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 

In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances : 

Still have 1 borne it with a patient shrug; 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 

Vouch i! me— misbeliever, cut throat dog. 

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears, you need my help ; 

Go to, then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shytock, we would have monies ; You say so ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard. 

And foot tne, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit. 

What should 1 say to you ? Should I not say, 
Hath a doy money? is it possible, 

A cur can lend three thousand ducats? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 

With bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 
Say. this, 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last; 
Yoii spurn'd me such a day ; another time 
You call'd me — dog; and for these courtesies 
I'll, lend you thus much monies. 

Ant. I am as like to call tnee so again, 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends; (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend?) 

But lend it rather to thine enemy; 

Who, if he break, thou may'st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm ! 

1 would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the shames that yon have stain'd me with. 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Cf.u lance for my monies, and you’ll not hear me : 
This is kind I offer. 

Ant. This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show: — 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your .single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 

3 r you repay me not on such a day, 

In inch a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body jdeaseth me. 

Ant. Content, in faith; I’ll seal to such a bond. 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a boud for me, 


I’ll rather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant . Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeit it; 
Within these two months, that’s a month befor 
This bond expires, 1 do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Sky. O father Abraham, what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others I Fray you, tell me this; 

If he should break bis day, .what should I gain 
By the exaction of the; forfeiture? 

A pound of man’s flesh, taxen from a man, 

Is not so eslimable, profitable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats, I say. 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendship ; 

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu : 

And, fur my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

Ant. Yes, Shylock, 1 will seal unto this bond. 
Sky. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s ; 
Give him direction for this merry bondj 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight ; 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will he with you. [Exit 

Ant. . Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian; he grows kind. 
Bass. I like not f ur terms, and a villain’s mind. 
Ant. Come on; in this there can be no dismay, 
My ships come home a month before the day. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — BelmonL A Room in Portia's House. 
Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince op Mo- 
rocco, and sis train; Portia, Nerjssa, and 
other of her Attendants . 

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion. 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun. 

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward bom. 
Where Phoebus’ fire sea ce thaws the icicles. 

And let us make incision for yuur love. 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear’d the valiant; by my love, I swear. 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 

Have lov’d it too : I would not change this hoe, 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Por . In terms of choice 1 am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes; 

Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 

But, if my father had not scanted me. 

And hedg’d me by his wit, to yield myseU 
His wile, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair. 

As any comer I have look’d on yet, 

For my affection. 

Mar. Even for that I thank you; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets,. 

To try my fortune. By this scimitar,— 

That slew tilt* Sophy, and a Persian prince. 

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would out stare the sternest eyes that look. 
Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 

Pluck the young sucking cubs from tine she-beai* 
Yea, mock the lion w hen he roars* for prey. 

To win thee, lady : but, alas the while ! 

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice 
Which is the better map# the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand . 

So is Alcides heatep by ltxs page ; 

And so may 1, bjiud fortune leading me, . 

Miss that, which one unworthier may attain, 

And die with grieving. 

Par. You must take your chanc* 

And either not attempt to choose at all, 

Or swear, before yon choose, — if you choose wrong. 
Never to sj*ak io lady afterward . 

In way of marriage: therefore be advis’d, 

Mor. Nor wil not ; come, bring me unto my chan* 
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Por. First, forward to the temple; after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made* 

Mor. Good fortune then 1 (Comets.) 

o make me bless’d, or cursed’st among men, 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IT .—Venice. A Street. 

Enter Launcelot Gobbo. 

Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve me to 
nin from this Jew, my master : the fiend is at mifle 
elbow; and tempts me, saying tome, Gobbo, Laun- 
celot Gobbo , good Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or 
good Launcelot Gobbo , use your legs , take the 
start, run away : My conscience snvs,— * no, take 
heed, honest Launcelot ; take heed, honest Gobbo ; 
or as aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not 
run; scorn running \ with thy heels . Well, the most 
courageous fiend bias me pack; vial says the fiend ; 
away l says the fiend, for the heavens ; rouse up a 
brave mind , says the fiend, and run . Weil, my 
conscience, hanging about the neck of rnv heart, says 
very wisely to me, — my honest friend Launcelot , 
being an honest mans son, or rather an honest 
woman’s son; — for, indeed, rny father did something 
smack, something grow to, he had a kind of taste : 
well, my conscience says, Launcelot , budge not; 
budge, says the fiend ; budge not , says my con- 
science: Conscience, say I, you counsel well; fiend, 
say I, you counsel well; to be ruled by my con- 
science, I -should stay with the Jew, my master, who 
( God bless the mark !) is a kind of devil; and, to 
run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the 
fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil him- 
self; Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarna- 
tion; and, in my conscience, my conscience is but 
a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel me to 
stay with the Jew : The fiend gives the more friendly 
counsel : I will run, fiend; ray heels are at your 
commandment, I will run. 

Enter Old Gobbo, with a basket. 

Gob. Master, young man, you, I pray you; which 
is the way to master Jew’s ? 

Laun. (Aside.) 0 heavens, this is my true be- 
gotten fattier l who, being more than sand-blind, 
high-gravel blind, knows me not: — T will try con- 
clusions with him. 

Gob. Master, young gentleman, I pray you, which 
is the way to master Jew’s? 

Latin. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left; 
marry at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but 
turn down indirectly to the Jew’s house. 

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a hard way to 
hit. Can yon tell me, whether one Launcelot, that 
dwells with him, dwell with him, or no ? 

Laun. Talk you of young master Launcelot?— 
Mark me now; (aside.) now will I raise the waters: 
— Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor nrjan’s spn; his 
father, though 1 say it, is au honest exceeding poor 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Weil, let his father be what he will, we 
talk oi young master Launcelot, 

Gob. Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

Jtaun. But I pray yon ergo, old man, ergo, I he- 
seechyou; Talk you of young master Launcelot? 

(too. Ui Launcelot, a n’t please your mastership. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot ; talk not of mas- 
ter Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman (ac- 
destinies, an I such odd sayings, 
and such branches of learning,) is, 
or, as you would say, in plain 
heaven. 

God forbid ! the boy was the very 

a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
iron know me, father? 
know you not, young gen- 


tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy fGod 
rest his son! !) alive or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father? 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know yon not 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a'wise father that 
knows his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you 
news of your son : give me your blessing : truth will 
come to light; murder cannot be hid long, a man’s, 
son may ; but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up ; I am sure you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let’s have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing: 1 am Launcelot, vour 
boy that was, your son that is, your child that shall be. 

Gob. I cannot think you are my son. 

Laun. 1 know not what I si nil think of that; but 
I am Lauhcelot, the Jew’s man; and, I am sure, 
Margery, your wife, is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : PH be sworn, 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and 
blood. Lord worshi op’d might he be !. what a beard 
hast thou got ! thou hast got more hair on thy chin, 
than Dobbin mythillhorse has on his tail. 

Latin . It should seem, then, that Dobbin’s tail 
grows backward; I am sure he had more hair on 
his tail, than I have on my lace, when I last saw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art -thou changed ! How dost 
thou and thy master agree ? I have brought him a 
present ; how ’gree you now ? 

Laun. Well, well; but for mine own part, as 1 
have set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest 
til] I have run some ground : rny master’s a very Jew ; 
Give him a present! give him a halter: 1 am famish’d 
in his service ; you may tell every fmger 1 have with 
my ribs. Father, I am glad von are come;' give me 
your present to one master Bassanio, who, indeed, 
gives rare new liveries; if I sene not, him, I will ran 
as far as God has any ground. — 0 rare fortune! 
here comes the man ; — to him, father : for I am a 
Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer. 

Enter Bassanio, with Leonardo, and other 
Eollotcers. 

Bass. You may do so;— but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be read? at the farthest by five of the 
clock : see these letters deliver’d ; put the liveries 
to making; and desire Gratiano to come anon to my 
lodging. [Exit a Servant. 

Laun . To hi in, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship ! 

Bass. Gramercy : VVould’st thou aught with me ? 

Gob. Here’s my son, sir, a poor hoy,— 

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s 
man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify, — 

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would 
say, to serve. — 

Laun. Indeed, -the short and the long is, I serve 
the Jew, and I have a desire, as my father shall 
specify, — 

Gob. His nmsier and he (saving your worship’s 
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the 
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my 
father, being I hope an old man, shall frutify unto 
you, — 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would 
bestow upon your worship ; and my suit is,— 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worship shall know by this honest 
old man; and, though i say it, though old man, yet, 
poor man, rny father. 

Bass. One speak for both What would you ? 

' Latin. ' Serve you, : sir. • 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

^ Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain’d thy suit 
Shy lock, thy master, spoke with me this day. 

And hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment, 

To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 
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j Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between 
my master Shy lock and you, sir; you have the grace 
of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak’st it well: Go, father, with 
thy sen : 

Take leave of thy old ma-ster, and inquire 
M v lodging out Give him a livery 

(To Ids Followers.) 

More guarded than his fellows: see it done. 
Laun. Father, in:— I cannot get a service, no; 
I have ne’er a tongue in my head ! — Well ; (looh- 
ng on his palm.) if any man in Italy have a fairer 
table, which doth offer to swear upon a hook !— I 
shall have good fortune ; go to, here’s simple line 
of life! here’s a small trifle of wives : alas, fifteen 
wives is nothing ; eleven widows, and nine maids, is 
a simple coming-in for one man; and then, to 
’scape drowning thrice ; and to be in peril of my life 
with the edge of a feather-bed ; — here are simple 
’scapes ! Well, if fortune be a woman, she’s a good 
wench for this gear.— Father^ come ; I’ll take my 
leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

f Exeunt Launcelot and old Gohho. 
Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this ; 
These things being bought, and orderly bestow’d, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best esteem’d acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Where is your master? 

Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks. 

[ Exit Leonardo. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, 

Bass. Gratiano! 

Gra. I have a suit to you. 

Bass. Y on have obtain'd it. 

Gra. Yon must not deny me ; I must go with 
you to Belmont. [Gratiano; 

Bass. Why, then you must ; — But hear thee. 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice; — 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal ; — pray thee, take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit j lest, through thy wild behaviour, 
I be misconstrued m the place I go to. 

And lose my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do riot put on a sober liabit. 

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen ; 

Use all the observance of civility, 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
To please his grandarn, never trust me more. 

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not gage 
By what we do to-night. [riie 

Bass. No, that were pity; 

I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 
, That purpose merriment; but fare you well, 

1 have some business. 

Gra. Ariel l must to Lorenzo, and the rest; 

But we will visit you at supper- time. [Exeunt- 

Scene III. — The same. A Hoorn in Sky loch's 
House. 

Enter Jessica end Ladncelot. 

Je$. I am sorry, thou wilt leave my father so ; 

Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil. 

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness: 

But fare thee well; there is a ducat for thee. 

And, Launcelot, soon at suppershalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s 
Give him this 


And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

Laun. Adieu ; — tears exhibit my tongue. — Moat 
beautiful pagan, — most sweet Jew ! If a Christian 
do not play the knave, and get thee, I am much de- 
ceived: but, adieu [ these foolish drops do somewhat 
drown my manly spirit ; adieu! [Exit 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. 

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me, 

To be asham’d to be my father’s child ! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : 0 Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit. 

Scene IV , — The same. A Street 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo; Salarino, and 
Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will slink away at supper- time ; 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra, We have not made good preparation. 
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch- 
bearers. 

Salan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order’d; 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Lor. ’Tis now but four o’clock ; we have two hours 
To furnish ns 

Enter Launcelot, with a letter. 

Friend Launcelot, what's the news 
Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, 
shall seem to signify. 

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, ’tis a fair hand 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 

Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra . Love-news, in faith. 

Laun. By your leave, sir. 

Lor. W hither goest thou ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor . Hold here, take this :— tell gentle Jessica, 
I will not fail her ! — speak it privately ; go. — 

Ge ntle men, [Exit Launcelot 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 

I am provided of a torch- bearer.- 
Salar. Ay, marry, I’ll be gone about it straight*. 
Salan. And so will I. 

Lor. ^ Meet me and Gratiano, 

At Gratiano’s lodging, some hour hence. 

Salar . ’Tis good wo do so. 

[ Exeunt Salar . and Sedan . 
Gra. W as noct<3\ tetter from fair J essica>? 

Lor . I must needs tell tliee all ; she hath* dL 
rected, 

How I shall take her from her father’s house ; 

What gold, and jewels, she is furnish’d with; 

What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake : 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse,— 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with me; peruse this, as thou goest: 

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt 

Scene V . — The same . Before Shylock's House * 
Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be th> 
judge. 

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio: 

W hat, J essica ! — thou shaft not gormandize. 

As thou hast done with me ; — What Jessica 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out: 

Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Laun. I Why, Jessica! 

S/lu. Who bids thee call r I do not hid fh 
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Enter Jessica. 

JSe*. Call yon ? What is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica : 

There are my keys: — But wherefore should I go? 

I am not bid for love ; they flatter tne : 

But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl. 

Look to my house : — I am right loin to go ; 

There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest, 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you. sir, go ; my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — I 
will not say, yoti shall see a masque ; but if you do, 
then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a 
bleeding on Blnck-Monday last, at six o’clock i the 
morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday 
was four year in the afternoon. f Jessica : 

Shy: What ! are there masques ? Hear you me, 
Lock up my doors: and when you hear the drum, 
And tine vile squeaking of the wry- neck’d file, 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Nor thrust your head into the public street, 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces; 

But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements : 

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob’s stall* 1 swear, 

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night; 

But l will g.o.— Go you before me, sirrah ; 

Say, I will come. 

Laun . I will go before, sir.— 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by, 

Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. [Exit Laun. „ 

Shy. .What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring, ha? 
Jes. His words were, Farewell, mistress: no- 
thing else. ^ . [feeder, 

^ Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one, that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse. — Well, Jessica, go in; 

Perhaps, I will retain immediately ; 

Do as I bid yon, 

Shut doors after you : fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit. 

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost, 
l have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 

Scene VI . — The Same. 

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masqued. 
Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lo- 
Desir’d us to make stand. * [renzo 

Salar . _ His hour is almost past, 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-d wells his hour. 

For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
o seal love’s bonds new made, than they are wont, ] 
o^keep obliged faith untbrfeited ] 

Gra. That ever holds; who riseth from a feast. 
With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 

Where is the horse, that doth* untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated tire 
That he did pace them first? All things that are. 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How like a younger, or a prodigal. 

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 

H'Jgg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 

How like the prodigal doth she return ; 

With over- weather’d ribs, and ragged sails, 

Lena, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind I 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Salmr. Here comes Lorenzo; — more of this here- 
after. * [abode; 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
Not I, but my< allairs, have made you wait. 


When yon shall please to play the thieves for wives 
I’ll watch as long for you then. — Approach ; 

Here dwells my father Jew : — Ho ! who’s within ? 

Enter Jessica above, in hoys clothes. 

Jes. Who are you? Tell me, for more certainty, 
Albeit I’ll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor . Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ; 

For who love I so much ? And now who knows. 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that 
thou art. . . 1 pains. 

Jes. Here, catch this casket; it is worth tbs 
I am glad ’tis night, you .do not look on me. 

For I am much asham’d of my exchange; 

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty folies that themselves commit; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor . Descend, for yon must be my torch-bearer 
Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my shames ? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too, too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of discovery, love ; 

Ami I should be obscur'd. 

Lor. ' So are you, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the runaway, 

And we are staid for at Bassanio’s feast. 

Jes. I Will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight 
[Exit, from above* 
Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily, 

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true; 

And true she is, as she hath nrov’d herself; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true. 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, below. 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen, away ; 

Our masquing mates by this time for ns stay. 

[Exit with Jessica and Salarino. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Who’s there ? 

Gra. iSignior Antonio? 

f Ant. Fy, fv, Gratiano] where are all the rest? 
’Tis nine o’clock; our friends all stay for you : — 
No masque to-night ; the wind is come about, 
Bassanio presently will go aboard : 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 

•. Gra. I am glad on’t ; I desire no more delight, 
Thau to be under sail and gone to-night, [ Exeunt. 

Scene V 1 1. — Belmont. A Room in Portia's Home* 
Flourish of Cornets * Enter Portia, with the 
Prince of Morocco, ami Loth their trains . 
Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince :— 

N o w mak e your choice. j bears 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription 
Who choose th me, shall yam what mam men 
desire. 

The second, silver, which this promise carries 
\Vho choose th me, shall get as much as he deserves 
Tins thi.-d, dull lead, with warning all us blunt;— 
W ho choose th me, must give and hazard all hw 
■ hath . 

How shall I know if I do choose the right? 

Por. The one of them contains my picture; induce 1 
If you choose that, then 1 am yours withal. 

Mor. Some god direct my. judgment] Let uie see 
I will survey the inscripthms'back'' ; agaih; ' i 
What says this leaden casket? 

Who chooseth me, must give ami hazard all hi 
hath. 

Must give— For what? for lead? hazard for lead? 
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This casket threatens: men, that hazard all. 

Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross; 

I’ll then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 

YVimi says the silver, with her virgin hue ? 

Who chooseth me , shall get as muck as he deserves. 
As much as he deserves ?— * Pause there, Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou be’xt rated by thy estimation. 

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
May not extend far as to the lady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving, 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve ! — Why, that’s the lady; 
j do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes. 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ? — 

Iw'x see once more tins saying grav’d in gold : 

■ Who chooseth me, shall gam what many men 
desire . . ' # 

Why, that's the lady : all the world desires her: 
From the four corners of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint 
The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now. 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The" wat’ry kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits ; hut they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of tiie.se three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is’t like, that lead contains her? Twere damnation 
To think, so base a thought ; it were too gross 
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she’s immur’d, 

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold? 

O sinful thought 1 Never so rich a getu 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 
A coin, .hat bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold; but that’s inscuip’d upon ; 

But lie re an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. — Deliver me the key; 

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

Por. There, take it, prince ; and if rny form lie 
there, 

Then I am yours, {He unlocks the golden casket.) 

Mar. O hell I what have we here V i 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll V I’ll read the writing. 

All that glisters is not gold. 

Often have you heard that told: 

Many a man his life hath sold, 

But mu outside to behold : 

Gilded tombs do worms infold. 

Had you been as wise as bold , 

Young in limbs , in judgment old. 

Your answer had not been inscroltd : 

Fare you well; your suit is cold . 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 

Then, farewell, heat ; and, welcome, frost — 
Portia, adieu I I have too griev’d a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part . [Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance;- — -Draw the curtains, 
go ; 

Let all of his complexion choose me so, \Exeunt. 
Scene VIII. — Venice. A Street . 

# Enter Salarino and SalaNW. 

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail; 
W.th him is Gratiauo gone along ; 
nd in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not 
Saldn. The villain Jew with outcries rais’d the 
.. duke; 

Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail: 
But there the duke was given to understand, 

That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 

Besides, Antonio certify’d the duke. 


They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 

Solan. X never heard a passion so confut’d. 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable. 

As the dog Jew did utter ip the streets; 

My daughter 0 my ducats!— 0 my daughter * 
Fled with a Christian ! — 0 my Christian duvatsl~* 
Justice ! the law ! my ducats , and my daughter ! 

A sealed bag , two sealed bags of ducats. 

Of double ducats , stol'nfrom me by my daughter! 
And jewels ; two stones, two rich and precious 
stones, 

Stal'n by my daughter ! — Justice ! find the girl , 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats ! 

Salar. Why, all the b/^s in Venice follow him. 
Cry ing, — his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day. 

Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar . # Marry, well remember’d : 

I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday; 

Who told me,*— in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught: 

I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 

And wish’d in silence, that it were not his. 

Salan.Yoa were best to tell Antonio what you hear* 
Vet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth, 
f saw Bassanio and Antonio part: 

Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return ; he answer’d— Do not so, 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio , 

But stay the very ripitig of the time ; 

And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me. 

Let it not enter in your mind of love : 

Be merry , and employ your chief est thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there : 

And even there, his eye being big with tears. 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible, 

He wrung Bassanio’s hand, and so they parted. 

Salan. I think, he only loves the world for him. 
I pray thee, let us go, and find him out. 

And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other. 

Salar. Do we so. [Exeunt. 

Scene IX. — Belmont. A Hoorn in Portia’s House. 
Enter Nerissa, with a Servant . 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw th«* curtain 
straight; 

The prince of Arragon hath ta’en his oath. 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of cornets . Enter the Prince of Area- 
gon, Portia, and their trains . 

Por. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince. 
If you choose that wherein I am contain’d, 

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d ; 

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord. 

You must be gone from hence immediately, 

Ar , I am enjoin’d by oath to observe three things 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket ’twas I chose ; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, tiever in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly. 

If! do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To these injunctions every one doth swea** 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And. so have I address’d me. Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope ! — Gold, silver, and base lead. 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all kt 
hath. 

You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 

What says the golden chest ? ha ! let me see 
Who chooseth me, shall gain what many me* 
desire. 

What many wiph desire? — That many may be meant 
Bv the fool multitude, that choose by show, . 1 
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Not learning more than the fo 3 d eye doth teach ; 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet. 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and road of casualty. 

I will not choose what many men desire. 

Because I will not jump with common spirits. 

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure house; 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he de- 
serves ; 

And well said too : for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 

O. that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv’d corruptly! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer! 

How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 

I low many be commanded, that command ? 

How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour? and how much 
honour 

Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times. 

To he new varnish’d ? Well, but to my choice : 
Who chooseth me , shall get as much as he deserves. 
I will assume desert : — Give me the key for this, 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. [there. 
Por, Too long a pause for that, which you find 
Ar, What’s here? the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule? I will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ? 
Who chooseth me, shall have as much as he de- 
serves. 

Did 1 deserve no more than a fool’s head? 

Is that my prize? are my deserts no better? 

Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 
And of opposed natures. 

At What is here? 

The fire seven times tried this ; 

Seven times tried that judgment is, 

That did never choose amiss : 

Some there he, that skadoivs hiss; 

Such have but a shadow's bliss 
There be fools alive , / wis , 

Silver’d o'er ; and so was this. 

Take ivhat wife you ivill to bed, 

I ivill ever be your head : 

So begone, sir, you are sped. 

Still more fool I shall appear 
By the time I Juger here : 

*V\ ith one fool’s head I came to woo. 

But I go away with two. — 

Sweet, adieu ! I’ll keep my oath, 

Patiently to, bear my wrotf: 

[Exeunt Arragon and train . | 
Por . Thus hath the candle sing'd the moth. 

O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose. 

They have the wisdom by their wit to Io«e 
Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 


Enter a Servant . 


Seri}, vv here is my lady ? 

For. Here ; what would my lord? 


I o signify the approaching of his lord :• 

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets; 

To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath. 
Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love : 

A day in April never came so sweet. 

To show how costly summer was at hand. 

As this fore-sparrer comes before his lord. 

Por. No more* I pray thee ; I am half afeard, 
Tooa wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee, 


Thou spend’st such high-day wit In praising him. 
Come, come, Nerissa; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post, that comes so mannerly, 

Ner. Bassamo, lord Love, if thy will- it be ! 

[Exeunt 

ACT III. 

Scene l.— Venice. A Street. 

Enter Salanio and Salakiko. 

Salem . Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Salar. Why, yet it lives there uncheck’d, tha 
Antonio hath a snip of rich lading wreck’d on the 
narrow seas; the Goodwins, I think they call the 
place ; a very dangerous fiat, arid fatal, where the 
carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, 
if my gossip report be an honest woman of her word, 

Salem. I would she were as lying a gossip in that, 
as ever knapp’d ginger, or made her neighbours 
believe she wept for the death of a third husband :■ 
but it is true, —without any slips of prolixity, or 
crossing the plain high-way of talk,— that the good 
Antonio, the honest Antonio,- — *0 that I had a title 
good enough to keep Ids name company ! — 

Salar. Come, the full stop. 

Salem. Ha,— what say'st thou ?— Why, the end 
is, he hath lost a ship. 

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his losses! 

Salan. Let me say amen betimes, Jest the devil 
cross my prayer ; for here he comes in the likeness 
of a Jew. — 

Enter Shylock, 

How now', Shylock? what news among the mer- 
chants? 

Shy. You knew, none $0 well, none so well as 
yon, of my daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That’s certain; I, for my part, knew 3Ue 
tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Salan . And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg’d ; aud then it is the complexion ot 
them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn’d for it. 

Salar. That’s certain, if the devil may he her judge. 

' Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at 
these years? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh arid blood. 
Salar. There is more difference between tliv flesh 
and hers, than between jet and ivory; more between 
your bloods, than there is between red wine and 
rhenish: — But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio 
have had any loss at sea or no? 

Shy. There I have another bad match: a bank- 
rupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on 
the Rialto a beggar, that u ed to come so smug 
upon the mart ; — let him look to his bond * he was 
wont to call me usurer;— let him look to his bond: 
he was wont to lend money for a Christian enurte* r ; 
let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, l am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not 
take his flesh * % What’s that good for? 

Shy. To bait fish withal: if it will feed norifng 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced n»e, 
and hindered me of half a million : laughed at my 
losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, 'heated 
mine enemies; and what’s his reason? Iam a Jen : 
Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a- Jew- hands, orgies, 
dimensions, 'senses, affections, passions’?'' -fed; -with 
the same food, hurt with the : ;.san*e,wea|jon», subject'-.'' 
to the same - diseases, healed- by ' the same means,-.' 
warmed and cooled by the same' winter and summer 
as a Christiau is? if you prick us. do we not bleed 
if you tickle ns, do we.- not laugh ? if you poison us, 
dow-e not die? and if you' -.wrong '-us, shall we not, 
revenge ? if we are like you in the rest, we will re- 
semble you in that If a Jew wrong a Christian, 
what is his humility ? revenge. If a Christian wrong 
a Jew, what should his sufferance be by Christian 
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example ? why, revenge. The villaiuy, you te*ach 
me, I will execute ; and it shall go hard, but I will 
better the instruction. 

Enter a Servant 

Ssrv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his 
house, and desires to speak with you both. 

Salar . We have been up and down to seek him. 

Enter Tubal. 

Satan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn 
Jew. [Exeunt Satan. Salar. and Servant. 

Shy. How now. Tubal, what news from Genoa ? 
hast thou found my daughter? 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond 
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now; I 
never felt it till now: — two thousand ducats in that; 
and other precious, precious jewels. — I would my 
daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in 
her ear ! ’would she were hears'd at my foot, and 
the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ? — Why, 
so: — and I know not what’s spent in the search: 
Why, thou loss upon loss! the thief gone with so 
much, and so much to find the thief; and no satis- 
faction, no revenge: nor no ill luck stirring, but 
what lights o’ my shoulders ; no sighs, but o’ my 
breathing; no tears, but o’ my shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 

Tab. —hath an argosy cast away, coming from 
Tripolis. [it true ? 

Shy. I thank God, 1 thank God: — Is it true? is 
Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that es- 
caped the wreck. 

Shy . I thank thee, good Tubal; — Good news, 
good news : ha ! ha! — Where ? in Genoa. 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, j 
one night, fourscore ducats ! 

Shy . Thou stick’st a dagger in me : 1 shall 

never see my gold again: Fourscore ducats at a 
sitting ! fourscore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in 
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose 
but break. * 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I’ll plague him ; I’ll 
torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her ! Thou torturest me, Tubal : 
it was my turquoise; I had it of Leah, when I was 
a bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilder- 
ness of monkeys. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true : Go, 
Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight 
before: I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit: 
for were he out of Venice, I can make what mer- 
chandize I will: Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at our 
synagogue : go, good Tubal, at our synagogue. 
Tubal [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Belmont. A Room in Portia's House. 
Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, 
and Attendants. The caskets are set out 
JPor. I pray you, tarry ; pause a day or two, 

Before you hazard : for, in choosing wrong, 
lose your company ; therefore, forbear a while : 
There’s something tells me, (but it is not love,) 

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself, 

Hate counsels not in such a quality : 

But lest you should not understand me well, 

(And vet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 

I would detain yon here some month or t wo. 

Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to c boose right, but then I am forsworn ; 


So will I never be : so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrewyour eyes, 
They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me ; 

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,—** 
Mine own, 1 would say; but if mine, then youra. 
And so all yours: 0 ! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 

And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it- so. 

Let fortune go to hell* for it, — not I. 

I speak too long; but ’tis to peize the time ; 

To eke it, and to draw it out in length, . 

To stay you from election. 

Bass. Let me choose : 

For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your lov e. 

Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love. 
There may as well be amity and life 
’Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

Por. Ay, but I fear, you speak upon the rack. 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 

Bass. Promise my life, and I’ll confess the truth* 
Por . Well then, confess, and live. 

Bass. Confess, and love 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 

0 happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance i 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por. Away then : I am lock’d in one of them ; 

If you do love me, you will find me out. — 

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 

Let music sound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 

Fading in music : that the comparison 

May stand more proper, mv eye shall be the stream, 

And wat’ry death-bed for him: He may win; 

And what is music then ? then music is 
Even as the flourish, when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch ; such it is, 

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 

And summon him to marriage. Now he goes. 

With no less presence, but with much more lovo. 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : 1 stand for sacrifice,, 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives. 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 

Live thou, I live: — VVith much much more clismiM* 

1 view the fight, than thou that makest the fray. 

Music , whilst Bassanio comments on the caskets 
to himself. 


SONG. 

1. Tell me, where is fancy bred. 
Or in the heart, or in the head 
How begot, hoio nourished l 


Reply. 

2. It is engender'd in the eyes , 

With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let us ail riny fancy's knell ; 

III begin it, Jjiny, dang , bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell 

Bass. — So may the outward shows be least 
themselves; 

The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being season’d with a gracious voice. 

Obscures the show of evi!^ In religion, 

What damned error,’ but acme sobt r brow 
Will bless it, and approve it witiva text, 

H ding' the grossness with fair ornament? 

There is no wdfefho simple, but assumes 
£>urue mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
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How many cowsrds, whose hearts are "all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars; 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk? 
And these assume but valour’s excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 

And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight; 
Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lightest that wear most of it: 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks, 

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head, 

The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
’Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threat’nest, than dost promise aught, 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence. 

And here choose I: Joy be the consequence ! 

Por. How all the other passions fleet to air, 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d despair. 
And shudd’ring fear, and green- ey*d jealousy. 

0 love, he moderate, allay thy ecstasy, 

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess : 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 

Por fear 1 surfeit ! 

Bass. What find I here ? 

(Opening the leaden casket.) 
Fair Portia's counterfeit? Whatdemi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes? 

Or whether.ridingon the balls of mine. 

Seem they in motion ? Here are sever’d lips, 

Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her hairs 
The pan‘er plays the spider; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes, — 

How could he see to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his. 
And leave itself unfnrnishM: Vet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow. 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. — Here’s the scroll. 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

You that choose not by the view , 

Chance as fair, and chouse as true ! 

Since this fortune Jails to you, 

Be content, and seek no new. 

If you be well pleas'd with this, 

And hold your fortune for your bliss , 

Turn you where your lady is, 

And claim her with a loving kiss. 

A gentle scroll ; — Fair lady, by your leave ; 

( Kissing her.) 

I come by note, to give and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes, 
Hearing applause, and universal shout, 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

As doubtful whether what I see he true. 

Until confirm’d, sign’d, rat.fied by you. 

Pro. ou see me, lord Bassani >, where I stand. 
Such as I am : though, for mvseif alone, 

I wojld not be ambitions in my wish, 

To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times, mvseif ; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich 

That only in stand bighon your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 

Exceed account: biit the full sum of me 


Is slim of something ; which, to term tn ^ 

Is an un lesson’d girl, unschoofd, unpractis’d : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; and happier than this. 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 

Myself, and what is mine, to you and y< nr# 

Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o’er myself; and even now, but now, 
llns house, these servants, and this same myself 
Are yours, my lord; 1 give them with this ring; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away. 

Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be iny vantage to exclaim on yon. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all word*. 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins* 

And there is sucn confusion in my powers, 

As. alter some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 

Where every something, being blent together. 

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 

Express’d, and not express’d : But vvlien tins ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life fiom hence; 

0, then be bold to say, Bassanio’s dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time. 

That have stood by, and seen our wishes mosnei. 
To cry, good joy : Good joy, mv lord and lady: 

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and m> gentle lady, 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 

For 1 am sure, you can wish none from me: 

And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you. 

Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all my heart, so thou cans! get a wife 
Gra. I thank your lordship; you have got me ox* 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; * 

You lov’d, I lov’d; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than yon. 

Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing here, until I sweat again; 

And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oaths of love; at last, — if promise fast,— 

I got a promise of this fair one here. 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev’d her mistress. 

Por. i Is this true, Nerissa ? 

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d w ithal, 
Bass . And do you, Gratia no, meau good faith ? 
Gra. Y es, ’faith, my lord. [marriage. 

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in your 
Gra. We’ll play with them, the first boy lor a 
thousand d mats. 

Ner. What, and stake down? 

Gra. No; we shall ne’er win ut that sport, aud 

■ stake down. . ' , ■* 

But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ? 
What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Saleriou 
Bass. Lorenzo, aud Salem* welcome hither ; 

If that the youth of my new interest here 

Have power to bid you welcome : By your leave, . 

I bid my very friends and countrymen. 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por. So do I, my lord; 

They are entirely welcome. [lord* 

Lor, 1 thank your honour For my part, »| 
My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 

To come with hi in along. 

'■ Sale. 1 did, my lord. 

And I have reason for it. Siguior Antonio 
* Cumin ends him to you. ( Gives Bass *nio a teller*} 


'Scene 4. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


159 


Bast. Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray yon tell me how my good frien'd doth. 

Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 

Nor we*ll, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. [ [come. — 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon’ stranger ; bid her vvel- 
, Your imnd, Salerio ; What’s the news from Venice ? 

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 

I know, he will be glad of our success ; 

\V eare the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Sale . ’Would you had won the fleece that he hath 
lost I (same paper. 

Par. There are some shrewd contents in yon’ 
That steal the colour from Ilnssanio’s cheek : 

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse ? — 
With leave, Bassauio ; I am half yourself, 

And l must freely have the half of any tiling 
That this same paper brings yon. 

Bass. O, sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words, 

•That ever blotted paper l Gentle lady, 

When I did first imparl my love to you, 

I freely told jou, all the wealth l had 
Ran in my veins, 1 was a gentleman; 

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady. 

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart : when l told you 
My estate was nothing, I should then have told you 
That 1 was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 
l have engag'd myself to a dear friend, 

Engag’d tuy friend to his mere enemy. 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady; 

The paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound. 

Issuing lift* -blood. — Bui is it true, Salerio? 

Have a 1 his ventures fail’d? What, not one hit? 
From Tripoli*, from Mexico, and England* 

From Lisltou, Barhary, and India ? 

And not one vessel ‘scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sale. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He would not take it: never did I know 
| A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 

So keen and greedy to Con ournl a man : 

He plies the duke at morning, jyid at night; 

And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the umgnilicoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 

B«it none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, ami his bond. 

Jes.When I was with him, I have heard him swear. 
To Tn! ml, and to Chus, his countrymen, 
hat he would rather have Antonio’s flesh, 
an twenty times tiie value of the sum 
t lie did owe him : and I know, my lord, 
w. authority, and power deny not, 
ill go hard with poor Antonio. 
or. Is it your clear friend, that is thus jn trouble ? 
ass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 
best condition’d and unwearied spirit 
doing courtesies ; and one, in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 

Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Par. What sum owes he the Jew? 

« Bass. For me, three thousand ducats. 

IVr. What, no more? 

'/■Pay. him six thousand, and deface the bond; 

Doubl i six thousand . and then treble that. 

Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio’s fault. 

First, go with me to church, and call me wife; 

And then away to Venice to your friend ; 

. For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 
rt With an inquiet "so til. V on shall have gold 

To pay the i*etty debt twenty times over ; 


When it is paid, bring your tru* friend along: 

My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time. 

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away; 

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day ; 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer ; 
Since you are dear bought, 1 will love you dear. 

But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. (Reads. ) Sweet Bassanio , my ships hav r 
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my estat 
is very low, my bond to the Jeui is forfeit ; an 
since , in paying it, it is impossible I should Him 
all debts are cleared between you mid i, if l might 
but see you at my death : notwithstanding , us 
your pleasure : if your love do not persuade yog 
to come, let not my letter. 

Pur. G love, despatch all business, and be gone 
Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make haste : but, till I come again, 

No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay, 

No rest be interposer ’twixt us twain. [ Exeunt 

Scene III.— Venice. A Street. 

Enter Shylock, Salanio, Antonio, and Gaoler. 
Shy. Gaoler, look to him; tell not me of mercy 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis ;— 

Gaoler, look to him. . 

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. I’ll have my bond ; speak not against my 
bond ; 

I have sworn an oath, that I will have my bond : 

Thou cali’dst me dog, before thou had’st a cause : 

But, since lam a dog, beware my fangs: 

The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 

Ant. I | ray thee, hear me speak. [speak; 

Shy. I’ll have my bond; 1 will not heat thee 
Pll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more 
I’ll not be made a soft and dulbey’u fool, 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not; 

I’ll have no sneaking ; I will have my bond. {JSsif. 

Salan. It is the most impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

I’ll follow him no more with bootless prayer*, 
lie seeks my life ; bis reason well I know ; 

I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures 
Many, that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Salan . I am sure, the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law < 
For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied. 

Will much impeach the justice of the state; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Gonsisteth of ail nations. Therefore, go : 

These griefs and lo&ses have so ’bated me, 

That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. — — 

W ell, gaoler, on : — Pray Gcd, Bassanio^ come 
To see me pay his debt, am- then I care not ! 

' [Exeunt, 

SceneTV. — Belmont. A Room in Portia's Mouse. 
Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, ana 
Balthazar. 

Lor . Madam, although I speak it in your presence 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of godlike amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 

But, if you knew to whom you show this honour 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know, you would be prouder of the work, 

Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. 1 never did repent for doing good. 

Nor shall : for in companions 

That do converse and waste the time tog* j 
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Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love. 

There must be needs a like proportion _ 

Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 

Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of my lord, 

Must needs be like iny lord : if it be so, 

How little is the cost I have bestow’d, 

In purchasing this semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ? 

This conies too near the praising of myself; 
Therefore, no more of it: hear other things.— 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house, 

Until my lord’s return : for mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow. 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return : 

There is a monastery two miles off, # 

And there we will abide. I do desire you, 

Not to deny this imposition ; 

The which my love, and some necessity, 

Now lays upon you. j 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind. 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well, till we shall meet again. [you ! 

Lor, Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on 

Jess. I wish your ladyship all heart’s content. 

Por, I thank you for your wish, and am well pleas’d 
To wish it hack on yon : fare you well, Jessica.- — 

[, Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo. 

Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true, 

So let me find thee still : take this same letter, 

A«d use thou all the endeavour of a man, 
n speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, doctor Bellario ; [thee, 
And, look, what notes and garments lie doth give 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 
Untot'r.e tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice -.—waste no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee. 

Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

[Exit. 

Por. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in hand, 
That you yet know not of ; we’ll see our husbands, 
Before they think of us. 

A er. Shall they see us ? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager. 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 

I’ll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 

And speak, between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice ; and turn tworamcing steps 
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays, 

Like a fine fragging youth: and tell quaint lies. 

How honourable ladies sought my love, 

Which 1 denying, they fell sick and died ; 
l could not do with ail : — then I’ll repent, 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them : 
And twenty of these puny lies I’ll tell. 

That men shall swear, I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth : — I have within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 
Which 1 will practise. 

Ner . Why, shall we turn to men? 

Pdi*. Fy ! what a question’s that. 

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter? 

But corner PH tell thee all my whole device. 

When fe am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park-gate ; and therefore haste away, 

For we must measure twenty mihs to-day. j Exeunt 
Scene V,— TAe same. A Garden. 

Enter Lagncelot and J essiCa. 

Laun. V es, truly look you, the sins of the 


father are to be laid upon the children; therefore, 
I promise you, I fear you. I was always plain with 
you, and so now I speak my agitation of the matter : 
therefore, be of good cheer; for, truly, l think, 
you are damned, There is but one hope m it that 
can do any good; and that is but a kind of bastard 
hope neither. 

Jess. And what hope is that, I pi ay thee ' 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your 
father got you not, that you are not tiie Jew 
| daughter. ' , , , . , , 

Jess. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed 
so the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Laun . Truly then I fear you are damned both by 
father and mother: thus when I shun Scwlln, your 
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother: well, 
you are gone both ways. , , . 

! Jess. I shall be saved by my husband; he hath 
made me a Christian. 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were 
Christians enough before ; e’en as many as could 
well live, one by another: this making of Chris- 
tians will raise the price of hogs : if we grow all to 
be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher 
on the coals for mouey. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jess. I’ll tell my husband, Launceiot, what you 
say ; here he comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Laun- 
celot, if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jess. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo : Laun- 
celotand I are out: he tells me flatly, there is no 
mercy for me in heaven, because 1 am a Jew* 
daughter: and he says, you are no good member 
of the commonwealth ; for, in converting Jews to 
Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the coimnon- 
- wealth than you can the getting up of the negro’s 
belly; the Moor is with child by you, Launoelot. 

Laun. It is much, that the IVloor should he more 
than reason : but if she be less than an lamest wo- 
man, she is, indeed, more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word* 
I think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into 
silence ; and discourse grow commendable in none 
only but parrots. — Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare 
for dinner. 

Laun. That is done, sir ; they have all stomach*. 

Lor. Goodly lord, what wit-snapper are you I 
then bid them prepare dinner. [word 

Laun. That is done too, sir ; only, cover is the 

Lor. Will you cover them, sir ? ** 

Laun. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor . Yet more quarrelling with occasion! Wilt 
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant? 
I pray thee, understand a plain man in his plain 
meaning: go to thy fellows; bid them cover the 
table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to 
dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in : 
for the meat, sir, it shall be covered; for your 
coming to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and 
conceits shall govern. [Exit. 

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited . 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words : and I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer’st thou, Jessica? 

Arid now, good sweet, say thy opinion, 

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio’s wife? 

Jes. Past all expressing : it is very meet. 

The lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 

For, having such a blessing in his lady. 

He finds the joys of heayenehere on earth ; 

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match 
And on the wa^er lay two earthly women 
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And Portia one there must be something: else 
Pawn’d \yith the other; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

H ast thou of me, as she is for a wife, 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor . I will anon *, first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you, while I have a stomach. 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk : 
Then, howsoe’er thou speak’st, ’mong other things j 
1 shall digest it. 

Jes. Well, I'll set you forth. [JKrwwjf. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I, — Venice. A Court of Justice . 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificats; Antonio, Bas- 
sanio, Gratiano, Salarino, Sal an io, and 
others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here? 

Ant. Ready, so please your grace. [answer 
Duke . I am sorry for thee; thou art come to 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant. I have heard, 

Your grace hath ta’eo great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate. 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm’d 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit, 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 
Salem. He’s ready it the door: lie comes, my lord. 

Enter Si-iylock. j 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our 
face. — 

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act; and then,’tis thought, 
Thou’lt show thy mercy, and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 

And where thou now exact’st the penalty, 

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh,) 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 

But, touch’d with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses. 

That have of late so huddled on his back; 

Enough to press a royal merchant down. 

And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint, 

From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. [pose; 

Shy. I have possess’d your grace of what 1 pur- 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn, 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom. 

You’ll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that : 

But, say, it is my humour : is it answer’d ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

AndTl be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned ? What, are you answer’d yet? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i’ the nose, 
Cannat contain tjieir urine ; for affection, 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 
Of what it likes, or loathes. Now, for your answer : 
As there is no firm reason to be render’d, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig; 

Why he. a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a swollen bagpipe ; but of force 
Most yield to such inevitable shame. 


As to offend, himself being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lodged hate, and a certain loathii^g, 

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d ? 

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man. 

To excuse the current of thy cruelty. [answer. 
Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my 
Bass. Do all men kill the things, they do not love ? 
Sky. Hates any man the thing, he would not kill ? 
Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Sky. What, would’st thou have a serpent sting 
thee twice ? 

Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jew: 
You may as well go stand upon the beach. 

And hid the main flood bate his usual height ; 

You may as well use question with the wolf. 

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise. 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 

As seek to soften that (than which what's harder?) 
His Jewish heart: — Therefore, I do beseech you. 
Make no more offers, use no farther means. 

But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will, 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 
Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. t 
Duke. Howshalt thou hope for mercy, rend’rmg 
none? . [wrong? 

Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
You have among you many a purchas’d slave, 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mule*. 
You use in abject and in slavish parts. 

Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you . 

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why sweat they under burdens? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season’d with such viands? You will answer. 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you: 

The pound of flesh, which 1 demand of him. 

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it: 

If you deny me, fy upon your law ! 

There is no force m the decrees of Venice : 

I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it? 

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court. 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor. 

Whom I have sent lor to determine this. 

Come here to day. 

Salar. My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor. 

New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters; Cal V the messenger. 
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man? cou- 
rage yet! 

The Jew shall have rny flesh, blood, hones, and all. 
Ere thou shall lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, # 

Meetest for death; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me: 

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live still, end write mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk 
Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both, my lord ; Bellario greets your 
grace. {Presents a letter.) 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly? 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
there. {Jew, 

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy souk harsif 
Thou makest thy knife keen: but no metal can. 

No, not the hangman’s axe, bea • half the keenness* 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 

| Gra. QyiW thou damn’d, inexorable dog ! 

And lor thy life let justice be accus’d. 

1 11 
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Tbou almost w.ak'st me wave* m my faith, J 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, -J 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit , 

Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’dfor human slaughter, 1 
Even .from the gal lows did his fell soul fleet, r 

And, whilst thou lay’st in thy nnhallow d darn, 

Infus’d itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou can’st rail the seal from off my bond, 
Thou but oifend’st thy lungs to speak so loud : 

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will tall 
To cureless ruin.— I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bel lario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court :— 

where is he t . , ■ , . . 

tf er . He attendeth here hard by, # 

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him. 
Duke. With all my heart:— some three or tour 
of you, . ' 

Go give him courteous conduct to this place. 
Meantime, the court shall hear Bellano s letter. 

(Clerk reads.) Your grace shall understand. I hat, 
at the receipt of your letter. 1 am very sick ; but 
in the instant that your messenger came, in loving 
visitation was with me a young doctor oj Home, 
his name is Balthasar: I acquainted him with 
the cause in controversy between the Jew and 
Antonio the merchant ; we turned o'er many books 
together ; he is furnish'd with my opinion ; which, 
better'd with his oion learning, {the greatness 
whereof l cannot enough commend ,) comes with 
, him, at my importunity , to fill up your grace s 
request in my stead. I beseech you. let his lack; 
of years be no impediment to let him lack a 
reverend estimation ; for I never knew so young 
a bo at with so old a head. I leave him to your 
gracious acceptance , whose trial shall better 
publish his commendation. . , 

Ditke . Vou hear the learn’d Bellano, what he 
writes : 

And here, 1 take it, is the doctor come.— 

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 
Give me your hand : came you from old Bellano ? 
Par. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You are welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court / 

Par. lam informed thoroughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew / 
Duke. Antonio and old Shyiock, both stand forth. 
Par . Is your name Shyiock? , 

S/ t y t , Shyiock is my name. 

Par, Of a strange nature is the suit you follow; 
Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.— 

You stand within his danger, do you not i {To Ant.) 
Ant . Ay, so he says. 

p or , Do you confess the bond / 

Ant. I do. 

' Par. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must I? tell me that. 
Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 

It droppeth, as the gentle ram from heaven 

Upon the place beneath ; it is twice bless d : 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes; 

’Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown: 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 

The attribute to awe and majesty. 

Wherein di/th sit the dread aud fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above this sceptred sway, 

UIs enthroned in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

An3 earthly power doth then show likest God’s , 
W ben mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
TbtMigh jttsUce be thy plea, consider this,— 

That, in the of justice, none of us 

d see safhafchwi; y?e do pray for mercy ; 


And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much. 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea; . .. _ „ 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence ’gainst the mei chant them. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head! 1 crave the law. 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por . Is he not able to discharge the money . 

Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court 
Yea, twice the sum: if .that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart: 

If this will not suffice, it must appear. 

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech yon. 
Wrest once the law to your authority; 

To do a great right, do a little wrong; 

And curb this cruel devil of his will. . . 

Por. It must not be ; there is no power m Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 

’Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 

And many an error, by the same example. 

Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment:— yea, a Da- 

0 wise young judge, how do I honour thee 1 
Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. # 
Shy. Here ’tis, most reverend doctor, here it js. 
Por. Shyiock, there’s thrice thy money offer d 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven 
Shall* I lay perjury upon my soul? 

No, not for Venice. . . , , , r „ r 

p 0 r. Why, this bond is forfeit, 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of liesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart :— Be merciful ; 

Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bund. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenoiir.— 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound: I charge you by the law, 

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment: by my soul .1 swear. 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

p or . Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife : 


J OII iiihsi ure jcuc yw'n wwv.m , 

Shy. 0 noble judge ! O excellent yonug man \ 
Por. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. , 

Shy. ’Tis very true : O wise and upright judge I 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks i 
Por. Therefore lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Ay, his breast* 

I So says the bond Doth it not, noble judge ?— 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Por. It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 

The flesh? , r . 

Shy. I have them ready. [charge, 

Por . Have by some surgeon, Shyiock, on your 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond ? , 

Por. It is not so express’d ; but what of that? 
’Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy . I cannot find it; ’tis not in the bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say r 
Ant . But little ; I am arm’d, and well prepar’d.— 
Give me your hand, Bassaniu; fare you well. 

Grieve not, that I am fallen to this for yon ; 

For herein fortwne::shew^.M|sie'lf more'' kina ■ 

Thau is her custom : it is still her use. 

To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow. 

An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery* doth she cut me off. 

Commend me to* your honourable wife: 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end. 
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Say, how I lov’d you ; speak me fair in death ? * 

And, when the taie is told, bid her be judge. 

Whether Bas&anio had not once a love. 

Repent not you, that you shall lose your friend. 

And he repents not that he pays your debt; 

For, if the Jew do cut hut deep enough. 

I’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife. 

Which is as dear to me as life itsell ; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life : 
l would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. [that, 

Por . Your wife would give you little thanks lor 1 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, l protest, l love ; 

I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

Ner. ’Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 

The wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Shy* These be tue Christian husbands : 1 have a 
daughter; 

Would any of the stock of Barabbas 

Had been her husband, rather than a Christian ! 

(Aside.) 

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Por . A pound of tnat same merchant’s flesh is 
thine; 

The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shy. Most rightful judge I [breast; 

Por, And you must cut this flesh from off his 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. iVJost learned judge!— A sentence; come, 
prepare. 

Por . Tarry a little ; — there is something else.— 
This bond doth give thee here no, jot of blood; 

The words expressly are, a pound of flesh : 

Take then thy bond, take thou 'thy pound of flesh ; 
But in tue cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. [judge! 

Gra. O upright judge I Mark, Jew; — O learned 
Sky. Is that the law ? 

Por. Thyself shaft see the act: 

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd. 

Thou shall have justice, more than thou desir’st. 
Gra. O learned judge I — Mark, Jew; — a learned 
judge! 

Shy. I take this offer then ; — pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. Here is the money. 

Por. .Soft ; 

The Jew shall have all justice;— soft!— no haste; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew! an upright judge, a learned judge! 
Por . Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh: if thou takstmore. 

Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance. 

Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple ; nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair,— 

Thou dies t, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! 

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por* Why doth the Jew pause? take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Por. He hath refus’d it in the open court ; 

He snail have merely justice, and his bond 
Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel ! — 

I thunk thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Sky* Shall 1 not have barely my principal ? 

Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it! 

I ’ll stay no longer question. 

P cr. Tarry, Jew ; 


The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 

If it be prov’d against an alien, 

That by direct, or indirect, attempts, 

He seek the life of any citizen, 

The party, ’gainst the which he doth contrive^ 
Shall seize on half his ^oods: the other half 
Comes to the privy coder of the state ; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of tiie duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand’st 
For it appears by manifest proceeding. 

That, indirectly, and directly too 
Thou hast contriv’d against the very life 
Of the defendant; and thou hast incurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg, that thou may’st have leave to has* 
thyself: 

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state. 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord; 

’Therefore, thou must be bang’d at the state’s charge. 

Duke. Tnat thou shall see tne difference of oar 
I pardon thee thy life be lore thou ask it : [spirit. 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s: 

The other half comes to the general state. 

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that* 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life. 
When you do take the means whereby 1 live. 

Por. VV hat mercy can you render him, A ntonio ? 
Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else, lor God’s sake 
Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods; 

I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use,— to render it. 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
Tnat lately stole his daughter : 

Two things provided more, — That, for this favour. 
He presently become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd. 

Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do this; or else I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. fsayT 
Por. Art thou contented, Jew ? what dost thou 
Shy. I am content. 

Pur. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence: 

I am not welt; send the deed after me, 

And i will sign it. 

Duke . Get thee gone, but do it 

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two god- 
fathers ; 

Had I been judge, thou shout d’st have had ten more* 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 

[Exit Shylock* 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner 
Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon 
I must away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meet I presently set forth. [not— 

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves yo 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[Exeunt Duke , Maynijicoes and train 
Bass. Most worthy gentlemen, l and my friend. 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in leu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant And stand indebted, over and above. 

In love and service fovou evermore. 

Por. He is well paid, that is wed satisfied; • 
And I, delivering you, arn satisfied, 

And therein do account myself well paid ; 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

| I pray- you, know me, when we meet again $ 

J wish you well, and so I take my leave. 
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Bass. Dear sn, of iorce I must attempt you 
further ; 

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 

Nqt to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, ITi wear them ior your sake ; 
And, for your love. I’ll take this ring from you :— 
Do not draw back your hand; I’ll take no more ; 
And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle; 
l will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only this ; 

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. [value.’ 

Bass. There’s more depends on this than on the 
The dearest ring in Venice will 1 give yon, 

And find it out by proclamation ; 

Only for this, I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers ; 

You taught me first to beg; and now, methinks. 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d.. 

Bass. Good sir, ihis ring was given me by my wife; 
And, when she put it on, she made me vow,. 

That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 

Por. That ’scuse serves many men to save their 
gifts. 

An if your wife be not a mad woman, . 

And know how well I have deserv’d this ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, . 

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you!. 

[ Exeunt Portia and Nerissa. 
Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring; 
Let his deservings, and my love withal. 

Be valued ’gainst your wife’s commandment. 

Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 

Give him the ring;, and bring him, if thou can’st. 
Unto Antonio’s house ; — away, make haste. 

[Exit Gratiano. 

Come, yon and I will thither presently; 

And in the morning early wili we both 

Fly toward Belmont: Come, Antonio. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The Same. A Street. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

Pot. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this 
deed. 

And let him sign it; we’ll away to night, 

And be a day Before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents. 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew;. 

And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself 
And ran dismay’d away. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea- banks, aud wav’d her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs. 

That did renew old iEson. 

Lor. In such a night. 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew: 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And in such a night, 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well; 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith. 

And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a night 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew. 

Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did nobody come s 
But, hark, I hear the looting of a man. 


Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Fair sir, you are well overtaken : 

My lord Bassanio, upon more advice. 

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be : 

This ring I do accept most thankfully. 

And so, I pray you, tell him; furthermore, 

1 pray you show rny youth oldShylock’s house. 

Gra. That will 1 do. 

Ner . . Sir, I would speak with you . — 

I’ll see if I can get my husband’s ring, {To Portia.) 
Which 1 did make him swear to keep for ever. 
Por. Thou may’st, I warrant; we shall have 
old swearing, 

That they did give the rings away to men; 

But we’ll outface them, and outswear them too. 
Away, make haste ; thou know’st where 1 will tarry. 
Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this 
bouse ? [Exeunt. 


When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 
And they did make no noise; in such a night, 
Trail us, mb thinks, mounted tne Trojan w-alls. 


Enter Stephano. 

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night? 

Steph. A friend. 

Lor . A friend? what friend ? your name, I pray 
you, friend ? 

Steph . Stephano is my name ; and I bring word, 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont: she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hoars. 

Lor. Who comes with her? 

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her rniud. 

I j>ray yon, is my master yet return’d ? [him.— 

Lor . He is not, nor we have not heard from 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 


Enter Launcelot. 

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls? 

Laun. Sola! did you see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorenzo ? sola, sola ! 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man ; here. 

Laun. Sola! where? where? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there’s a post come from my 
master, with his horn full of good news ; ray m ister 
will be here ere morning.. [Exit. 

Lor. Sweet soul, let’s in, and there expect theix 
coming. 

And yet no matter : — Why should we go in ? 


My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 
Within the house, your mistress is at liar 


ACT V. 

Scene -Belmont. Avenue to Portia's Bouse. 
Enter Lorenzo and Jpissica. 

Lor. The moon shines bright : — In such a night 


Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 

And bring your music forth into the air.— 

{Exit Stephan 

How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank ! 
H ere will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night. 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, J essica : look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold ; 
There’s not the smallest orb which thou beholdf 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-ey’d cherubim : 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
-Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it«— * 


Enter Musicians, 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistres * 1 1 
And draw her home with music. 
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Jes. I am never merry, when I hear sweet mu- 
sic. (Music.) 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd. 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which is the hut condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze, 

Bv the sweet power of music : therefore, the poet 
Did feign, that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and 
floods ; 

Since nought so stockish, hard and full of rage. 

But music for the time doth change his nature: 

The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and s, oils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 

And his affections dark as Erebus : w 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the music. 
Enter Portia and Nerissa, at a distance. 
Par. That light, we see, is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the 
candle. 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 

A substitute shines brightly as a king. 

Until a king be by; ana then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music I hark ! 

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house. 

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect; 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 
Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark. 
When neither is attended ; and, I think. 

The nightingale, if she should sing by day. 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d are 
To their right praise, and true perfection ! — 

Peace, hoa! the moon sleeps with Endytnion, 

And would not be awak’d ! ( Music ceases.) 

Lor. ' • That is the voice. 

Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia. [cuckoo, 

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
By' the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our husbands’ 
welfare, 

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they return’d ? 

Lor. * Madam, they are not yet; 

But there is come a messenger before. 

To signify their corning. 

Por. Go in, Nerissa, 

Give order to my servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; 

Nor you, Lorenzo;— Jessica, nor you. 

(A tucbet sounds.) 
Lor. Y our husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, madam j fear you not. 

Por. Tins night, methinks, is but the day- light sick. 
It looks a little paler; ’tis a day, 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and their 
Followers. 

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
ff you would walk in absence of the sun. 

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband. 

And never be Bassanio so for me ; 

But God sort ail !— You are welcome home, my 
h>rd. [friend. — 

Bass. 1 thank yon, madam: give welcome to my 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 


To whom I am so infinitely bound. [him ; 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to 
For, as I hear, he was much hound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house: 

It must appear in other ways than words. 

Therefore 1 scant this breathing courtesy. 

(Qraiiano and Nerissa seem to talk apart.) 
Ora. By yonder moon, I swear, you do me wrong, 
Injaith, I gave it to the judge’s clerk : 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part. 

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart 
Por. A quarrel, ho, already ? what’s the matter ? 
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me ; whose posy was. 

For all tlm world, like cutler’s poetry 
Upon a knife. Love ?ne, and leave me not. 
r Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value ? 
You swore to me when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till your hour of death ; 

And that it should lie with you in yotir grave : 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 
You should have been respective, and have kept it 
Gave it a judge's clerk ! — but well l kuovv, 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on his face, that had ii 
Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man 
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth*— 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy. 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee ; 

I could not for my heart deny it him. [yon, 

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with 
To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger. 

And riveted so with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring, aud made him swear 
Never to part with it j and here he stands 
I dare be sworn for him , he would not leave it. 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 

An ’t were to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass. Why, I were best to cut tny left hand off. 
And swear I lost the ring defending it. (Aside.) 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and, indeed, 

Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, his clerk, 

That took some pain3 in writing, "he begg'd mine : 
And neither man, nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord f 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me, 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it ; but you see, my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it ; it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of troth. 

By heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 

Ner . . Nor I in yours, 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring. 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring. 

And how unwillingly I left the ring. 

When naught would be accepted but the ring* 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring. 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring. 

Or your own honour to contain the ring. 

You would not then have parted with the ring# 
What man is there so much unreasonable. 

If you had pleas’d to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe ; 

I’ll die f-ir't Hut some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my sou^ 
No woman bad it, but a civil doctor. 
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WiiSsfe did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 

And hedg’d the ring: ; the which I did deny him. 

And suffer'd him to go displeas’d away ; 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of* my dear friend. What should f say, sweet lady? 

I was enforc’d to send it after him ; 

I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it: Pardon me, good lady ; 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, l think, you would have begg’d 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Por. Let not that doctor e’er come near my house : 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov’d, 

And that which you did swear to keep for me, 

I will become as liberal as you ; 

I'll not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 

Know him 1 shall, I am well sure of it: 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus : 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 

Fit have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And 1 his clerk ; therefore be well advis’d, 
How yon do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so: let not me take him then ; 
For, if I do, I’ll mar the young clerk’s pen. 

Ant. l am the unhappy subject of these quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome, not- 
withstanding. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong; 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself^ 

Pur Mark you but that ! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees nimself: 

In each eye .me : — swear by your double self, 

And there’s an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me : 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul C swear, 

I never more will break an oath with thee. 

A nt. I once did lend my body for his wealth ; 
Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring, 

(To Portia.) 

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 

My soul up. n the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por. Then you shall be his surety : give him this; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio, swear to keep this ring. 
Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor! 
P.ir. i had it of him pardon me. Bassanio; 

For by this ring the doctor lay with me 


Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Oratiano; 

For that same scrubbed boy, tne doctor’s clerk. 

In lieu of this, last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highway! 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough : 

What! are vve cuckolds, ere we have deserv’d it? 

Par. Speak not so grossly.— Yoiyire all amaa’d . 
Here is a le t h r, read it at your leisure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bella! io: 

There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor 
Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon us you. 

And but even now return’d ; I have not yet 
Enter’d my house. — Antonio, you are welcome; 
And I have better news in store for you. 

Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ; 

There you shall find, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 

You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant. I am dumb. 

Bass . Were you the doctor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold? 

Ner. Ay ; hut the clerk that never means to do it. 
Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow; 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life and 
living; ' 

For here I read for certain, that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 

Por. How now, Lorenzo ? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you, 

Ner. Ay, and I’ll give them him without a fee.— 
There do I give to yon, and Jessica, 

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 

After his death, of all he dies possess’d off 
Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

Por. It is almost morning, 

And yet, I am sure, yon are not satisfied 
Of these events at full : let us go in ; 

And charge us there upon in territories, 

And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be so : the first inter’gatory 
That my Nerissa shall he swom on, is, 

Whether till the next night she had rather stay; 
Or go to hed now, being two hours to day j 
But were ihe day come, I should wish it dark. 

That 1 were couching with the doctor s clerk. 

Well, while I live, I’ll fear no other thing 
So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa s vim. f Exeunt* 
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DUKE, living In exile. 

FREDERICK, Brother to the Duke, and Usurper of his 
Dominions. 

AMIENS, { Lords attending upon the Duke in his 
JAQUES, J banishment, 

LE BEAU, a Courtier attending Upon Frederick . 
CHARLES, his Wrestler. 

OLIVER, i 

JAQUES, > Sons of Sir Rowland De Bois. 
ORLANDO, \ 

DENNIS, } Servants to Oliver. 


TOUCHSTONE, a Clown, 

SIR OLIVER WAR-TEXT, a Vicar. 

CORIN', ) CT . , ’ 

SYLVIUS, ( Shepherds. 

WILLIAM, a Country Fellow . in love with Audrey. 

A Per sou representing Hymen. 

POSALIND* Daughter to the banished Duke. 

CeLtA, Daughter to Frederick. 
i HEBE, a Shepherdess , 
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lotus t.e,Otging to to* mo Dukes t Pages, Forest a s 
and other Attendants. 


The Scene lies, first, near Oliver’s House; afterwards , partly in the Usurper’s Court, and partly 

in the Forest of Arden. 


ACT I. 

Scene I .—An Orchard, near Oliver’s House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fa- 
shion bequeathed me: By will, but a poor thousand 
crowns; and, as thou say st, charged my brother, 
on his olessing, to breed me well : and there begins 
my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, 
and report speaks goldenly of his profit : fur my 
part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak 
more properly, stays me here at home unkept : for 
call you. that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, 
that differs not from the stalling of an ox? His 
horses are bred better; for, besides that they are 
fair with I heir feeding, they are taught their manage, 
and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, his bro- 
ther, gain nothing under him but growth; for the 
which his animals on his dunghills areas much bound 
to him ns I. Besides this nothing, that he so plenti- 
fully gives me, the something that nature gave me, 
his countenance seems to take from me: he lets me 
feed with his Hinds, bars me the place of a brother, 
and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with 
my education. This it is, Adam, that grieves me : 
and the spirit of my father, which I think is within 
me, begins to mutiny against this servitude : 1 will 
no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise re- 
medy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, aud thou shait hear how 
be will shake me up. 

OIL Now, sir! what make yon here? 

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 

Oil What mar you then, sir ? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, 
with idleness, _ fawhile. 

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employ’d, and be naught 

Or/. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them? What prod ;<»•:,] portion have I spent, that 
I should come to such penary ? 

Oli. know you wm re you are, sir? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in yonr orchard. 

OIL Know you before whom, sir? 

Orl. Ay, belter than he I am before knows me. 
I know, you are my eldest brother; and, in the gen- 
tle condition of blood, you should so know me. 
The courtesy of s allows you ny better, in 
that you are the firstborn; but the t me tradition 
takes ndt away niy blood, were there tv tnty brothers 


betwixt us : I have as much of my father in me, a* 
you : albeit, I confess, your coining before me is 
nearer to his reverence. 

OIL What, boy! 

I Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
young in this. 

OIL Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 

Orl. I am no villain : I am the youngest «on of 
sir Rowland de Bois ; lie was my father ; and ho 
is thrice a villain, that says such a father begot 
villains: wert thou not my brother, I would m«i ike 
this hand from thy throat, till this other had polled 
nit thy tongue for saying so; thou bust railed on 
thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient ; for your fa- 
ther’s remembrance, be at accord. 

OIL Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till I please : you shall hear me 
My father charged you in his will to give me good 
education: you have trained me like a peasant, 
obscuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like 
qualities: the spirit of my father grows stiong in 
me, and I will, no longer endure it: therefore allow 
me such exercises as may become a gentleman, cr 
give me the poor allottery my father left n e by 
testament ; with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

OIL And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is 
spent? Well, sir, get you in : I will not long be 
troubled with you : you shall have some part of 
your will : I pray you, leave ine. 

Orl. I will no further offend you than becomes 
me for my good. 

OIL Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in vour service.— God be with my old 
master ! he would not have spoke such a word. 

{Exeunt Orlando and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me? 
I will physic your rankness, and yet give no thou- 
sand crowns neither. Hola, Dennis! 

Enter Dennis. 

Den. Calls your worship? 

OIL Wav not Charles, the duke’s wrestler, her* 
to speak v\ ith me ? 

Den So please you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes access to you. 

OIL Call him in. [Exit Dennis .) — ’Twill be » 
good way; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Good morrow to yonr worship. 

OIL Good monsieur Charles 1 — what’s the new; 
news at the new court? 
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Cha. There’s no news at the court, sir, but the 
old news : that is, the old duke is banished by his 
younger brother the new duke; and three or four 
loving lords have put themselves into voluntary 
exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich 
the new duke ; there fore he gives them good leave 
to wander. , ■ , , , 

OIL Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke’s daugh- 
ter, be banished with her father? 

Cha 0, no; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, 
10 loves her, — being ever from their cradles bred 
together, — that she would have followed her exile, 
ar have died to stay behind her. She is at the court, 
and no less beloved of her uncle than his own 
daughter; and never two ladies loved as they do. 

OIL Where will the old duke live? 

Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of Ar- 
den, and a many merry men with him ; and there 
they live like the old Robin Hood of England: 
they say, many young gentlemen flock to him every 
day; and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in 
the golden world. [new duke ? 

OIL What, you wrestle to-morrow before the 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint 
fou with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to 
understand, that your younger brother, Orlando, 

‘ lath a disposition to come in disguis’d against me 
to try a fall : to-morrow, sir, I wrestle for my 
jredit; and he that escapes me without some broken 
/hub, shall acquit him well. Your brother is but 
/oung, and tender; and, for your love, I would be 
'oath to foil him, as I must, for my own honour, if 
he come in: therefore, out of my love to you, I 
oame hither to acquaint you withal ; that either you 
might stay him from his intendment, or brook such 
lisgrace well as he shall run into; in that it is a 
thing of his own search, and altogether against 
my will, 

OIL Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I 
had myself notice of my brother’s purpose herein, 
and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 
him from it; but he is resolute. I'll tell thee, 
Charles,-— it is the stubbornest young fellow of 
France ; full of ambition, an envious emulator of 
every man’s good parts, a secret and villainous con- 
triver against me his natural brother ; therefore use 
thy discretion ; I had as lief thou didst break his 
neck as his finger : and thou wert best look to’t ; 
for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he do 
not mightily grace himself on thee, he will practise 
against thee by poison, entrap thee by some trea- 
cherous device, and never leave thee, till he hath 
thy life by some indirect means or other : for, 
I assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there 
is not one so young and so villainous this day living. 
I speak but brotherly of him; but should 1 anato- 
mise him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, 
and thou must look pale and wonder. 

Cha. 1 am heartily glad I came hither to you : if 
he come to-morrow, i’ll give him his payment: if 
ever he go alone again, I’ll never wrestle for prize 
more : and so, God keep your worship ! [Exit. 

OIL Farewell, good Charles. — Now will I stir 
this gamester : I hope, I shall see an end of him ; 
for my soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing 
more than he. Vet he’s gentle; never school’d, and 
yet learned ; full of noble device; of all sorts en- 
chatttingly beloved; and, indeed, so much in the 
heart of the world, and especially of my own people, 
who best know him, that I am altogether misprised ; 
but it shall not be so long; this wrestler snail clear 
all: nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy 
Uiitker, which now I’ll go about. [Exit. 

Lawn before the Duke's Palace. 

and Celia. 

sweet my coz, be merry, 
more. mirth f han 1 am 


mistress of; and would you yet I were merrier? 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished fa- 
ther, you must not learn me how to remember any 
extraordinary pleasure. . 

Cel Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with the 
full weight that I love thee : if my uncle, thy ba- 
nished father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my 
lather, so thou hadst been still with me, I could 
have taught my love to take thy father for mine ; 
so would'st thou, if the truth of fhy love to me were 
so righteously temper’d as mine is to thee. _ 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know,* my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir : for what he hath taken away 
from thy father perforce, I will render thee again in 
affection ; by mine honour, I will ; and when 1 break 
that oath, let me turn monster : therefore, my sweet 
Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth, I will, coz, and devise 
sports : let me see ; What think you of falling in 
love ? 

Cel. Marry, I pr’ythee, do, to make sport withal : 
but love no man in good earnest ; nor no further in 
sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou 
rmvy’st in honour come off again. 

Ros. What shall be our sport then? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife, 
Fortune, from her wheel, that her gifts may hence- 
forth be bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would we could do so; for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced: and the bountiful blind 
woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. ’Tis true : for those that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes honest; and those' that she makes 
honest, she makes very ill-favour ’dly.. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune's office 
to nature’s*: fortune reigns in gifts of the world, 
not in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchstone 

Cel. No ? When nature hath made a fair creature, 
may she not by fortune fall into the fire ! — Though 
nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not 
fortune sent in this fool to cut off the argument ? 

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature; 
when fortune makes nature’s natural the cutter oft’ 
of nature’s wit. 

Cel. Peradventure, this is not fortune's work nei- 
ther, but nature’s; who perceiving our natural wits 
too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this 
natural for our whetstone : for always the d alness 
of the fool is the whetstone of his wits. — How now, 
wit ? whither wander you ? ( father 

Touch . Mistress, you must comp away to your 

Cel. Were you made the messenger? 

Touch. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to 
Come for you. 

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Touch . Of a certain knight, that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his 
honour the mustard was naught : now, I'll stand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was 
good : and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you taut, m the great heap of 
your knowledge ? 

Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art 

Touch. By my knavery, if l had it, then 1 were 
but if you swear by that that is not, you are not for. 
sworn : no more was this knight, swearing by hi 
honour, for he never had any ; or, if he had, he had 
sworn it away, before ever be saw those pancakes 
or that mustard. . 

Cel. Pr’ythee, who is’t that thou mean's!? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your fat her, love*. 

Cel. My father’s love is euough to honour h in. 


Scene 2. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Enough ! speak no more <A him ; you’ll be whipp d 

for taxation, one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel . By my troth, thou say’st true : for since the 
ittle wit, that fools have, was silenced, the little 
oolery, that wise men have, makes a great show. 
Here conies M. Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Ron. Then shall we be news crammed 
Cel. All the better: we shall be the more mar- 
ketable. Bon jmtr , Monsieur Le Beau : What’s 
the news ? ' ■ [sport. 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
Cel. Sport? of what colour? 

Le Bean. What colour, madam? How shall I 
answer you? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

Cel. Well said ; that was laid on with a trowel. 

Touch. Nay, if 1 keep not my rank, 

Ros, Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies *. I would have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost 
the sight of. 

Ros. Vet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. 1 will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may see the end; for 
the best is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they 
are coming to perform it 

Cel. Well, — the beginning, that is dead and 
buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old man and his three 
sons,* 

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 
Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent 

growth and presence ; 

Ros. With bills on their necks, — Be it known 
unto all men by these presents ,- — — 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke’s wrestler; which Charles in a 
moment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, 
that there is little hope of life in him : .so he served 
the second, and so the third : yonder they die ; the 
pt»»r old man, their father, making such pitiful dole 
over them, that all the beholders take his part with 
Ros. Alas. 1 [weeping. 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that 
the ladies have lost? 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch . Thus men may grow wiser every day I it 
is the first time that ever 1 heard, breaking of ribs 
was sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
music in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon 
rib-breaking?— Shall we see this wrestling, cousiu ? 

Le Beau. Y on must, if you stay here : for here 
is the place appointed for the wrestling, and they 
are readv to perform it. 

Cel. Vender, sure, they are coming : let us 
now stay and see it. 

Flourish. Enter Duke Feeder rcK, Lords, Or- 
lando, Charles, and Attendants . 

Duke F. Come on; since the youth will not be 
entreated, Ms own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. [cessfully. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks suc- 
Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin? are 
you crept hither to see the wrestling ? 

Ros. Ay, my liege : so please you give us leave. 
1)uk\s F. You wid take little delight in it, I can 
tell you, tnere is such odds in the men : in pity of 
the challenger’s youth, 1 would fain dissuade him. 



but he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies 
see if you can move him. 

Cel Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Do so; I’ll not be by. ( Duke goes 
apart.) 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princesses 
call for you. 

Orl . 1 attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charle 
the wrestler? 

Orl. No, fair princess ; he is the general chal- 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with 
him the strength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
for your years : you have seen cruel proof of this 
man’s strength : if you saw yourself with your eyes, 
or knew yourself with your judgment, the fear of 
your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, 
to embrace your own safety, and give over this 
attempt 

Ros. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprised : we will make it our suit to 
the duke, that the wrestling might not go forward. 

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts : wherein I confess me much guilty, to 
deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let 
your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to 
my trial : wherein if 1 be foiled, there is but one 
shamed, that was never gracious ; if killed, but one 
dead, that is willing to be so : I shall do my friends 
no wrong, for I have none to lament me : the world 
no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
world I till up a place, which may be better sup- 
plied when 1 have made it empty. 

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would it 
were with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out her’s. [in you . 

Ros. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived 

Cel. Your heart’s desires he with you. 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is 
so desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your grace ; you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to mock me after; you should 
not have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

Ros. Now. Hercules be thy speed, young man I 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. ( Charles and Orlando wrestle 5 

Ros. O excellent* young man! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can 
tell who should down. ( Charles is thrown. Shout.) 

Duke F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace ; I am not yet 
well breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ? 

Le Bean. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. ( Charles is borne out. 
What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of si 
Rowland de Bois. [man else 

Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to some 
The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 

Bu* I did find him still mine enemy : 

1 Tnou shouldst have better pleas’d me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 

But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth; 

I would, thou hadst tofd nw* of another father. 

[ Exeunt Duke Fred, train, and Le Beau. 

Cel. Were 1 my father, eoz, would I do this ? 

Orf . I am more proud to be sir Rowland’s son, 

H is youngest son ; — and would not change that 
Te be adopted heir to Frederick. _ [calling 

Ros. My lather lov’d sir Rowland as his soul, 

And all the world was of my father’s mind; 

Had I known this young man his son* < - 
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I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 

Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 

Cel Gentle cousin, 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 

My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart— Sir, you have well deserv’d : 

If you do keep your promises in love. 

But justly, as you have exceeded promise, 

Your mistress shall be happy. . 

Rag, Gentleman, 

(Giving Aim a chain from her neck.) 
Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ; 
That could give more, but that her hand .acks 
Shall we go, coz? . [means. — 

Cel. Ay : — Fare yon well, fair gentleman. 

OrL Can I not say, I thank you ? My better parts 
Are all thrown down ; and that, which here stands up, 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 

Ros. We calls us back : my pride fell with my 
fortunes : 

I’ll ask him what he would : — Did you call, sir ?— 

Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel Will you go, coz? ; 

Ros. Have with you Fare your well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue’? 

I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 

Re-enter Le Beau. 

0 poor Orlando 1 thou art overthrown : 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 

Le Beau. Good sir, 1 do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv’d 
High commendation, true applause, and love ; 

Yet such is now the duke’s condition, 

That he misconstrues all that you have done. 

The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed, 

More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 

Orl 1 thank you, sir: and, pray you, tell me this ; 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke, 

That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
manners ; 

But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 

The other is daughter to the banish’d duke. 

And here detain’d by her usurping uncle. 

To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 

But I can tell you, that oflate this duke 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece ; 
Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praise her for her virtues. 

And pity her for her good father’s sake; 

And, on my life, his malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth.— Sir, fare you well ! 
Hereafter,. in a better world than this, 
shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

Orl. I rest much bouuden to you : fare you well ! 

[Exit Le Beau. 

Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 

From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother:— 

But heavenly Rosalind ! [Exit. 

Scene III. — A Room in the Palace . 

Enter Celia and Rosalind. 

Cel. "Why, cousin; why, Rosalind Cupid have 
mercy I— Not a word ? 

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
way upon curs, throw some of them at me ; come, 
ame me with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up; when 
he one should be lamed with reasons, and tlie other 
mad without any t 

Cel. Biit is all this for your father ? 

Ros. No, some of it for my child’s father: O, how 
fall of briers is this working-day world l 
Cel. They are but bars, cousin, thrown upon thee j 


in holyday foolery; if we walk not in the trodden 

paths, our very petticoats will catch them. 

Ros. I could shake them cff my coat ; these burs 
are in my heart. 

Cel Hem them away. [him. 

Ros. I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have 
Cel Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! yon will try in 
time, in despite of a fall.— But, turning these jests 
out of service, let ns talk in good earnest : Is it 
possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so 
strong a liking with old Sir Rowland's youngest son? 
Ros. The duke my father lov’d his father dearly. 
Cel Doth it therefore ensue, that you should love 
his son dearly? By this kind of chase, I should 
hate him, for my father hated his father dearly ; yet 
I hate not Orlando. 

Ros. No, ’faith : hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel Why should 1 not? doth he not deserve well ? 
Ros. Let me love him for that ; and do you love 
him, because I do:— Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords. 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
And get you from our court. [haste, 

Ros. Me, uncle? 

Duke F. You, cousin • 

Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 

Thou diest for it, 

Ros. I do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me : 

If with myself I hold intelligence, 

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 

If that I do hot dream, or he not frantic, 

(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle. 

Never, so much as in a thought unborn, 

Did I offend your highness. 

Duke F. < Thus do all traitors ; 

If their purgation did consist in words, 

They are as innocent as gra ce itself: — 

Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : , 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy lather’s daughter, there’s 
enough. 

Ros. So was I, when your highness took his 
dukedom ; 

So was I, when your highness banish’d him : 

Treason is not inherited, my lord j 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 

What’s that to me ? my father was no traitor : 

Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much, 

To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel Dear sovereign, hear me speak, 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay’d her for your sake 
Else had she with her lather rang’d along. 

Cel l did not then entreat to ha ve her stay. 

It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ; 

I was too young that time to value her, 

But no w I know her : i f sh e be a traitor. 

Why so am I ; we still have slept together, 

Rose at an instant, learn'd, play’d, eat together; 

And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 

| Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
| Her very silence, and her patience, [smoothnea* 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 

And thou wilt show more bright, and seem mom 
virtuous,' 1 ' 

When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 

Firm and irre * oca hie is my doom 

Which I have pass’d upon her ; she is banished. 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence men on me, my 
I cannot live out of her companv. [lie^e; 

Duke F. You are a fool: — You, niece., provide 
yourself; , 
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If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour. 

And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke Frederic and Lords. 
Cel. 0 rny poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thou go 1 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine. 

I charge thee, be not thou more griev’dl than I am. 
Ron. I have more cause. 

(Jaf, Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Pr’ythee, be cheerful: know’st thou not, tlie duke 
Hath banish’d me, his daughter? 

Ros. That he hath not. 

Cel. No ? hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee, that thou and I am one : 

Shall We be sunder'd ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No ; let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me, how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 

And do not seek to take your change upon you, 

To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out; 

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 

Say what thou canst* i’ll go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shall we go? 

Cel. . To seek rny uncle. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. ^ 

Cel . I’ll put myself in poor and mean attire, 

And with a kind of umber smirch my face ; 

The like do you ; so shall we pass along, 

And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better. 

Because that I am more, than common tall. 

That I did suit me all points like a man ? 

A gallant cui tie ax upon my thigh, 

A boar- spear in my hand ; and (in my heart ■ 

Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will) 
We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside; 

As many other mannish cowards have, 

That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a man? 
Ros. I'll have no worse a name than Jove’s own 
page, 

And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 

But what will you be call’d ? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state ; 
No longer Celia, bat Aliena. 

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court? 

Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

Cel. He’ll go along o’er the wide world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let’s away, 

And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 

Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit, that will be made 
After my flight : Now go we in content. 

To liberty, and not to banishment. [ Exeunt . 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — The forest of Arden . 

Enter Duke Senior , Amiens, and other Lords , 
in the dress of Foresters. 

Dube S. Now,' my co-mates, and brothers in 
exile,' 

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 

The season’s difference ; as, the icy fang, 

And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind ; 

Which, when it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, — 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors, 

That feelingly persuade me what I am. 

Sweet are the uses of ad versity ; 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 

A d this our life, exempt from public haunt, 

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 


Ami. I would not change it : Happy is yon, 
grace, 

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and ki}l ns venison? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 

Being native burghers of this desert city. — 

Should, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor’d. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord 

The melancholy Jaqnes grieves at that; 

A nd, in that kind, swears you do move usurp 
Than doth your brother, that hath banish’d you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself' 

Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook, that brawls along this wood ; 

To the which place a poor sequester’d stag. 

That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt, 

Did come to languish ; and, indeed, rny lorn, 

The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans. 

That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool, 

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremes! \ erge oi the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Dube S. * But what said Jaques t 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similies. 

First, for his weeping in the needless stream : 

Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'si a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 

To that which had too much : Then, being alone. 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends; 

’Tis right , quoth he ; thus misery doth part 
The flux of company : Anon, a careless herd, 

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 

And never stays to greet him; Ay, quoth Jaqnes, 
Sweep on. you fat and greasy citizens ; 

* Tis just the fashion: Wherefore do you Ieoh 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there t 
Thus most mvectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 

Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s worse. 

To fright the animals, and to kill them up, 

In their assign’d and native dwelling place. 

DukeS. And did you leave him in tuis contem 
plation? [meeting 

2 Lora. We did, my lord, weeping, and corn-. 
Upon the sobbing deer 

Duke S. Show me the place 

I love to cope him in these sullen fits. 

For then he’s full of matter. 

2 Lord. I’ll bring you to him straight. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Attendants 
Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man saw them 
It cannot be : some villains of n.y court v 1 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her* 

The ladies, her attendants of her cha* -tber. 

Saw her a-bed ; and. in the morning early, ^ 

They found the bed untreasur'd ofthfdr mistress 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish Clown, at whom m 

oft 

Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 

Confesses, that she secretly o’er heard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler, 

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 

And she believed, wherever they are gone. 

That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brother : fetch th 
If he be absent, bring his hrothe 
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And let not search and inquisition quail 

To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt* 

Scene III. — Before Oliver’s House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting. 

Orl. Who’s there? [master, 

Adam. What! my young master? 0, my gentle 
0, my sweet master, O, you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland ! why, what make you here ? 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke ? * 

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies ? 

No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master. 

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

0, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it 1 
Orl. Why, what’s the matter? 

Adam. _ . 0, unhappy youth. 

Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives ; 

Your brother — (no, no brother ; yet the son — 

Yet not the son ; — I will not call him son — 

Of him I was about to call his father,)— 

Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means 
To burn the lodging^ where you use to lie, 

And you within it : if he fail of that, 

He will have other means to cut you off : 

I overheard him, and his practices. 

This is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 

Abhor it, tear it, do not enter it. [me go ? 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, would st thou have 
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food ? 

Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 

This I must do, or know not what to do : 

Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 

I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Adain. But do not so : I have live hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I saved under your father. 

Which I did store, to be my foster- nurse. 

When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 

And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 

Take that: and He, that doth the ravens feed, 

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 

Be comfort lo my age ! Here is the gold ; 

All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet 1 am strong and lusty : 

For in my youth I ne ver did apply 
Hot and rebellions liquors in my blood ; 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The meaus of weakness and debility: 

Therefore rny age is as a lusty winter. 

Frosty, but kindly: let me go with you :* 

I’ll do the service of a young er man 
In ail your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man ; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 

When service sweat for duty, not for meed I 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 

Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 

And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 

But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 

That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 

But come tby ways, we ll go along together; 

And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 

We’ll light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on; and I will follow thee, 

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 

From seventeen years till now, almost fourscore. 
Here lived I; but now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 


But at fourscore, it is too late a week : 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better. 

Than to die well, and not my master’s debtor, 

[ Exeunt « 

Scene IV. — The forest of Arden. 

Enter RosaYind in boy's clothes , Cflia, drest like 
a Shepherdess , and Touchstone. 

Eos. 0 Jupiter! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were 
not wearv. 

Eos. t could find in mv heart to disgrace my 
man’s apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must 
comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose 
ought to show itself courageous to petticoat; there- 
fore, courage, good Aliena. 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me; I cannot go no 
further. 

Touch , For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you : yet I should bear no cross, if I did 
bear you ; for, I think, you have no money in your 
purse. 

Eos. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool 
I ; when I was at home, l was in a better place ; 
but travellers must be content. 

Eos. Ay, be so, good Touchstone : — Look you, 
who comes here; a young man, and an old, in so- 
lemn talk. 

Enter Corin and Silvius. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still, 

Sil. 0 Corin, that thou knew’st how I do love her* 

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lov’d ere now. 

Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess; 

Though in thy youth thou was! as true a lover 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow : 

But, if thy love were ever like to mine, 

(As sure I think did never man love so,) 

How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

Cor. Into a thousand, that 1 have forgotten. 

Sil. 0, thou didst then ne’er love so heartily ; 

If thou remember’st not the slightest folly, 

That ever love did make thee run into. 

Thou hast not lov’d : 

Or, if thou hast not sat as I do now, 

Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress* praise. 

Thou hast not lov’d : 

Or, if thou hast not broke from company. 

Abruptly, as my passion now makes me. 

Thou hast not lov’d : 0 Phebe, Phebe, Phebe 1 t 

[Exit Silvius * 

Eos. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy 
wound, 

I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. And I mine : I remember, when I was in 
loye, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid him 
take that for coming a-night to Jane Smile : and I re 
member the kissing of her batlet, and then the cow’s 
dugs that her pretty chopp’d hands had milk'd : and 
I remember the wooing of a pe.ascod instead of her ; 
from whom I took two cods, and, giving her them !l 

again, said with weeping tears, Wear these for my 
sake. We. that are true lovers, run into strange 
capers'; but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature 
in love mortal in folly, 

Eos. Thou speak’st wiser, than thou art ’ware oft 

Touch. Nay, 1 shall ne’er be ’ware of mine own 
wit, till I break my shins against it. 

Eos. Jove! Jove! this shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine ; but it grows something stale 
with me. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond* ma% 

If he for gold wiii give us any food ; 

I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holloa : you, clown ! 

Eos. Peace, fool ; he’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls ? 
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Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, 1 say : — 

Good even to yon, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I pr’ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 

Bring; us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Hdre’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d, 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her, 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own, 

My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 

But I am shepherd to another man, 

And do not sheer the fleeces that I graze; 

My master is of churlish disposition, 

And little recks to ftqd the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality ; 

Besides his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote jqow. 

By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come'see. 

And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and pas- 
ture? [erewhile, 

Cor. That young swain, that you saw here but 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, , 

Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. [place, 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages: I like this 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold ; 

Go with me; if you like, upon report, 

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

I will your very faithful feeder be. 

And buy it with your gold right suddenly. [Exeunt. 

Scene Y. — The same. 

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others. 


Ami. Under the greenwood tree f 
Who loves to Ue with me , 

And time his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat , 

Come hither , come hither, come hither; 

Here shall he see 
' No enemy , 

But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, more, I pr’ythee, more. [Jaques. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, monsieur 

Jaq. I thank it. More, I pr’ythee, more. I can 
suck melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks 
eggs: More, I pr’ythee, more. [please you. 

Aivft. My voice is ragged : I know, I cannot 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do desire 
you to sing: Come, more: another stanza : Call you 
them stanzas? 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing? [self. 

Ami. More at your request, than to please my- 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I’ll 
hank yon : but that they call compliment, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes ; and when a man 
thanks me heartily, methirks, I have given him a 
penny, and lie renders me the beggarly thanks. 
Come, sing; and you that will not, hold your 
■ tongues. 

Ami, Well, I’ll end the song. — Sirs, cover the 
while ; the duke will drink under this tree : — he hath 
been ail this day to look you. 

Jaq. And 1 have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too disputable for my company : 1 think of as 
many matters as fie ; but I give heaven thanks, and 
make no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 




Who doth ambition shun, (All together here.) 
And loves to live i' the sun. 

Seeking the food he eat s, 

And pleas'd with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither; 

Here shall he see 
m No enemy , 

But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. I’ll give you a verse to this note, that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 

Ami. And I’ll sing it. 

Jaq. Thus it goes : 

If it do come to pass , 

That any man turn ass. 

Leaving his wealth and ease 
A stubborn will to please , % 

Ducdame, ducdame , ducdame 
Here shall he see. 

Gross fools as he, 

An if he will come to Ami. 

Ami. What’s that ducdame? ^ 

. Jaq. ’Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. I’ll go sleep if I can ; if I cannot. I’ll rail 
against all the first-born of Egypt. 

Ami. And I’ll go seek the duke ; his banquet is 
prepar’d. [Exeunt severally . 

Scene VI.— The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further : O, I die 
for food 1 Here lie I down, and measure out my 
grave. Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in 
thee? Live a little: comfort a little; cheer thyself 
a little : if this uncouth forest yield any thing savage.- 
I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to 
thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. 

For my sake, be comfortable ; hold death awhile at 
the arms’end : I will here be with thee presently; 
and if I bring thee not something to eat, I’ll give 
thee leave to die : but if thou diest before I come, 
thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said! thou 
look’st cheerily : and I’ll be with thee quickly. — Yet 
thou Best in the bleak air: Come, I will bear thee 
to some shelter ; and thou shall not die for lack of a 
dinner, if there live any thing in this desert. Cheerly, 
good Adam ! [Exeunt. 

Scene YII. — The same . A table set out. 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Lords, and others. 

Duke S. I think he be transform’d into a beast $ 

For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord . My lord, he is but even now gone hence f 
Here was lie merry, hearing of a song. ^ 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical. 

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres : — Go, 
seek him; tell him, I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

3 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a liie 
is this, 

That your poor friends must woo your company ? 

What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool!— — I met a fool i’ the forest 
A motley fool ; — a miserable World U— 

As I do live by food, I met a fool; 

Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun, 

And rail’d on lady Fortune in gocd terms. 

In good set terms,— and yet a inoiey fool. 

Good- morrow, fool, quoth I : Nc .sir, quoth he. 

Call me not fool, till heaven ha th sent mej'ortuns 
And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Says, very It is ten o'clock : 

Thus may we see , quoth he, how the world wags 
’ Tis but an hour aco , since it was nine ; 

" if 

- /,• 




W4 p p 


174 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Act IL 


And after an hour more , 'twill he eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, tee ripe and ripe. 
And then , from hour to hour, we rot and rot , 
And thereby hantjs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools should be' so- deep contemplative; 

And I did laugh, suns intermission, 

An hoar by his dial. — O noble fool 1 
A worthy font! Motley's the only wear. 

Duke S. What fool is this ? [tier; 

Jaq O worthy fool ! — One, that hath been a cour- 
And says, iflad:es be but young and fair, 

They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, — 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage,— he hath strange places cramm’d 
With observation, the which he vents 
fn mangled forms O, that 1 were a fool! 
l am ambitions for a motley coat 

Duke S. Thou shait have one. 

Jaq. ■ It is my only suit ; 

Prov ided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 

That 1 am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 

To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have ; 

And they, that are most galled with my folly, 

They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so? 
The why is plain as way to parish church : 

He, that a foot doth very wisely hit, 

Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not, 

The wise man's folly is anatomiz’d 
Even by the squatid ring glances of the fool. 

Invest me in my motley ; give me leave 

To speak my mind, and 1 will through and through 

jUeanse the h»ul body of the infected world, 

** they will patiently receive my medicine. 

• Duke S. by on thee ! I can tell what thou wonldst 
do. 

Jaq. What, fora counter, would Ido, but good? 

Duke r S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin: 

* ‘or thou thyself hast been a libertine. 

As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 

And all the embossed sores, and headed evils, 

I “A fhou with license of free foot hast caught, 
Would'st thou disgorge into the general world. 

Why, who cries out on pride, 

That can therein tax any private party? 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
fjjf that the very very means do ebb ? 

Wlmt woman in the city do I name, 
when that I say. The city woman bears 
the cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 

Who can come in, and say, that I mean her, 

W hen such a one as she, such is her neighbour? 

Ur what is he of basest function, 

f a y s » his bravery is not on my cost, 

(j funking that 1 mean him,) but therein suits 
tins folly to the mettle of my speech ? 
t here then; How, what then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him right, 

Jhf n he hath wrong’d himself; if he be free. 

Why then, my taxing like a wild-goose flies, 

Uuclaim d of any man.— But who comes here? 

Enter Orlando, with his sword drawn. 

OrL Forbear, and eat no more. 

>5 f* XT . . . Why, f have eat none yet. 

OrL Nor shait not, till necessity be serv’d* 

Jaq. Uf what kind should tliis cock come of? 
Duke S. Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by thy 
aistress ; 


nn " * r.'' W,,V V ” . m J ***«*«! iirat; me thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility: yet am I inland bred. 

Ami know some nurture : But forbear, I sa^ 
oe dies, tiiat touches any of ‘his fruit. 


Till I and my affairs a answered, 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, 

I must die. [shall force, 

Duke S. What would you have ? yonr gentleness 
More than your force move ns to gentleness. 

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it 
Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to oar 
table. [you : 


Orl . Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray 
I thought that all things had been savage here • 

And therefore put I on the countenance 
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Of* stern commandment : but whatever you are. 

That in this desert inaccessible, 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 

If ever you have look’d on better days; 

If ever been, where bells have knoll’d to church; 
If ever sat at any good man’s feast; 

I f ever from vour eye- lids wiped a fear, 

And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied ; 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 

In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it, that we have seen better days* 
And have witii holy bell been knoll’d to church ; * 

And sat at good men’s feasts ; and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops, that sacred pity hath engender’d ; 

And therefore sit you down in gentleness, 

And take upon command what help we have, 

That to your wanting may be ministred. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 

And give it food. There is an old poor man. 

Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp’d in pure h>ve; til! he he first suffic’d, — 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger,— 

I will not touch a bit. 

DukeS, Go find him out, 

And we will nothing waste, till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye; and be b leas’d for your good 
comfort! [Exit 

Duke S. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world’s a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players: 

They have their exits, and their entrances; 

And one man in his time plays many parts. 

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant. 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms; 

And then, the whiping school-boy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning lace, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school; and then, the lover; 
kjffhiug like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eye-brow ; then, a soldier, 

* ui of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

Jen Ions in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's month; and then, the justice: 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin’d, 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 

run of wise saws and modern instances 

And so he plays his part: the sixth age shifts 
ean aud pantaloon; 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 

His youthful hose well sav’d, a world too wide 
r or his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 

1 urnmg again toward childish treble, pipes 
And'whisties in his sound: last scene .of all, 

I hat ends this strange eventful history, 

I* second childishness, and mere oblivion; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thfo# 
Re-enter Orlando with Adam. 

DukeS. Welcome: set down year venerabli 
And let him feed [burden, 

UrL I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need: 

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S. \\ elcome, fall to; I will not trouble you 


i 


| 


Act III, Scene 2. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


ITS 


A* yet, to question yon about your fortunes 
Ciive us some music ; and, good cousin, sing. 


Amiens sings. 
SONG 


I. 


bloiv , biota, thou winter wind, 

Thou art not so unkind 
As matt's ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen , 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Heigh t hoi sing heigh , hoi unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly l 
Then, heigh , ho. the holly l 
This life is most jolly. 


II. 


Freese, freeze, thou hitter sky, 
Thai dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 

Though thou the waters warp. 


Thy sting is' not so sharp 
% ' ’fan 


As friend remember'd not. 

Heigh, ho ! sing heigh , ho! &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Rowland's 
son, — 

As you have whisper’d faithfully you were : 

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d, and living in your face, — 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke. 

That lov’d your father: the residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man. 

Thou art right welcome as thy master is; 

♦Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand, 

And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I . — A Room hi the Palace • 

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Lords , and 
Attendants. 

Duke F Not see him smee '* Sir, sir, that can- 
not be ; 

But were I not the better i art made mercy, 

I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present: but look to it; 

Find out thy brother, whereso’er he is: 

Seek him with candle ; bring him, dead or living. 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more’ 

To seek a living' in our territory. 

Thy lands, and all tilings that thou dost call thine. 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our bauds; 

Till thou canst quit thee by toy brother’s mouth. 

Of what we think against thee. 

Oli. O, that your highness knew my heart in this! 
never lov’d my brother in my life. 

Duke F. More villain thou.— Weil, push him 
out of doors ; 

And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands; 

Do this expediently, and turn him going. ( Exeunt . 

Scene 11 .—The Forest. 

Enter Orlando, with a paper. 

Or ! . Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love : 
And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 
Thy huntress’ name, tnat my full iiie doth sway. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I’H character; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks, 

Shall see tiiy virtue witness’d every where. 

Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree, 

Tile fair, the chaste, and uuexpressive she. [Exit, 

* Enter Corin and Touchstone. 


Cor. And how like you. this shepherd’s life, mas- 
Touchstone ? 


Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it 
a good life; but in respect that it is a shepherds 
life, it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, I 
like it very well ; but in respect that it is private, 
it is a very vile life. Now in respect it is in the 
fields, it pleaseth me well; but in respect it in not 
in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, look 
you, it fits my humour well ; but as there is no more 
plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach, Ikst 
any philosophy in thee, shepherd ? 

. Cor. No more, but that 1 know, the more one 
sickens, the worse at ease he is ; and that he that 
wants money, means, and content, is without- three 
good friends That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn : that good pasture makes fat sheep ; 
and that a great cause of the night, is lack of the 
sun: that he, that hath learned no wit by nature 
nor art, may complain of good breeding, or comes 
of a very dull kindred. 

TWcA Such’ a one is a natural philosopher. 
Wast ever in court, shepherd? 

Cor. No, truly.. 

Touch. Then thou art damn’d. 

Cor. Nav, I hope,- — 

Touch. Truly, thou art damn’d ; like an ill roasted 
egg, all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, fhon 
never saw’st good manners; if thou never saw’st 
good manners, then thy manners must be wicked; 
and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation; thou 
art in a parlous state, shepherd. 

Cor, N »t a whit, Touchstone : those, that are 
good manners at the court, are as ridiculons in the 
country, as the behaviour of the country is most 
mockabie at the court. You told me, you salute 
not at the court, but you kiss your hands ; that 
courtesy would be uncleanly, if courtiers were sbep* 
herds. 


Touch. Instance, briefly; come, instance. 

Cor. VVhy, we are still handling our ewes; and 
their fells, yon know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier’s hands sweat ? 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as 
the sweat of a man ? Shallow, shallow: a better 
instance, I say ; come. 

Cor, Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shal 
low, again ; a more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr’d over with the sur- 
gery of our sheep ; and would you h »ve us kiss tar ? 
The courtier’s hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man ! Thou worms-meat, 
in respect of a good piece of flesh * Indeed ! — Learn 
of the wise, and perpend : Civ et is of a baser birth 
than tar; the very uncleanly fiux of a cat. Mend 
the instance/ shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I’ll rest 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damn’d? God help thee, 
shallow man! God make incision in thee! thou art 
raw. 

Cor. Sir, I ama true labourer ; I earn that I eat, 
get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man’s 
happiness ; glad of other men’s good, content with 
my harm: and the greatest of my pride is, to see 
my ewes graze, and my lambs suck. 

Touch. Tnat is another simple sin in yon; to 
bring the ewes and the rams together, and to offer 
to get your living by the copulation of cattle : to be 
bawd to a bell* wether; and to betray a she-lamb of 
a twelvemonth, to a crooked- pated, old, cuokoldly 
ram, out of all reasonable match. If thou be’st 
not damn’d for this, the devil himself will ha ?e no 
shepherds ; I cannot see else how thou sbouldst 
’scape. . 

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede, ray 
new mistress's. brother. 


Enter Rosalind, reading a paper* 
Ros. Pi am the east to ivestern Jnd, 
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No jewel is tike Rosalind. . . 

tier worth, being mounted on the wind, 

Through ail the world bear vr Rosalind. 

All the pictures, fairest lin'd, 

Are bid black to Rosalind. 

Let no face he kept in mind, 

But the fair of Rosalind. 

Touch. I'll rhyme yon so, eight years together; 
dinners, and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted ; 
it is the right butter- woman’s rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fool! 

Touch. For a taste :■ — ~ 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek old Rosalind, 
if the cat will after kind , 

So, be sure, will Rosalind. 
Winter-garments must be lin'd, 

So must slender Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind ; 
Then to carl with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nut is Rosalind. . 

He that sweetest rose will find, 

Must find love's prick , and Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses ; why do you 
infect yourself with them? [tree. 

Bps. Peace, you dull fool; I found them on a 
Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

£os. I’ll graft* it with you, and then I shall graft* 
it with a medlar: then it will be the earliest trait 
in the country : for you’ll be rotten ere you be half 
ripe, and that’s the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no, 
let the forest judge. 

Enter Celia, reading a paper. 

Rose. Peace! 

Her? comes my sister, reading; stand aside. 

Ctl Wh should this desert silent bet 
Par it is unpeopled l No ; 

Tongues III hang on every tree, 

That shall civil sayings show. 

Some, how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 

That the stretching of a span 
Buck/ es in his sum of age. 

Some, of violated vows 
’ Twixt the souls of friend and friend : 

But upon the fairest boughs , 

Or at every sentence ’ end, 

Will 1 Rosalinda write; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heaven would in little show. 

Therefore heaven nature charg'd. 

That o?ie body should be fill'd , 

With all graces wide enlarg'd: 

Nature presently distill' a 
Helens cheek, but not her heart: 

Cleopatra's majesty ; 

Atalanta's better part ; 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 

Thus Rosalind of many parts 
By heavenly synod was devis'd; 

Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches dearest priz'd. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should 
And 1 to live and die her slave. 1 have i 

Bos. 0 most gentle Jupiter! — what tedious ho- 
mily of love have you wearied your parishioners 
withal, and never cry’d. Have patience, good 
people l 

Cel. How now! back, friends; — Shepherd, go 
off a little : — Go with him, sirrah. 

Touch, Come, shepherd, let us make an honour- 
able retreat; though not with bag and baggage, yet 
with scrip and scrippage. 

[Exeunt Corin and Touchstone. 


Cel Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too; for 
some of them had in them more feet than the verses 
would bear. . [verses. 

Cel. That’s no matter; the feet might bear the 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could pot 
bear themselves without the. verse, and therefore 
stood lamely in the verse. j , 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how 
thy name should be bang’d and carved upon these 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder before yon came; for look here what I 
found on a palm-tree : I was never so be-rhymt-d 
since Pythagoras’ time, that I was an Irish rat, 
which I can hardly remember. , 

Cel. Trow you, who hath donfe this : 

Ros. Is it a man? 

Cel And a chain, fhatyou once wore, about his 
neck : change you colour? 

Ros. I pr’ythee, who? 

Cel. O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet; but mountains may be removed with 
earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it ? 

(Jal Is it possible :? 

Ros. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell rue who it is. 

Cel O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that 
out of all whooping! . 

Ros. Good my complexion! dost thou think, 
though I am caparison’d like a man, I have a doub- 
let and hose in my disposition? One inch of delay 
more is a South-sea-oti discovery. I pr’ythee, tell 
me, who is it? quickly, and speak apace : I would 
thou coukist stammer, that thou.rnight’st pour this 
concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out 
of a narrow-mouth’d bottle ; either too much at 
once, or none at all. I pr’ythee, take the cork out of 
thy mouth, that 1 may drmk thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God’s making? Wl'mt manner of 
man ’? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a 
beard? 

Cel Nay, he bath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man will 
be thankful; let me stay the growth of his beard, 
if thou delay me not the knowledge of his. chin. 

Cel. It is young Oilando; that tripp’d up the 
wrestler’s heels, and your heait, both hum instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak 
sad brow, and true maid. 

Cel ITaith, coz, ’tis he 

Ros. Orlando? 

Cel Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day I what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose? — What did lie, when thou saw’st 
him ? What said he ? How look’d lie ? Wherein 
went he? What makes he here? Did he ask ftu 
me? Where remains he ? How' parted he with thee? 
and when shalt thou see him again ? Answer rue 
one word. 

Cel You must borrow me Garagantua’s mouth 
first: ’tis a word too great for any mouth of this 
age’s size : To say, ay, and no, to these particulars, 
is more than to answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest, 
and in man’s apparel ? Looks he as freshly as be did 
the day he wrestled ? 

Cel It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve 
the propositions of a lover :^but take a taste of my 
finding him, and relish it with a good observance. 
I found him under a tree, like a dropp’d acorn. ^ 

Ros, It may well be call’d Jove’s tree, when if 
drops forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

Cel There lay he, stretch’d along, like a wounded 
knight 
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Rot . Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cel Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I pr’ythee: it 
curvets very unseasonably. He was furnish’d like 
a hunter. ' ■ 

Res. O ominous ! he comes to Rill my heart. 

Cel I would sing my song without a burden : 
thou bring’st me out of tune. 

Ros. Do you not know I am tt woman? when I 
think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 


Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

Cel You bring me out:— Soft ! comes he not hers ? 


Ros. ’Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

( Celia and Rosalind retire.) 


Jaq. I thank you for your company; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl. And so had I ; but yet, for fashion’s sake, I 
thank you too for your society. [can. 

Jaq. God be with you ; let’s meet as little as we 

Orl I do desire we may be better strangers. # 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks, 

Orl I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill -favoured ly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is your love's name? 

Orl Yes, just. 

Jaq. I do not iike her name. 

Orl There was no thought of pleasing you, when 
she was christen’d. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 

Orl Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers : Have you 
not been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, and 
conn’d them out of rings? 

Orl Not so; but 1 answer you right painted 
cloth, from whence you have studied your questions. 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit; I think it was made 
of A talanta’s heels. Will you sit^ down with me ? 
and we two will rail against our mistress the world, 
and all our misery. 

Orl I will chide no breather in the world, but 
myself against whom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl Tis a fault I w ill not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq . By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when 
I found you. 

Orl. He is drown’d in the brook; look but in, 
and you shall see him. 

Jaq . There shall I see mine own figure. 

On. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. 

_ Jaq. I’ll tarry no longer with you : farewell, good 
sigtiior love. 

Orl. I am glad of your departure : adieu, good 
monsieur melancholy. _ [ward. 

Exit Jaques.-— Celia and Rosalind come for- 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him.— 
Do you hear, forester ? 

Orl Very well ; what would you ? 

Ros. 1 pray you, what is’t o’clock ? 

Orl You should ask me, what time o’ day; there’s 
no clock in the forest. 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; 
else sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock. 

Orl And why not the swift foot of time ? had not 
that been as proper? 

Ros. By no means, sir : Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons : I’ll tell you who time 
ambles ..withal* who time trots withal, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal, 

Orl I pr’ythee, who doth he trot withal ? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her marriage, and the day 
it is solemnized : it* the interim be but a se’nnight, 
time’s pace is so hard, that it' seems the length of 
even years. 

Orl Who ambles time withal ?, 


Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rirh 
man that hath not the gout : for the one sleep* 
easily, because he cannot study- ; and the other lives 
merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteful learning; the other 
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury ; These 
time ambles withal. 

Orl Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows : for though he 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
soon there. 

Orl Who stays it still withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 


here in 


„ , , - — upon a petticoat 

Orl Are you native of this place ? 

Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where she 
is kindled. 


Orl Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase in so removed a dwelling. 

Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, 
who was in his youth an iu-land man; one that 
knew courtship loo well, for there he fell in love. 

1 have heard him read many lectures agaiust it; and 
I thank God I am not a woman, to be touch’d with 
so many giddy offences as he hath generally tax’d 
their whole sex withal. 

Orl Can you remember any of the principal evils, 
that he laid to the charge of women ? 

. Ros. There were none principal ; they were all 
like one another, as halfpence are : every one fault 
seeming monstrous, till his fellow fault came to 
match it 

Orl I pry ’thee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No; I will not cast away my physic, but 
on those that are sick. There is a man haunts the 
forest, that abuses our young plants with carving 
Rosalind on their barks; hangs odes upon haw- 
thorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, 
deifying the name of Rosalind : if I could meet 
that fancy-monger, I would give him some good 
counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love- 
upon him. 

Orl I am he that is so love-snaked; I pray you 
tell me your remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle’s marks upon you : 
he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which 
cage of rushes, I am sure, you are not prisoner. 

Orl What were his marks? 

Ros. A lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue 
eye, and sunken ; which you have not: an unques- 
tionable spirit ; which you have not : a beard neg- 
lected j which you have not : — but I pardon you for 
that ; lor, simply, your having in beard is a younger 
brother’s revenue : — Then your hose should be un- 
garter’d, your bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbuti 
ton’d, your shoe untied, and every thing about yon 
demonstrating a careless desolation. But yon are 
no such man ; you are rather point-de-vice in your 
accoutrements ; as loving yourself, than seeming 
the lover of any other. 

# Orl Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve I love. 

Ros. Me believe it? you may as soon make hsr 
that you love believe it; which I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she does : that is one of 
the points, in the which women still give the lie to 
their consciences. But, jin good sooth, are you be 
that bangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosa- i 
lind is so admired ? 

Orl I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are yon so much in love as- your rhymes 
speak? [much. 

Orl Neither rhyme nor reason can express hoi*!. 
Ros. Lbve is merely a madness ; and, i teU-yoi*, 
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deserves as well a dark house and a whip, as mad- 
men do : and the reason why they are not so pu- 
nished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, 
that tiie whippers are in love too : Yet 1 proless 
curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so i 

Ros. Yes, one 5 and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress ; and I set mm 
every day to woo me : at which time would l, 
being but a mooriish youth, grieve, be eftemmate, 
changeable, longing, and liking ; proud, fantastical, 
apish, shallow, inconstant, full ol tears, full oi 
smiles; tor every passion something, and lor no 
passion truly any thing, as boys and women are tor 
the most part cattle oi this colour : would now like 
him, now loath him; then entertain him, then for- 
swear him; now weep for him, then spit at him; 
that l drave my suitor from his mad humour oi love, 
to a living humour of madness ; which was, to for- 
swear tne full stream of the world, and to live in a 
nook merely monastic : And thus I cured him; 
and this way will I take upon me to wash your liver 
as clean as a sound sheep’s heart, that there shall 
not be one spot of love in't. 

Orl. I would not be cured, youth. 

Ros. I would cure you, if you would but call me 
Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and woo 
nie . [me where it is. 

Orl . Now, by the faith of my love, l will; tell 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I’ll show it you; and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest 
you live : Will you go? 

Orl. VVith all my heart, good youth. 

Ros . Nay, you must call me Rosalind: — Come, 
sister, will you go ? [Exeunt. 

Scene III. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey; Jaques at a 
distance observing them. 

Touch. Come apace, goad Audrey; 1 will fetch 
up your goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? am I 
the man yet? Doth my simple feature content you? 

Aud. Your features! Lord warrant us! what 
features? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the 
Goths. 

Jaq . 0 knowledge ill-inhabited 1 worse than Jove 
in a thatch'd house! (Aside.) 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man’s good wit seconded with the for- 
ward child, understanding, it strikes a man more 
dead than a great reckoning in a little room : — 
Truly, 1 would the gods had made thee poetical. 

Aud. I do not know what poetical is : Is it 
honest in deed and word? Is it a true thing? 

Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry is the 
most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and 
what they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, 
they do teign. 

Aud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

Touch, i do, truly: for thou swear’st to me, thou 
art honest; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
iaouie hope thou didst feign. 

Aud. Would you not nave me honest? 

Touch. No truly, un ess thou wert hard- favour’d ; 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a 
•auce to sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool! (Aside.) 

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore 1 pray 
the gods make me honest! ' v 

* Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a 
foul slut, were to put good meat into an unclean dish, 

Aud. I am not a slut, though 1 thank the gods 1 
aim toul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness ! 
•luttishues* may come hereafter. But be it as it 
may be, I will marry thee : and to that end, l have 
been with Sir Oliver Mar-text, tne vicar of the next 


Village i who hath promised to meet me in this plaw 
of the forest, and to couple us. 

Jaq . I would thin see this meeting. (Aside.) 
Aud. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, il he were of a fear 
ful heart, stagger in his attempt; ior here we have 
no temple but the wood, no assembly but horn- 
beasts. But what though ? Courage ! As horns are 
odious, they are necessary. It is said, Many a 
man knows no end ol his goods: right: many a 
man has good horns, and knows no end ol them. 
Well, that is the dowry of his wue ; tis none o t his 

own getting. Horns? Even so: — -1 oor men 

alone v No, no ; the noblest deer hath them as 

huge as the rascal. Is the single man there Jure 
blessed ? No : as a wall’d town is more worthier 
than a village, so is the forehead of a married man 
more honourable than the bare brow ol a bachelor : 
and by how much defence is better than no skill, by 
so much is a horn more precious than to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar -text. 

Here comes sir Oliver : Sir Oliver Mar text, you are 
well met; Will you despatch us here under this 
tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel l 
Sir OU. Is there none here to give the woman'? 
Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man. _ 

Sir OU. Truly she must be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. 

Jaq . (Discovering himself.) Proceed, proceed ; 
I’ll give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master What ye call t : 
How da you, sir? You are very well met. Gud’ild 
you for your last company : I am very glad to see 
you: — Even a toy in hand here, sir:— Nay, pray 
be cover’d. 

Jaq. Will yon be married, motley ? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse hit 
curb, and tiie faulcon her bells, so man hath his de- 
sires ; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be 
nibbling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar ? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest, that can tell you 
what marriage is: this fellow will but join you to- 
gether as they join wainscot ; then one of you will 
prove a shrunk panne l, and, like green timber, warp, 

r Fouch. I am not in the mind but I were better 
to be married of him than of another: for he is not 
like to marry me well ; and not being well married, 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave 
uiy wile. (Aside.) 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 
Touch. Come, sweet Audrey ; 

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry* 
Farewell, good master Oliver 1 

Not — 0 sweet Oliver, 

O brave Oliver, 

Leave me not belli’ thee; 

But— Wind away. 

Begone, I say, 

I will not to wedding wi’ thee. 

[Exeunt Jaques, Touchstone, and Audrey. 

Sir Oli. ’Tis no matter: ne’er a fantastical knave 
of them all shall flout me out of my calling. [JE* it. 

Scene IV . — The same . Before a cottage. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros. Never talk to me, I will weep 
Cel. Do, I pr’ythee; but yet have the grace to 
consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Ros . But have I not cause to weep? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire; theie- 
fore weep. 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 
Cel. Something browner than J udus s ; marry, hi* 
kisses are Judas’s own children. 

Ros. Ffaith, his hair is of a good colour. 
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Cel An excellent colour: your chesntit was ever 
Ihe only colour. 

Ros. And in's kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread. 

Cel He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana : 
a nun of winter’s sisterhood kisses not more reli- 
giously; the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Mas. But why did he swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not? 

Cel Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think sot 

Cel. Yes: I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a 
horse-stealer; but for his verity in love, i do think 
him as concave as a cover’d goblet, or a worm-eaten 
.nut 

Ros. Not true in love? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I think he is got in. I 
Ros. Yon have heard him swear downright, he j 
was. ! 

Cel Was is not is : besides, the oath of a lover | 
is no stronger than the word of a tapster; they are : 
both the confirmers of false reckonings. He attends 
here in the forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much 

f uestion with him : he asked me, of what parentage 
was ? I told him, of as good as he ; so he laugh’d, 
and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when 
there is such a man as Orlando ? 

Cel. O, that’s a brave man! he writes brave 
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, 
and breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart 
the heart of his lover; as a puny filter, that spurs his 
horse hut on one side, .breaks his staff like a noble 
goose : but all’s brave, that youth mounts, and folly 
guides : — Who comes here ? 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft inquired 
After the shepherd, that complain’d of love; 

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf, 

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess. 

That was his mistress. 

Cel Well, and what of him? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d. 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 

Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, * 

If von will mark it. 

Eos. O come, let us remove ; 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love * 

Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say 

I’ll prove a busy actor in their play. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Another part of the Forest. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

SU. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not, 
Phebe : | 

Say , that you love me not ; but say not so j 

In bitterness *. The common executioner, 

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes 
hard, 

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, I 

But first begs pardon ; Will you sterner be 
Tuan he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, at a distance. 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner ; 

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 

Thou tell’st me, there is murder in mine eye: 

’Tis pretty, sure, and very probable, 

That eyes, — that are the frail’st and softest things. 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,^ 

Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill 
thee; 

Now counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down ; 

Or, if thou can’st not, O, for shame, for shame. 

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee : 1 

•cratch thee but with a pin, and there remains j 


Some scar of it ; lean bnt upon a rush, 

The cicatrice and capable mipressure ... _ 

Thy palm some moment keeps : but now 
Which 1 have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 

N< r, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That. can do hurt. 

Sil. O dear Phebe, 

If ever, (as that ever may be near,) 

You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy. 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible, 

That love’s keen arrows make. 

Phe. But, till that time. 

Come not thou near me : and when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 

As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, I pray you? {Advancing.) Who 
might be your rnouier. 

That you insult, exult, arid ail at once, 

Over the wretched ? What though you have more 
beauty, 

(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 

Why, what means this f Why do you look on me? 
I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature’s sale- work Od*s my little life ! 

I think, she means to tangle my eyes too : 

No, ’faith, proud mistress, hope not aler » 

’Tis not your inky brows, your black-silk hair, 

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. — 

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 

Y on are a thousand times a properer man, 

Than she a woman ; ’Tis such fools as yon, 

That make the world full of ill-favour’d children : 
’Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her: 

And out of you she sees herself more proper. 

Than any other lineaments can show her. — 

But, mistress, know yourself ; down on your knee% 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love : 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 

Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets ; 

Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer ; 

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 

So, take her to thee, shepherd ; — lare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year to- 
gether ; 

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Ros. He’s fallen in love with her foulness, and 
she’ll fall in love with my anger : if it be so, as fast 
as she answers tiiee with frowning looks, I’ll sauce 
her with bitter words. — Why look you so upon me ? 
Phe. For no ill will I bear you. 

Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me. 

For I am falser than vows made in wine : 

Besides, I like you not : if you will know my house 
’Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by 
Will you go, sister? — Shepherd, ply her hard : 
Come, sister. — Shepherdess, look on him better. 
And be not proud : though all the world could see 
None could be so abus’d in sight as he. 

Come, to our flock. 

[Exeunt Rosalind , Celia, and Corin. 
Phe. Dear shepherd ! now I find thy saw of 
might; 

Who ever lov'd,- that lov'd not at first eight ? 

Sit. Sweet Phebe, — 

Phe. Ha! what say’st thou, Silt ins? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Sil vim. 
Sil Wherever sorrow is, relief would be ; 

If you do sorrow at my grief in We, 

By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermined. 

Phe. Thou hast my love; is not that neighbourly? 
Sil l would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousness. 

Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ; 

And yet it is apt, that I bear thee lo : w % 
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But since that tnon canst talk of love so well, 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 

V will endure ; and I’ll employ thee too : 

Bui. ilo not look for further recompense, 

Than thine own gladness that, thou art, employ a. 

Sil. So holy, and so perfect is my love, 

And I in such a poverty of grace, 

That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 
A. scatter’d smile, and that Til live upon. - 
Phe. Know’st thou the youth that spoke ti> me 
ere while? . 

8il. Not very well, but I have met him oft; 

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds, 

That the old carlot once was master of. 

Phe. Think not Hove him, though I ask for him; 
Tis but a peevish boy yet he talks well 
But what care I for words i yet words do well. 

When he, that speaks them, pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth:— not very pretty:—* 

But, sure, he’s proud; and yet his pride becomes 
him : . 

Tie’ll make a proper man : The best thing m him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Bid make offence, his eye did heal it up. 

He is not tall ; yet for his years he’s tall 
His leg iSjjbut so so; and yet ’tis well : 

There was a pretty redness in his lip ; 

A little riper and more lusty red . „ 

Than that mix’d in his cheek; ’twas just the dif- 
ference . 

Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 

There be some women, Silvias, had they markd 
him 

In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part, 

I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him : 

For what had he to do to chide at me ? t 

He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me : 

I marvel, why I answer’d not again : 

But that’s all one ; omittance is no quittance. 

I’ll write to him a very taunting letter. 

And thou shalt bear it ; Wilt thou, Sil vius ? 

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart 
Phe. ■ I’ll write it straight ; 

The matter's in my head, and in my heart : 

I will be bitter with him, and passing short : 

Go with me, Silvias. [ Exeunt . 

ACT IV. 

Scene 1.— The same . 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaques. 

Jaq. I pr’ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acunain tea with thee. 

Ros. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so ; I do love it better than laughing. 
Ros. Those that are in extremity of either, are 
abominable fellows ; and betray themselves to every 
modern censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, ’tis good to be sad and say nothing, 
Ros. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, 
which is emulation; nor the musician’s, which is 
fantastical ; nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor 
the soldier’s, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer’s, 
which is politic; nor the lady’s, which is nice ; nor 
the lover’s, which is all these : but it is a melancholy 
of mine own, compounded of many simples, extracted 
from many objects ; and, indeed, the sundry con- 
templation of my travels in which my often rumin- 
ation wraps me, is a most humorous sadness. 

Bos. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great 
reason to> be sad : I fear, you have sold your own 
lands, to see other men’s ; then, to have seen much, 
and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
hands. 

Yes, I have gained my experience. 


Enter Orlando. 

Ros. And your experience makes yon sad I hm 
rather have a fool to make me merry, than expe- 
rience to make me sad : and to travel for it too. 

Orl Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind . # 
Jaq. Nay then, God be wi’ you, an you talk m 
blank verse. . T S^xit. 

Ros . Farewell, monsieur traveller : Look you 
lisp, and wear strange suits; disable all the bene- 
fits of your own country ; be out of love with your 
nativity, and almost chide God for making you that 
countenance you are ; or I will scarce think von have 
swam in a gondola.-AVhy, how now, Orlando 
where have you been all this while / \ ou a lover ( 
—An you serve nie such another tricky never come 

m OrL%y to Rosalind, I come within an hour of 

my promise. . . , 0 IT ,, . 

Jios. Break a» hour s promise in love r lie that 
will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and 
break but a part of the thousandth part of a minute 
in the affairs of love, it may be said of him, that 
C«pid hath clapp’d him o’ the shoulder, but I warrant 
him heart-whole. 

Orl Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an yon be so tardy, come no more iti 
my sight : I had as lief be woo’d of a snail. 

Orl Of a snail ? ■ 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, 
he carries his house on his head ; a better jointure, 

I think, than you can make a woman : besides, he 
brings bis destiny with him. 

Orl What’s that? A 

Ros. Why, horns ; which such as you are fain to 
be beholden to your wives for : but he comes 
armed in his fortune, and prevents the slander of t : is 
wife. (virtuous. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind is 
Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better leer than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am 1 % 
a holiday humour, and like enough to consent 
What would you say to me now, an I were ycuT 
very Rosalind ? . • 

Orl I would kiss, before I spoke. _ 

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first ; and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, yi u might 
take occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when 
they are out, they will spit ; and lor lovers, lacking 
(God warn us !) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 
Orl How if the kiss be denied? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. [mistress ? 

Orl Who could be out, being before his beloved 
Ros. Marry, that should yon, if I were your 
mistress ; or I should think my honesty ranker than 
my wit. 

Orl What, of my suit? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your 
suit. Am not 1 your Rosalind ? 

Orl I take some joy to say you are, because I 
would be talking of her. t lyou. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say, I will not have 
Orl Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The noor world 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this time 
there was not any man died in his own person, vide- 
licet, in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed 
out with a Grecian club : yet he did what he could 
to die before ; and he is one of the patterns of iovw 
Leander, he would have lived many a fair year 
though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for 
a hot midsummer night : for, good youth, he went 
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and, 
being taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and the 
foolish chroniclers of that age found it was — Hero 
of Sestas, But these are all lies; men have died 
from time to time, and worms have eaten them, bn! 

• ■ not for love. 
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Orl l would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind; for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 

Rds. By this hand, it will not kill h fly: But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
coming-on disposition; and ask me what you will, 
will grant it 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, 
Orl. And wilt thou have me ? land all. 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say's* thou? 

Ros. Are you not good ? 

Orl. I hope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a good 
thing ?— Come, sister, you shall be tiie prie.st, and 
marry us.— Give me your hand, Orlando : — What do 
you say, sister ? 

Orl. Fray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, Will you, Orlando,— 

CY/. Go to : Will you, Orlando, have to wife 

OrL I will. [this Rosalind : 

Ros. Ay, but when ? 

Orl. Wliy now ; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then yon must say, — l take thee , Rosalind , 
for wife. 

Orl, l take thee, Rosalind, for wife. > 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; but, 
—1 do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : There 
a girl goes before the priest: and, certainly, a 
woman's thought runs before her actions. 

Orl. So do ail thoughts : they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have her, 
after you ha\e possessed her. 

0/7. Forever, and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever: No, no, Or- 
lando; men are April when they woo, December 
when they wed; maids are May wiien they are 
maids, hut the sky changes when they are wives. I 
will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock- 
pigeon over Ins hen; more clamorous than a parrot 
against rain ; more new-fangled than an ape ; more 
giddy in my desires than a monkey < l will weep 
lor nothing," like Diana in the fountain, and I will 
ilo that wiien you are disposed to be merry ; I will 
laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art inclined 
to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so? 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. O. but she is wise. 

Ros. Ur else she could not have the wit to do 
this : the wiser, the >vny warder : Make the doors 
upon a woman’s wit, and it will out at the casement ; 
shut that, and ’twill out at the key-hole ; stop that. 
Twill fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man, that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say,- — Wit, whither , wilt! 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till 
yon met your wife’s wit going to your neighbour’s 
bed. . [that? 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse 
Ros . Marry , to say,**-she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless 
' you take her without her tongue. O, that woman 
that cannot make her fault her husband's occasion, 
let her never nurse her child herself, for she will 
breed it like a fool. # (thee. 

Orl For these two hours, Rosalind, I 'will leave 
Ros. Alas, dear love, l cannot lack thee two hours. 
Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner; by two 
o’clock i will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways I knew 
what you would prove ; my triends told me as much, 
and 1 thought no less; — that flattering tongue of* 
yours won me ; — ’tis but one cast away, and so,— 
come, death. — Two o’clock is your hour*? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros By my troth, and in good earnest, and o 
God mend me, and by ail pretty oatus, that are not 
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise. 


or come one minute behind your hour, I will think 
you the most pathetical break-promise, and the most 
hollow lovtr, and the most unworthy of her yon call 
Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the gross band 
of the unfaithful : therefore, beware my censure, and 
keep vour* promise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than if thou we rt in- 
deed my Rosalind : so, adieu. 

Ros. Weil, time is the old justice, that examines 
all such offenders, and let time try ; Adieu! 

[Exit Orlando. 

Cel. You have simply misus’d our sex in your 
love-prate : we must have your doublet and hose 
plucked over your head, and shew the world what 
the bird hath done to her own nest. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little cos, that 
thou didst know how many fathom deep I am in 
•love ! But it cannot be sounded ; my affection hath 
I an unknown bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomless; that as fast as you 
pour affection in, it runs out. 

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, 
that was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and 
born of madness ; that blind rascally boy, that abuses 
every one’s eyes, because his own are out, let him 
be judge, how deep I am in love : — I'il tell thee, 
Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando *. I’ll 
go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

Cel. And I’ll sleep. [ Exeunt . 

Scene II. — Another part of the Forest. 
Enter Jaques and Lords, in the habit of Foresters. 

Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer? 

1 Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let’s present him to the duke, like a Roman 
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer's 
horns upon his head, far a branch of victory •— Have 
you no song, forester, for this purpose ? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it; ’tis no matter how it be in tune, so 
it make noise enough. t 

SONG. 

1. What shall he have that kill'd the deer? 

2. His leather skin and horns to wear. 

1. Then sing him home : 

Take thou no scorn , to Wear ike horn ; I The rest 

It teas a crest, ere thou toast born, f shall bear 

1. Thy father s father wore it; | this bur- 

2. And thy father bore it : ) den. 

All* The horn , the horn, the lusty horn, 

Is not a thirty to laugh to scorn. 

Scene III. — The Forest. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros. How say you now ? Is it not past two 
o’clock ? And here much Orlando ! 

Cel. I warrant yon, with pure love, and troubled 
brain, lie hath ta’en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth — to sleep : — Look, who comes here. 


Enter Silvius. 

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth ; — 

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this : 

(Giving a letter.) 

I know not the contents ; but, as 1 guess. 

By the stern brow and waspish action 
Which she did use as sh* was writing of it, 

It bears an angry temmr . pad »n me, 

I am but as a gu.ltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter. 
And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all ; 

She says l am not fair; that; I lack manners, [me 
She cal is me proud; and, that she could not love 
| Were man as rare as phoenix ; Od’s my will i t 
i Her love is not the hare that I do hunt ; 
j Why writes she ad to mid? — Well, shepherd 
This is a letter of your own device. 

I Sil. No, f protest, I know not the coute.n 4 *, - 
! Phebe did write it 
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Hog. Come, come, you are a fool, 

And turn fl into the extremity ol love. 

I saw her nand : she has a leathern nano _ 

A freestone- colour d hand ; I verily did think, 

That her old gloves were on, but tvvas her hands; 
She has a huswife’s hand ; but that’s no matter : 

1 say, she never did invent this, letter ; 

This* is a man’s invention, and his hand. 

Sil. Sure, it is hers. 

Ros. Why, ’tis a boisterous and cruel style, 

A style for challengers; why, she defies me, 

Like Turk to Christian: woman’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant rude invention. 

Such Ethiop words, blacker iu their effect 
Than in their countenance :— Will you hear the 
letter? 

Sit. So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. [writes. 
Res. She Phebes me : Mark how the tyrant* 
Art thou god to shepherd turn'd, [Reads.) 
That a maiden's heart hath burn' d ? 

Can a woman rail thus ? 

Sil. Call you this railing? 

Ros. Why , thy godhead laid apart , 

Warr'st thou with a ivomans heart ? 

Did you ever hear such railing? — 

Whiles the eye of man did ivoo me, 

That could do no vengeance to me . — 
Meaning me a beast..— 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine 
Hack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect ? 

Whiles you chid me, 1 did love ; 

How then might your prayers move ? 

He, that brings this love to thee , 

Little knows this love in me : 

And by him seal up thy mind ; . 

Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that 1 can make; 

Or else by him my love deny, 

And then Til study hoio to die. 

Sil Call you this chiding ? 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd ! 

Ros. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity. — 
Wilt thou love such a woman? — What, to make 
thee an instrument, and play false strains upon thee ! 
not to be endured ;— Well, go your way to her, (for 
I see, love hath made thee a tame snake,) and say 
this to her That if she' love me, I charge her to 
love thee : if she will not, I will never have her, 
unless thou entreat for her.— If you be a true lover, 
hence, and not a word ; for here comes more com- 
pany. [Exit Silmus. 

Enter Oliver. 

OH. Good morrow, fair ones. Pray you, if you 
know 

Where, in <he purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep cote, fenc’d about with olive-trees? 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom, 

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream. 

Left on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself. 

There’s none within. 

OH. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 

Then I should know you by description 
Such garments, and such years: The boy is fair , 

Of female favour, and bestows himself 
Lite a ripe sister : but the woman tow , 

And browner than her brother. A re not you 
The owper of the bouse I did inquire for ? 

Vet II is no boast, being ask'd, to say, we ate. 
Q/*.. Orlando doth commend him to you both; 
And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, 

He sends this bloody napkin : Are you he ? 

Ros. I am : what must we understand by this ? 


Olt. Some of my shame ; if you will know o&*e 
What man T am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain’d. 

Cel, 1 pray you, tell it 

OIL When last the young Orlando'pai ted from 
He left a promise to return again [you, 

Within an hour ; and pacing through the West, 
Chewing the food of sweet arid bitter fancy, 

Lo, what -befell he threw his eye aside, 

And, mark, what object did present itself i 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d With age 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, t # 

A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his back : about his ru ck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath’d itself, 

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach’^ 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself. 

And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush’s shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 

Lay couching, head onground, with cat-like watch. 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for ’tis 
The royal disposition of that beast, 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 

This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 

And found it was his brother, his eider brother. 

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same 
brother ; 

And he did render him the most unnatural, 

That lived ’mongst men. 

OIL And well he might so do 

For well I know he was unnatural 

Ros. But, to Orlando ; — Did he leave him there. 
Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness? 

OIL Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d so: 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 

And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 

Made him give battle to the lioness, 

Who quickly fell before hiin ; in which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awak’d. 

Cel. Are you his brother? 

Ros. Was it yon he rescued? 

CeL Was’t you, that did so oft contrive to kill 
him ? 

OH. ’Tvvas I ; but ’tis not I: I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros. But, for the bloody napkin ? — 

OIL By and by. 

When from the first to last, betwixt us two, 

Tears our recoimtments had most kindly bath’d, 

As, how I came into that desert place; 

In brief, he I d me to the gentle duke. 

Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother’s love ; 

Who led me instantly unto his cave, 

There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 

Which all this while had bled ; arid now he fainted. 
And cry’d, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, 1 recover’d him ; bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart. 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise, and to give this napkin. 

Dyed in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany- 
mede ? [Rosalind faints.) 

OIL Many wall swoon when they do look on blood 

Cel. There is more in it: — cousin— Ganymede ! 

OIL Look, he recovers. 

Ros. I would, I were at home. 

Cel. We’ll lead you thither: — 

’ I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

Oh. Be of good cheer, youth: — You a man?— 
You lack a man’s heart. 

Ros. I do so, l confess it. - Ah, sir, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited : 1 pray vou. Ml 
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ycHQir brother how well I counterfeited. — Heigh 
no)— 

OIL This was not counterfeit ; there is too great 
testimony in your complexion, that it was a passion 
of earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit. I assure you. 

OH. We|l .then,' take a good heart, and counter- 
feit to be a man. 

Ros. So I do: but i’ faith, £ should have been a 
woman by right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you, 
draw homewards ; — Good sir, go with us. 

OIL That will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something: but, I pray you, 
compiend my counterfeiting to him: — Will you go? 

[Exeunt. \ 

ACT Y. 

Scene. X.—Tke same . 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

Aud. ’Faith, the priest was good enough, for all 
the old gentleman’s saying. 

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Mar text. Rut, Audrey , there is a youth here 
in the forest lays claim to you* 

Aud. Ay, I know who ’tis ; he hath no- interest in 
me in the world: here comes the man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown. 
By my troth, we that have good wits, have much to 
answer for ; we shall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good even, William. 

Will. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend : cover thy 
head, cover thy head: nay, prithee, be covered. 
How old are you, friend? 

Will. Five aud twenty, sir. 

Touch . A ripe age : is thy name William ? 

Will . William, sir. ^ (here ? 

Touch. A fair name : Wast born i’ the forest 

Will. Ay. sir, 1 thank God. 

Touch. Thank Goof;— a good answer: art rich? 

Will. ’Faith, sir, so so. 

Touch. So. so, is good, very good, very excelle t 
good : — and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thru 

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. (wise? 

Touch. Why, thou say’st well. ^ I do now re- 
member a saying ; The fool doth think he is wise, 
but the wise man knows himself to be a fool. The 
heathen philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a 
grape, would open his lips when he put it into his 
mouth; meaning thereby, that grapes were made to 
eat, and lips to open. You do love this maid ? 

Will. I do, sir. 

Touch . Give me your hand : art thou learned ? 

Will. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me: to have, is to 
have; for it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, being 
poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one 
doth empty the other: for all your writers do con- 
sent, that ipse is he , now, you are not ipse, fori am 

Pr ill. Which he, sir? . [he. 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman: 
therefore, you clown, abandon,— which is in the 
vulgar leave,— the society, — which in the boorish 
is, company,— of this female, — which in the com- 
mon is, woman, — which together is, abandon the 
-•ciety of this female ; or, clown, thou perishest ; or, 
thy better understanding, diest; to wit, I kill 
thee, make thee away, translate thy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage : I will deal in poison with 
thee, ft in bastinado, or in steel : I will bandy with 
thee l faction; T will o ! er-run thee with policy ; I 
will k;ti thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore 
tremble, and depart. 


I 


isa 

And. Do, good William. 

Will. God rest you merry, sir. [ Exit. 

Enter CORIN. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek jc u ; come, 
away, away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ; — I attend, 

I attend. ‘ [Exeunt 

Scene II.— The same . 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orl. Is’t possible, that on so little acquaintance 
you should like her? that, but seeing, you should 
love her? and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she should 
grant? and will you perseyer to enjoy her? 

OIL Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my 
sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but 
say with me, I love Aliena; say with her, that she 
loves me: consent with both, that we may enjoy 
each other: it shall be to your good ; for my 
father’s house, and all the revenue that was old sir 
Rowland’s, will I estate upon you, and here live 
and die a shepherd. 

Enter Rosalind. 

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding 
be to morrow; thither will I invite the d tike, and 
all his contented followers: go you, and ptepare 
Aliena ; for, look yon, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

OIL And you, fair sister. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
see thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Orl. It is my arm, 

Ros. I thought, thy heart had been wounded 
with the claws of a lion 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how l counter- 
feited to swoon, when he show’d me your hand- 
kerchief? 

Or/. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are : — Nay, Tis true, 
there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and Caesar’s thrasonical brag of —I 
came, saw, and overcame : For your brother and 
my sister no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner 
looked, but they loved; no sooner loved, but they 
sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they asked one ano- 
ther the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, but 
they sought the remedy : and in these degrees have 
they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which they 
will climb incontinent, or else be incontinent before 
marriage : they are in the very wrath of love, and 
they will together ; clubs cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptials. But, O, how bittern 
thing it is to look into happiness through another 
man’s eyes! By so much the more shall I to-mor- 
row be at the height of heart-heaviness, bv how 
much I shall think my brother happy, in having 
what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve you» 
turn for Rosalind? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know of me then, (for now I speak to* 
some purpose,) that i know you are a gentleman, 
of good conceit; I speak not this, that you should* 
bear a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, 1* 

| say, I know you are; neitnei do I labour for a 
greater esteem than may in some little measure 
I draw a belief from you to do yourself good, and 
not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that 
I can do strange things: I have^ since I was three 
years old, conversed with a magician, most profound 
in his art, and yet not damnable. If you do love 
Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries it 
out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall yon 
marry her* I know into what straits of fortune 
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she is driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it 
appear not inconvenient to you, to set her before 
your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and without 
any danger. . 

Orl. Speakest thou m sober meanings f 

Ros. By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, 
though I say I am a magician : therefore, put you 
in your best array, bid your friends; tor it you will 
be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Kosalmd, 
if you will. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Look, here conies a lover of mine, and a lover of hers. 

Phft Youth, you have done tne much ungentleness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Ron [ care not if I have : it is my study, 

To sea i despiteful and ungentle to you : 

You ai 5 there follow'd by a faithful shepherd ; 

Look i pon him, love him ; he worships you. 

j Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what tis to 
love. 

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears 
And so am I for Thebe. 

Phe. And l for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service;— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And l for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. U is to be all made of fantasy, 

All made of passion, and all made oi wishes; 

All adoration, duty and observance, 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience. 

All purity, all tria., ail observance;— 

And so am I for Pnebe. 

Phe. And so am i for Ganymede. 

Orl. And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe . If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you ? (To Rosalind.) 

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? (To Phebe.) 

Orl. If this be so, why blame you me to love you V 

Ros. W ho do you speak to, why blame you me 
to love you 1 

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this! ’tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves against the moon.— I will 
help you, (to Silvius) if 1 can:— I would love you, 
(to Phebe ) if I could.— To-morrow meet ine all to- 
gether.— i will marry you, (to Phebe ) if ever I 
marry woman, and i’ll be married to morrow:— I 
will satisfy you, (to Orlando) if ever I satisfied 
man, and you shall be married to-morrow: — I will 
content you, (to Silvius) if what pleases you con- 
tents you, and you shall be married to morrow.— 
As you (fo Orlando) love Rosalind, meet; — as you 
[to Silvius) love Pnebe, meet; — and as 1 love no 
woman, III meet. — So, fare you well; I have left 
you commands. 

Sil. I’ll not fail, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Orl. Nor I. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III.— The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; 
to-morrow will we be married. 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart : and I hope 
It is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of 
the world. Here comes two of the banished duke’s 
Images. 

Enter two Pages. 

I Poge. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met : Come, sit, sit. 
Mid a song. 


2 Page. We are for you : sit i’ the middle. # 

1 Page. Shall we clap into t roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse ; winch 

are the only prologues to a bad voice ? . 

2 Page . ITaith, i’faith; and both in a tune, like 
two gipsies on a horse. 

SONG 

I. 

It was a t over , and his fas*. 

With a hey , and a ho, and a hey nomno. 
That o'er the <jreen corn field did pass. 

In the spring time , the only pretty rank time , 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding , ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 


Between the acres of the rye, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nomno, 
These pretty countryfolks would lie. 

In spring time , $'<■’* 

III. 

This carol they began that hour, t 

With a hey, aud a ho, and a hey nomno, 
Hoiv that a //> was but ajlvwer 
In spring time , §>'c. 

, , ; iv. 

And therefore take the present time. 

With a hey, ami a ho, and a hey nomno; 
For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring lime, Q'c. 

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there 
was no greater matter in the ditty, yet the note was 
very untuneable. . 

1 Page. You are deceived, sir; wo kept time, 
we lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes; I count it but time lost 
to hear such a foolish song. God be with you ; and 
God mend your voices ! Come, Audrey. [Exeunt 

Scene IV. — Another Part of the Forest • 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens. Jaques, Orlando, 
Oliver, aud Celia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
can do all this that he hath promised? 

Orl. I sometimes do believ e, and sometimes do not; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear* 
Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is 
urged : 

You say, if I bring in your Rosalind (To the. Duke.) 
Yon will bestow heron Orlando here? 

Duke S. That would J, had i kingdoms to give 
with her. 

Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I 
bring her? (To Orlando.) 

Orl. That would I, were l of all kingdoms king. 
Ros. You say, you’ll marry me, if I be willing ? 

(To Phebe.) 

Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me. 

You’ll give yourself to this most faithiul shepherd ? 
Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that you’ll have Phebe, if she 
will? (To Silvius.) 

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. {even. 

Ros. I have promis’d to make all this matter 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 
daughter* — 

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry wae; 

Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you’ll marry her. 

If she refuse me : — and from hence I go, 

To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celdai, 
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Duke 8. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of tny daughter’s favour. 

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 

But, my good lord, this boy is forest-horn ; 

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 

Whom he reports to be a great magician, 

Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes 
a pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are 
called fools. 

Touch Salutation and greeting to you all I 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome: This is 
tlie motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often 
met in the forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears. 

Touch If any man doubt that, let him put me to 
tny purgation. I have trod a measure; I have flat- 
tered a lady ; I have been politic with my friend, 
smooth with mine enemy; I have undone three 
tutors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to have 
fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up? 

Touch 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was 
uj on the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause?— Good my lord, like 

Duke S. I like him very well. __ [this fellow. 

Touch God'iid you, sir; I desire you of the like. 

press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country 
copulatives, to swear, and to forswear; according 
as marriage binds, and blood breaks:— -A poor 
virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own; 
a poor humour of mine, sir, to take that, that no man 
else will : rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in 
a pa yr house; as your pearl, in your foul oyster. 

D\ike. S. By my faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. , 

Touch According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and such 
dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause ; how did you find 
the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch Upon a lie seven times removed Bear 
your body more seeming, Audrey : — as thus, sir. I 
did dislike the cut of a certain courtier’s beard ; he 
sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut well, 
he was in the mind it was : This is called the Re- 
tort courteous. I f I sent him word again, it was not 
well cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please 
himself : This is called the Quip modest. If again, 
it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : This 
is call’d the Reply churlish If again, it was not 
well cut, he would answer, I spake not true : This 
is call’d the Reproqf valiant. If again, it was not 
well cut, he would say, I lie. This is call'd the 
Countercheck quarrelsome : and so to the Lie cir- 
cumstantial, and' the Lie direct. [well cut? 

Jaq. And how oft didyou say, his beard was not 

Touch I durst go no further than the Lie circum- 
stantial , nor he durst not give me the Lie direct; 
and so we measured swords, and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees 
of the lie ? 

Touch O, sir, we quarrel in print, by the book; 
as yon have books I’or good manners : I will name you 
the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous ; the 
second, the Quip modest ; the third, the Reply 
churlish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, 
the Countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixth, the Lie 
with circumstance ; the seventh, the Lie direct. All 
these you may avoid, but the lie direct; and you 
may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when seven 
justices could not take up a quarrel; but when the 
parties were met themselves, one of them thought 
but of an If as. If you said so, then I said so; 
And they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your 

is the only peace-maker; much virtue in If. 


Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he’s at 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking horse, 
and under presentation of that, he shoots his wit* 

Enter Hymen, leading Rosalind in woman'* 
clothes; and Celia. 

Still Music. 

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven , 

When earthly things inade even, 

Atone together. 

Good duke , receive thy daughter. 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yea , brought her hither ; 

Tha t tliou might 'st join her hand with hit, 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 

Ros. To you I give myself, for I am vours. 

[to Duke 

To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

{To Orlando.) 

Duke S. It there be truth in sight, you are my 
_ . r , . daughter. [find. 

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosa- 
ce. If sight and shape be true, 

Why then, — my love, adieu I 
Ros . I’ll have no father, if you be not be : — 

{To Duke S.) 

I’ll have no husband, if yon be not he ■ 

{To Orlando.) 

Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. (To Phebe .) 
Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion : 

’Tis I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events 1 
Here’s eight that must take hands. 

To join in Hymen’s bands. 

It truth holds true contents. 

You and you no cross shall part * 

{To Orlando and Rosalind) 

You and you are heart in heart : 

x To Oliver and Celia, 
You {To Phebe) to his love must accord. 

Or have a woman to your lord 
You and you are sure together, 

[To Touchstone and Audrey .) 
As the winter to foul weather. 

Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 

Feed yourselves with questioning ; 

That reason wonder may diminish, 

How thus we met, and these things finish. 

SONG. 

Wedding is oreat Juno's cronm ; 

0 blessed bond of hoard and bed ! 

1 Tis Hymen peoples every town ; 

, High wedlock then be honoured ! 
Honour, high honour and renown, 

To Hymen, god of every toivn! 

Duke S. O, my dear niece, welcome thou art to 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree, [me; 

Phe. I will not eat my word : now thou art mine; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

{To Silviut.) 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience fora word of 
I am the second son of old sir Rowland, [two; 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly: — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest. 
Address’d a mighty power; which were on foot. 

In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here,, and put him to the sword : 

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where, meeting \vith «n old religious man. 

After some question with him. was converted 
Both from his enterprize and from the world j 
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Hit crown bequeathing to his banish <1 brother, 

And all their lands restor’d to them again 
That were with him exild : This to be true, 

1 Cuke 'S* my llfe Welcome, young man; 
fru n ,, nrtpr’ct fairly to thy brothers* wedding : 

laff withheld ; and to the other, 

A land itself at large, a potent dnkedoni. 

First, in this forest, let us do those ends, . 

That here were well begun, and well beg . 

And after, every of this happy number. 

That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with us. 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the measure ol their states. 

Meantime, forget this new-tall n dignity. 

And fail into our rustic revelry 

Play music and you brides and bridegrooms all, 

With measure heap’d in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience j if I heard you rightly, 
The duke hath put on a religious life. 

And thrown into neglect the pompous court . 

Jaq de B, He hath. ... 

Jaq . To him will I : out of these converges 
There is much matter to be heard and learn d.— 
You to your former honour I bequeath ^ ^ 

Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it:— 
You (1 to Orlando) to a love that your true faith doth 

nie rit : lallies : 

You {to Oliver ) to your land, and love, and great 
Yon (to Sitvms) U> a long and wel Reserved bed.— 
And you {to Touchstone ) to wrangling ; for thy loving 
voyage [sures; 

It but foi two months victaail’d : — So to your lea- 


I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay 
Jaq. To see no pastime, I : — what you would nave 
I’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave . &xit . 

Duke S . Proceed, proceed : we will begin these 
rites, . 

And we do trust they’ll end in true delights. ^ 

EPILOGLE. 

Bos. It is not the. fashion to see the lady the epi- 
logue : but it is no more unhandsome, than to see the 
lord the prologue. If it be true, that good wine 
needs no hush , ’tis true, that a good play needs no 
epilogue: Yet to good wine they do use good 
bushes; and good plays prove the better by the help 
of good epilogues. What a casn am I in t hen, that 
am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insinuate 
with yon in the’ behali of a good play ? 1 am not fur 
uished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not be- 
come me : my way is, to conjure you ; and I J1 begin 
with the women. I charge you, O women, lor the 
love vou bear to men, to like as much of this play as 
please them : and so I charge you, O men, for the 
ove you bear to women, (as 1 perceive by your sim- 
pering, none of you hate them,) that between you 
and the women, the play may please, i I weie n 
woman, I would kifcs as many of you as had beards 
that pleased me, complexions that liked me, and 
, breaths that I defied not : and, l am sure, as many 
as have good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths 
• will, for my kind offer, when l make curt sv, bid me 
; farewell. bxmnt. 


This piav has many delightful scenes, though not sufficiently probable; and some happy characters, though not 
new, nor produced by any deep knowledge of human nature. Farollcs is a boaster and a coward, such as has always 
Deen the sport of the stage, but perhaps never raised more laughter or contempt than in the hand* of Shakspeare. 

I cannot reconcile 'my heart to Bertram; a m tn noble without generosity, and young without truth ; who marries 
Helen as a coward, and leaves her as a profligate: when she is dead by ms unkindness, sneaks home to a seconj 
marriage, is acc tse.i by a woman whom he lias wronged, defends himself by falsehood, and dismissed to happiness. 
The story of Bertram and Diana had been told before of Mariana and Angelo, and, to confess the trutn, scarcely, 
merited to' be heard a second time. Johnson. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


KING OF FR\NCE. 

DUKE OF FLORENCE. 

BERTRAM, Count of Rousillon. 

LAFivU, an old Lord. 

PAROLLES, ft Follower of Bertram. 

Several young French Lords, that serve with Bertram 
in the Florentine War. 

g™* } Nervanis ia the Countess of Rousillon. 


A Page. 

COUNTESS OF ROUSILLON, Mother to Bertram. 
HELENA, a Gentlewoman. protected by the Countess. 
An old Widow of Florence. 

DIANA, Daughter to the Widow. 

MAiUANAf ’ } Neighbours and Friends to the Widow. 

I Lords , attending on the King ; Officers, Soldiers, etc • 
i French and Florentine. 


Scene, — Partly in France , and partly in Tuscany . 


Scene I. — Rousillon. A Room in the Countess’s 
Palace. 

Enter Bertram, the Countess of Rousillon, 
Helena, and Lafeu, in mourning . 

Count, in delivering my son from me, I bury a 
second husband. 

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o’er my fa- 
ther’s death anew: but 1 must attend his majesty’s 
command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in 
subjection. 

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband, ma- 
dam : you, sir, a father : he, that so generally is 
at all times good, must of necessity hold his virtue 
to you; whose worthiness would stir it up where 
it wanted, rather than lack it where there is much 
abundance. - [amendment ? 

Count. What hope is there of his majesty’s 

Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam ; 
under whose practices he hath persecuted time with 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the process 
but only the losing of hope by time. 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, 
(0, that had! how sad a passage .’tis!) whose skill 
was almost as great as his honesty; had it stretched 
so far, would’ have made nature immortal, and death 
should have play, for lack of work. ’Would, for the 
king’s sake, he were living 1 I think, it would be 
the death oi the king’s disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you. speak of, 
madam ? 

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession, and 
it was his great right to be so : Gerard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam; the 
king very lately spoke of him, admiringly, and 
mourningiy: he was skilful enough to have lived 

11, if knowledge could be set up against tnor- 

ity. [guishes of? 

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king lan- 

Laf. A fistula, my lord, 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would, it were not notorious. — Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count . His sole child, my lord ; and bequeathed 
to my overlooking, i have those hopes of her good, 
that her education promises : her dispositions she 
inherits, which make fair gifts fairer ; for where an 
unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there com- 
mendations go with pity, they are virtues and trai- 
tors too ; in her, they are the better for their simple- 
ness; she derives her honesty, and, achieves her 
goodness. _ . [tears. 

Laf Your commendations, madam, get from her 


Count. ’Tis the best brine a maiden can season 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father never 
approaches her heart, but the tyranny of her sor- 
rows takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more 
of this, Helena, go to, no more ; lest it be rather 
thought you affect a sorrow, than to have. 

Hel. I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of th« 
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Count. If the living be enemy to the grief, th# 
excess makes it soon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

Laf. How understand we that? 

Count. Be thou blest, Bertram ! and cwcceed thy 
father 

In manners, as in shape !. thy blood, and virtue. 
Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right V Love all, trust a few 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key: be check’d for silence. 
But never tax’d for speech. What heaven me re will. 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down. 
Full on thy head! Farewell.—My lord, 

’Tis an unseason’d courtier ; good my lord 
Advise him. 

Laf. He cannot want the best. 

That shall attend his love. 

Count. Heaven bless him ! — Farewell, Bertram, 
[Exit Countess. 

Ber. The best wishes, that can be forged in your 
thoughts, {to Helena') he servants to yon! Be 
comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make 
much of her. 

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : you must hold the 
credit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and 7 a feu 

Hel. O, were that all ! — 1 think noton my father 
And these great tears grace his remembrance more 
'Than those I shed for him. What was he like ? 

I have forgot him: my imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but Bertram’s. 

I am undone ; there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. It were all one, 

That I should love a bright particular star. 

And think to wed it, he is so above me : 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itself; 

The hind, that would he mated by the Hon, 

Must die for love. TWas pretty, fchougn a plague. 

To see him every hour.: to sit and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, lus curls. 

In our heart’s table; heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour : 
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)Bat now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify o.is relics. Who comes here . 

Enter Parolles. 

One that goes with him : I love him for his sake ; 
And yet 1 know hir» a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, 

That they take place when virtue’s steely bones^^ 
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft we see l 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Par. Save you, fair queen. 

Hel And you, monarch. 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity? . 

Hel Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you ; 

■ et me ask you a question: man is enemy to vir- 
ginity ; how may we barricado it against him i 
Par. Keep him out. T 

Hel. But he assails; and our virginity, though 
valiant in the defence, yet is weak: unfold to us 
some warlike resistance. , , c 

Par. There is none ; man, sitting down before 
you, will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel Bless our poor virginity from underminers, 
and blowers up ! — Is there no military policy, how 
virgins might blow up men ? _ 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will 
quicklier be blown up: marry, in blowing him down 
again with the breach yourselves made, you lose 
your city. It is not politic in the commonwealth of 
nature, to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is 
rational increase ; and there was never virgin got, 
till virginity was first lost That, you were made of, 
is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once 
lost, may be ten times found : by being ever kept, 
it is ever lost: ’tis too cold a companion, away 

^ l will stand for’t a little, though therefore 
I die a virgin. • , 

Par. There’s little can be said in t ; tis against 
the rule of nature. To speak on the part # of vir- 
ginity, is to accuse your mothers ; which is most 
infallible disobedience. He, that hangs himself, is 
a virgin ; virginity murders itself; mid should be 
buried in highways, out of all sanctified, limit, as a 
desperate offendress against nature. Virginity breeds 
mites, much like a cheese; consumes itself to the 
very paring, and so dies with feeding his own 
stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, 
made of self-love, which is the most inhibited sin 
In the canon. Keep it not ; you cannot choose but 
lose by't: out with’t : within ten' years it will make 
itself ten, which is a goodly increase; and the 
principle itself not much the worse: away with’t. 

Hel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her 
own liking? . . 

Par. Let me see : Marry, ill, to like him that 
ne’er it likes. ’Tis a commodity will lose the gloss 
with lying; the longer kept, the less worth: off 
with’fc, wmle ’tis vend.ble: answer the time ol re- 
quest Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her 
cap out of fashion; richly suited, ./but' unsuitable : 
just like the brooch and tooth pick, which wear not 
now: your date is better in your pie and your por- 
ridge, than in your cheek : and your virginity, your 
old virgin ty, is like one of our French withered 
pears; it looks ill, it eats dryly; marry, 'tis a 
withered pear; it was formerly better; marry, yet, 
*tis a withered pear: will you any thing with it? 

Hel Not my \ irginity yet. 

There shall youi muster have a thousand loves, 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 

A jliiHi, cautain, and an enemy, 

A gnide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsel tor, a traitress, and a dear; 

His humble ambition, proud humility. 

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet. 

His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world 


Of pretty, fond, adoptions Christendoms, 

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he-- 
I know not what he shall:— God send him well I— 
The court’s a learning-place and he is one— 

Par. What one, i’faith ? 

Hel That I wish well.— ’Tis pity— 

Par. What’s pity? 

Hel That wishing well had not a body in t, 

Which might be felt: that we, the poorer boru, 
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, , 

Might with effects of them follow our friends. 

And show what we alone must think ; which never 
Returns us thanks. 

Enter a Page. 

Page . Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you 

[Exit Pay 

Par. Little Helen, farewell : if I can remember 
I thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Hel Monsieur Parolles, you were bo n under a 
Par. Under Mars, 1. [charitable star 

Hel. I especially think, under Mars, 

Par. Why under Mars ? , _ , 

Hel The wars have so kept you under, that you 
must needs be bom under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel When he ivas retrograde, I think, rather. 
Par. Why think you so? 

Hel You go so much backward, when you fight. 
Par. That’s for advantage. 

Hel So is running away, when fear proposes the 
safety ; but the composition, that your valour and 
fear makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I 
like the wear well. # 

Par. I am so full of business, I cannot answei 
thee acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the 
which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, 
so thou wilt be capable of a courtier’s counsel, and 
understand what advice shall thrust upon thee ; else 
thou diest in thine unthankful ness, and thine igno- 
rance makes thee away : farewell. When thou hast 
leisure, sav thy prayers ; when thou hast none, re 
member thy friends : get thee a good husband, and 
use him as he uses thee: so farewell. [Exit 

Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 

Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky 
Gives us free scope; only, doth backward pull 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 

What power is it, which mounts my love so high ; 
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye ? 

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. 
Impossible be strange attempts, to those 
That weigh their pains in sense ; and do suppose. 
What hath been cannot be. Wjio ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love ? 

The king’s disease — my project may deceive me. 

But my intents are fix’d, and will not leave me. 

[Exit 

Scene IT. — Paris. A Room in the King's Palace 
Flourish of comets. Enter the King of France, 
with letters ; Lords and others attending. 
King. The Florentines and Senoys ar* by the ears; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

I Lora. So ’tis reported, sir. 

King. Nay, ’tis most credible ; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 

With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 
Prejudicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wisdom. 

Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead 
For amplest credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our answat 

And Florence is denied before he comes : 

Yet, for our gentlemen, that mean to see 
The I’li scan service, freely they have icw 
To stand on either part 


Scene ft. 
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$ hol'd. It may well serve 

A nursery to oar g-entry, who are sick 
F'or breathing and exploit. 

King. What’s he comes here l 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

1 Lord. It is the count Rousillon, my good lord. 
Young Bertram. 

King. Y outh, thou bear’st thy father’s face ; 

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 

Hath well compos’d thee. Thy father’s moral parts 
Mav’st thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty’s. 

King. I would I had that corporal soundness now. 
As when thy father, and myself, in friendship. 

First try’d our soldiership ! He did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long; 

But on us both did haggish age steal on. 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe . 

To day in our young lords ; but they may jest. 

Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 

Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were. 

His equal had awak’d them ; and his honour, 

Clock to itself, knew the true minute, when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time, 

His tongue obey’d his hand : who were below him, 
He us’d as creatures of another place ; 

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks. 
Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poor praise he humbled : Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times ; 

Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, sir. 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ; 

So in approof lives not his epitaph, 

As in your royal speech. [ways say, 

King. ’Would I were with him ! He would ai> 
fMethinks, I hear him now ; his plausive words 
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them, ^ 

To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not live,— 
Thus his good melancholy oft began. 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime. 

When it was out, — let me not live, quoth he. 

After my flame lacks oil , to be the swiff 
yf younger spirits , lohose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whose constancies 

Expire before their fashions : This he wish’d ; 

I, after him, do after him wish too, 

Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 

I quickly were dissolved from my hive. 

To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. ^ You are loved, sir; 

They, that least lend it you, shall lack you first. 

King . I fill a place, I knovv’t— How long is’t, 
count. 

Since the physician at your father’s died ? 

He was much fam’d. 

Ber . Some six months since, my lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet; — 
Lend me an arm the rest have worn me out 
With several applications : — nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count ; 

My son’s no dearer. 

Ber . Thank your majesty. 

[Exeunt. Flourish. 


Scene III. — Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's 
Palace. 

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown. 
Count. I will now hear; what say you of this 
gentlewoman? ■ 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content, I wish might be found in the calendar of my 


past endeavours; for then we wound onr modesty 
and make foul the clearness of our deservings, when 
of ourselves we publish them. 


for, I know, you lack not the folly to commit them, 
and have ability enough to make such knaveries 
yours. 

Clo. ’Tis not uuknown to you, madam, I am a pool 

Count . Well, sir. [fellow. 

Clo. No, madam, ’tis not so well that I am poor, 
though many of the rich are damn’d : But if l may 
have your ladyship’s good-will to go to the world, 
Isbel the woman and 1 will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Clo. I do beg your good-will in this case. 

Count. In what case? 

Clo. ln IsbePs case, and mine own. Service is 
no heritage; and, I think, l shall never have the 
blessing of God, till I have issue*of my body ; for, 
they say, beams are blessings. 

Count . Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry. 

Clo. My poor body, madato, requires it ; I am 
driven on by the flesh ; and he must needs go, that 
the devil drives. 

Count . Is this all your worship’s reason? 

Clo. Faith, madam, 1 have other holy reasons, 
such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them? 

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as 
you and all flesh and blood are; and, indeed, I do 
marry, that I may repent. [ness. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wicked- 

Clo. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife’s sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You are shallow, madam ; e’en great friends ; 
for the knaves come to do that for me, which I ana 
a- weary of. ^ He, that ears my land, spares my 
team, and gives me leave to inn the crop : if 1 be 
his cuckold, he’s my drudge : He, that comforts my 
wife, is the cherisher of my flesh and blood ; he, 
that cherishes my flesh and blood, loves my flesh 
and blood; he, that loves my flesh and blood, is rav 
friend : ergo, he that kisses my wile, is my friemL 
If men could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no fear in marriage ; for young Charbon 
the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, howsoe’ei 
their hearts are severed in religion, their heads are 
both one, they may joll horns together, like any 
deer i’ the herd 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth’d and 
calumnious knave? 

Clo. A prophet I, madam ; and I speak the truth 
the next way : 

For I the ballad will repeat. 

Which men full true shall find; 

Your marriage comes by destiny, 

Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

Count. Get you gone, sir; I’ll talk with you more 


Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you: of her I am to speak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman, I would 
speak with her; Helen I mean. 

Clo. Was this fair face the came, quoth she, 

( Singing . 

Why theG redans sacked Troy l 
Fond done, done fond. 

Was this king Priam's joy. 

With that she sighed as she stood , 

With that she sighed as she stood , 
AndgaiteMhis sentence then : 

Among nine bad if one be good. 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

There's yet one good in t \n. 

Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 


1 
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The count Rousillon cannot he my brother: 

I arn from humble, he from honour’d name: 

No note upon my parents, his all noble ; 

My master, my dear lord he is ; and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die: 

He must not be my brother. 

Count . Nor I yonr mother? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam-, ’Would you 
were 

(So that my lord, yonr son, were not my brother,) 
Indeed my mother ! — or, were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, than I do tor heaven, 

So I were not his sister: Can’t no other, 

But, I yonr daughter, he must be my brother? 
Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter, 
in-law ; 

God shield, you mean it net ! daughter, and mother. 
So strive upon yonr pulse : What, pale again ? 

My fear hath catch a your fondness : now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt tears’ head. Now to a 1 1 sense ’tis gross. 
You love my son ; invention is asham’d, 

Against the proclamation of the passion, 

To say, thou dost not: therefore tell me true; 

But tell me then, ’tis so for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, one to the other: and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours, 

That in their kind they speak it : only sin 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth should be suspected : Speak, is’t so? 

If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue ; 

If it be not, forswear't : howe’er, I charge thee, 

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me truly. 

Bel . Good madam, pardon me ] 

Count. Do you love my son ? 

HeU Your pardon, noble mistress ! 

Count. Love you my son ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, madam? 

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, disclose 
The state of your affection ; for your passions 
Have to the full appeach’d. 

Hel. Then, I confess. 

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you. 

That before you, and next unto high heaven, 
l love your son : — 

My friends were poor, but honest ; so’s my love : 

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him. 

That he is lov’d of me : I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit; 

Nor would I have him, till I do deserve him ; 

Yet never know how that desert should be. 

I know I love in vain, strive against hope; 

Yet, in this captious and intenabie sieve, 

1 still pour in the waters ofiny love. 

And lack not to lose still : thus, Indian-like, 

Religious in mine error, I adore 

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 

But knows of him no more. My dearest madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love, 

For loving where you do : but, if yourself, 

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 

Did ever, in so true a flame of liking, 

Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love : 0 then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose ; 

That seeks not to find that her search implies, 

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies, 

I Count. Had you not lately an intent, speak truly. 
To go to Paris ? 

Hel. Madam, I had. 

Count. . Wherefore? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself, I swear. 
You know, my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effects, such as his reading. 

And manifest experience, had collected 
For general sovereignty ; and that he will’d me 
In beedfullest reservation to bestow them, 


Ch One good woman in ten, madam ; which is 
ft purifying o’ the song: ’Would God would serve 
the world so all the year ! we’d find no fault with 
the tythe- woman, if l were the parson : One in ten, 
quoth a’ ! an we might have a good woman born but 
every blazing star, or at an earthquake, ’twould 
mend the lottery well : a man may draw his heait 
out, ere he pluck one. 

Count. You’ll be gone, sir knave, and do as I 
command you? 

Clo. That man should be at woman’s command, 
and yet no hurt done !— Though honesty be no pu- 
ritan, yet it will do no hurt: it will wear the sur- 
plice of humility over the black gown.of a big heart. 
— I am going, forsooth : the business is for Helen to 
come hither. [Exit Cloion. 

Count. Well now. [woman entirely. 

Stew. I know, madam, yon love your gentle- 

Count. Faith, I do : her father bequeathed her 
to me; and she herself, without other advantage, 
may lawfully make title to as much love as she 
finds: there is more owing her, than is paid; and 
more shall be paid her, than she’ll demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her 
than, l think, she wished me : alone she was, and 
did communicate to herself, her own words to her 
own ears ; she thought, I dare vow for her, they 
touched not any stranger sense. Her matter was, 
she loved your son : Fortune, she said, was no 
goddess’; that had put such difference betwixt their 
two estates; Love, no god, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level ; Diana, no 
queen of virems ? that would suffer her poor knight to 
be surprised, without rescue, in the first assault, or 
ransotn afterward : This she delivered in the. most 
bitter touch of sorrow, that e’er I heard virgin ex- 
claim in : which I held my duty, speedily to ac- 
quaint yon withal ; sithence, in the loss that may 
happen, it concerns you something to know it. 

Count. You have discharged this honestly ; keep 
it to yourself; many likelihoods informed me of this 
before, which hung so tottering in the balance, that 
1 could neither believe, nor misdoubt : Pray yon, 
leave me : stall this in your bosom, and I thank you 
for your honest care : 1 will speak with you further 
anon. [Exit Steward. 

Enter Helena. 

Count. Even so it was with me, when I was 
young : 

If we are nature’s, these are ours; this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born ; 

It is the show and seal of nature’s truth, 

Where love's strong passion is impress’d in youth : 
By our remembrances of days foregone, [none. 
Such were out* faults:— or then we thought them 
Her eye is sick on’t; I observe her now. 

Hel. What is your pleasure, madam? 

Count. You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to you. 

Hel. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a mother; 

\\ by not a mother ? When I said, a mother, 
Methought you saw a serpent : What’s in mother, 
That yon start at it ? I say, I am your mother ; 

And put you in the catalogue of those. 

That were enwombed mine : ’Tis often seen, 
Adoption strives with nature; and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds : 

You ne’er oppress'd me with a mother’s groan, 
l et I express to you a mother’s care 
God's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood. 

To say; I am thy mother ? What’s the matter, 

That this distemper’d messenger of wet, 

The rntby-coJoUr’d Iris, rounds thine eye? 

Why you ftre my daughter? 

. , That I am not. 

- • < I saj* # imyour mother. 

Pardon, madam; 


Q 
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As notes, whose faculties inclusive were, 

More than they were in note : amongst the rest. 
There is a remedy, approv’d, set down, 

To cure the desperate languishes, whereof 
The king is render’d lost. 

Count m This was your motive 

For Paris, was it ? speak. 

llel. My lord your son made me to think of this; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 

Had, from the conversation of my thoughts, 

Haply, been absent then. 

Count , But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 

He would receive it? He ana his physicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him; 
They, that they cannot help: How shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Emboweli’d of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itself? 

Hel. There’s something hints, 

More than my father’s skill, which was the greatest 
Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall, lor my legacy be sanctified 
By the luckiest stars in heaven; and, would your 
honour 

But give me leave to try success, I’d venture 
The well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure, 

JBy such a day and hour. 

Count . Dost thou belie v’t ? 

Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave 
and love. 

Means ami attendants, and my loving greetings 
To ‘those of mine in court: I’ll stay at home, 

And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt : 

Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this, 

YVhat I can help thee to, thou shalt not miss. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Paris . A Room in the King's Palace. 

Flourish Enter King , with young Lords, taking 
leave for the Florentine war ; Bertram, Pa- 
rolees, and Attendants. 

King. Farewell, young lord, 'these warlike prin- 
_ ciples [well 

Do not throw from you and you, my lord, fare- 
Share the advice betwixt you; if both gain all. 

The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis receiv'd. 

And is enough for both. 

1 Lord. It is our hope, sir. 

After jwell-enter’d soldiers, to return 

And find your grace in health. 

King . No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
Will not confess, he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords ; 
Whether i live or die, be you the sons* 

Of worthy Frenchmen ; let higher Italy, 

(Those ’bated, that inherit but the fall 

Of the last monarchy,) see, that you come 

Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 

The bravest questant shrinks, find what vou seek. 

That fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell. 

2 Lord, Health, at your bidding, serve your 

majesty ! 

King . Those girls of Italy, take heed of them: 
1 hey say, our French lack language to deny. 

If they demand ; beware of being captives. 

Before you serve. 

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings. 

King. Farewell. — Come hither to me. 

(The King retires to a couch.) 

1 Lord. Q my sweet lord, that you will stay be- 

■■ ■ hind, us 1 

Pur. ’Tis not his fault; the spark- — — 

2 Lord. v O, ’tis brave wars ! 

par. Most admirable : I have seen those wars i 
Bee. I am commanded here, and kept a coii with ; 

” 00 young, and the next gear, and ’ tis too early. 


Par, An thy mind stand to it, boy, sreal awcj 
bravely. 

Ber . I shall stay here the forehorse to a smoek. 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry. 

Till honour be bought up, and no sword worn. 

But one to dance with : By heaven I’ll steal away. 

3 Lord. There’s honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it, count 

l Lord. I am your accessary ; and so farewell. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. [body. 

"^Lord.^ Sweet monsieur Parolles ! 

Pdr. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are kin. 
Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals:— 
You shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one 
captain opurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of 
war, here on his sinister cheek; it was this very 
sword entrenched it: say to him, I live; and ob- 
serve his reports for me. 

“ULord. We shall, noble captain. 

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices! \ Exeunt 
Lords.]--- What will yon do? 

Ber. Stay ; the king ( Seeing him rise.) 

Par. Use a more specious ceremony to the no- 
ble lords; you have restrained yourself within the 
list of too cold an adieu: be more expressive to 
them ; for they wear themselves in the cap of the 
time, there, do muster true gait, eat, speak, and 
mnre^ under the influence of the most received star ; 
and tpough the devil iead the measure, such are to 
be foi lowed : after them, and take a more dilated 
farewell. 

Ber . And I will do so. 

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove most 
sinewy sword-men. [Exeunt Bertram and Parolles, 
Enter Lafeu. 

Laf. Pardon, my lord, ( kneeling ) for me and 
for my tidings. ' 

King. I’ll fee tiiee to stand up. 

Baf, Then here’s a man 

Stands, that has brought his pardon. I would you 
Had kneel’d, my lord, to ask me mercy ; and 
That, at my bidding, you could so stand up. 

King. I would I had ; so I had broke thy pate. 
And ask’d thee mercy for’t. 

Laf. Good faith, across ; 

But, my good lord, ’tis thus : Will you be cur’d 
Of your infirmity ? 

King. No. 

Laf. O, will yon eat 

No grapes, my royal fox ? yes, but you will. 

My noble grapes, an if my royal fox 
Could reach them : I have seen a medicine, 

That’s able to breathe life into a stone ; 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary. 

With sprightly fire and motion; whose simple touch 
Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay, 

To give great CharJemain a pen in his hand. 

Ana write to her a love-line. 

King. What her is this ? 

Laf. Why, doctor she: My lord, there’s one 
arriv’d, 

If you will* see her, — now, by my faith and honour. 
If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke 
With one, that, in her sex, her years, profession. 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz’d me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness: Will you see her 
(For that is her demand) and know her business? 
That doue, laugh well at me. 

King. t Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too. or take off thine. 

By wondering how tfron took’st it. 

Laf. Nay, I’ll fit yo% 

And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafs 

King. Thus be his special nothing ever prologues, 
Re-enter Lafeu with Helena. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways ; 
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is his majesty, say yonr mind to him: 
traitor you do look like ; ’but snch traitors 
His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid’s uncle. 
That dare leave two together : fare you well. [Exit. 

f ing. Now, fair one, does your business fo low us ! 
el Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon was 
My father; in what he did profess, well found. 
Kina. I knew him. . fo 1IT l 5 

Hel. The rather will I spare mv praises towards 
Knowing him, is enough. On his bed oi death 
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one, 

Which, as the dearest issue of his practice. 

And of his old experience the only darling, ' 

He bade me store up, as a triple eye, 

Safer than mine own two, more dear; I have so : 
And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d 
With that malignant cause, wherein the honour 
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power, 

I come to tender it and my appliance, 

With all bound humbleness. 

King. We thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, — 

When our most learned doctors leave us; and 
The congregated college have concluded, 

That labouring art can never ransom nature 
From her unaidable estate, — I say, we must not 
»So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 

To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To empirics ; or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit, to esteem 
A senseless help, when help past sense we deem. 

Hel. My duty then shall pay me for my pains : 
l will no more enforce mine office on you ; 

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A moclest one, to bear me back again. 

King. I cannot give thee less, to be call’d 
grateful : 

Thou thoughtst to help me ; and such thanks I give. 
As one near death to those that wish him live : 
f But, what at full I know, thou know’st no part ; 

I knowing all iny peril, thou no art 
HeL What I” can do, can do no hurt to try, 

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy : 

He that of greatest works is finisher. 

Oft does them by the weakest minister : 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown, 

When judges have been babes. Great floods have 
flown 

From simple sources ; and great seas have dried, 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft expectation fails, and, most oft there 
Where most it promises ; and oft it hits, . 

Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits. 

King. I must not hear thee ; fare thee well, 
kind maid ; 

Thy pains, not us’d, must by thyself be paid : 
Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

Hel. Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d : 

It is not so with him, that all things knows, 

As ’tis with us that square our guess by shows : 

But most it is presumption in ns, when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 

Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent; 

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 

I am not an impostor, that proclaim 
Myself against tiie level of mine aim; 

But know I think, and think I know most sure, 

My art is not past power, nor you past cure. 

King. Art thou so confident? Within what space 
Hop’st Ihoii my cure ? 

Hel. The greatest grace lending grace, 

Er& twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring: 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp, 
MdMHesperus hath quench’d his sleepy lamp ; 

Or four and twenty tiroes^ the pilot’s glass 
Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass ; 
What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly, 
'^bh shall live free, and sickness freely die. 
' T -'niKhy certaiuty and confidence, 

- . , ■ v -w ' 


What dar’st thou venture? 

Hel. Tax of impudence.— 

A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame,— 
Traduc’d by odious ballads : my ■maiden’s name 
Sear’d otherwise ; no worse of worst extended. 

With vilest torture let my life be ended, .[speak 

King . Methinks, in thee some blessed spirit doth 
His powerful sound, within an organ weak : 

And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense, sense saves another way. 

I Thy life is dear; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate: 

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happiness and prime can happy call : 

Thou this fo hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate. 

Sweet practises thy physic I will try; 

That ministers thine own death, if I die. 

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die ; 

And well deserv’d : Not helping, death’s my fee ; 
But, if i help, what do yon promise me ? 

King. Make thy demand. 

Hel, But will you make it even : 

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and my pes of 
heaven. , , hand, 

Hel. Then thou shalt give me, with thy kingly 
What husband in thy power I wilt command: 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France; 

My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy state : 

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
Is free for me to task, thee to bestow. . 

King. Here is my hand ; the premises observ’d. 
Thy will by my performance shall be serv’d ; 

So make the choice of thy own time : lor I, 

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must; 
Though, more to know, could not be more te 
trust; [Test 

From whence thou cam’st, how tended on,»*I*idt 
Unquestion’d welcome, and undoubted blest.— 

Give me some help here, ho ! — If thou proceed 
As high as word, rny deed shall match thy deed. 

[Flourish. ExeunS* 

| Scene TI. — Rousillon. A Room in the Counleait 
Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown . 

Count. Come on, sir; I shall now put yon to the 
i height of yonr breeding. 

| Clo. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly 
| taught : I know my business is but to the court, 
i Count. To the court 1 why, what place make you 
special, when you put off that with such contempt? 

I But to the court! 

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he may easily put it oft* at court : he, that 
cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss his hand, and 
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; 
and, indeed, such a fellow, to say precisely, wera 
not for the court: but, for me, 1 have an answer 
will serve all men. „ 

Count. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer, that fit* 
all questions. 

Clo. It is like a barber’s chair, that fits all but 
tocks; the pin-buttock, the quatch-bnttock, the 
brawn-buttock, or any buttock. [lions ? 

Count. Will your answer serve fit to all que» 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an at- 
torney, as your French crown for your taflata pnnk, 
as Tib's rush for Tom’s fore-finger, as a pancake 
for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for May day, as the 
nail to his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scold- 
img quean to a wrangling knave, as the nun’s lip to 
the friar's mouth ; nav, as the pudding to his skin. 

Count . Have you, 1 say, an answer of such fitue 
for all questions ? 


"Scene 8. 


ALUS WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


do. From below yonr duke, to beneath yonr 
constable, it will fit any question. 

Count It must be an answer of most monstrous 
size, that must fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 
learned should speak truth of it: here it is, and all 
that belongs to’t : Ask me, if I am a courtier ; it shall 
do you no liarm to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could : I will be 
ifool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your 
uswer. 1 pray you, sir, are you a courtier ? 

Clo. O Lora, sir, — — There’s a simple putting 
off; — more, more, a hundred of them. 

CotmL Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that 
loves you. 

Clo. O Lord, sir, — Thick, thick, spare not me. 
Count I think, sir, you can eat none of this 
homely meat. ^ [you# 

Clo. O Lord, sir, — Nay, put me to’t, I warrant 
Count You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 
Clo. O Lord, sir, — Spare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, 0 Lord, sir, at your whip- 
ping, and spare not me ! Indeed, your 0 Lord, sir , 
is very sequent to your whipping; you would an- 
swer very well to a whipping, if you were but 
bound to’t. 

Clo. I ne’er had worse luck in my life, in my — 

0 Lord, sir: I see, things may serve long, but not 
serve ever. 

Count. I play the noble housewife with the time, 
to entertain it so merrily with a fool. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir, — Why, there! serves well 
again. [this, 

Count. An end, sir, to your business : give Helen 
And urge her to a present answer back : 

Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son ; 

This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Not much employment for you ; you un- 
.derstand me? 

Clo. Most fruitfully ; I am there before my legs. 
Count Haste you again. [Exeunt severally. 

Scene III. — Paris. A Room in the Kinds 
Palace. 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 
A^They say, miracles are past; and we have 
©nr ; philosophical persons, to make modern and 
familiar things, supernatural and causeless. Hence 
is it, that we make trifles of terrors ; ensconcing 
ourselves into seeming knowledge, when we should 
submit ourselves to an unknown fear. 

Par. Why, ’tis the rarest argument of wonder, 
that hath shot out in our latter times. 

Her. A ud so ’tis. 

Laf. To be relinquished* of the artists,— 

Par. So I say ; both of Galen and Paracelsus. 
Laf. Of all the learned and authentic fellows,— 
Par. Bight, so I say. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable, — 

Par. Why, there ’tis; so say I too. 

Laf. Not to be helped,— 

Par. Right; as ’twere a man assured of an — 
Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Par. Just, you say well ; so would I have said. 
Laf. 1 may truly say, it is a novelty to the world. 
Par. It is, indeed : if you will have it in show- 
ing, you shall read it in, -What do you call 

there? — , ^ . . [actor. 

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 
Par. That’s it I would have said ; the very same. 
Laf. Why, your dolphin is not lustier; ’tore me, 

1 speak in respect 

Par. Nay, ’tis strange, ’tis very strange, that is 
the brief and the tedirnu of it ; and he Is of p most 
facinorous spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be 
, Laf. Very hand of heaven. v \ [the — 

, Par. Ay, so I ■ say. ■■ ■ . 

Laf. In a most weak — 

Par. And debile minister, great power, great 



transcendence: which should, indeed, give us * 
further use to be made, than alone the recovery oj 
the king, as to be — 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter Kino, Helena, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have said it; you say well : here 
comes the king. 

Laf Lustick, as the Dutchman says : I’ll like a 
maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head ; 
why, he’s able to lead her a coranto. 

Par. Mort du Vinaigre! Is not this Helen? 
Laf. ’Fore God, I think so. ' 

King. Go, call before me all the^ lords in court.— 
[Exit an Attendant. 
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side ; 

And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d seose 
Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye; this youthful par- 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, [cel 
O’er whom both sovereign power and father’s voice 
I have to use : thy frank election make ; [sake. 
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to for- 
Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mis- 
tress 

Fall, when love please !— marry, to each, but one ! 

Laf. I’d give bay Curtal, and his furniture. 

My mouth no more were broken than these boys’ 

And writ as little beard. 

King. Peruse them well : 

Not one of those, but had a noble father. 

HeL Gentlemen, 

Heaven hath, through me, restor’d the king to health. 
All. We understand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hel. I am a simple maid ; and thereiu wealthiest 
Tliat I protest, I simply am a maid : — 

Please it your majesty, I have done already : 

The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me, 

We blush, that thou should' st choose: but, he 
refused, 

Lei the to hits death sit on thy cheek for ever; 
We'U ne'er come there again. 

King. Make choice ; and, see 

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me. 

HeL Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly; 

And to imperial Love, that god most high, 

Do my sighs stream. — Sir, will you hear my suit? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

HeL Thanks, sir: all the rest is mute. 

Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
ames-ace for my life. ^ ^ {eyes, 

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames in your fair 
Before I speak, too threateningly replies: 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love! 

2 Lord. No better, if you please. 

Hel. My wish receive , 1 

Which great love grant! and so I take my leave. 

Laf. Do they all deny her ? An they were sods 
of mine, I’d have them whipped ; or l would send 
them to the Turk, to make eunuchs of! 

Hel. Be not afraid [to a Lord ) tliat I yonr hand 
should take. ; 

I’ll, never do you wrong for yonr own sake : 

Blessing upon yonr vows! and in your bed; 

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Laf. These bo vs are boys of ice, they’ll none 
have her: sure, they are bastards to the English 5 
the French ne'er got them. 

Hel. You ate too yoitng, loo Ivnppy, and too good* 
To make yourself a son* opt of uiy htaod. 

4 Jjord. Fair one, ! think not so. 

Laf There’s one grape yet,— I am sure, thy fa- 
ther drank wine.— But if thou be’st not an ass,. I am 
a youth of fourteen; I have known thee ahead?. ^ 
; • , 13 
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He/. I dare not say I take yon ; (to Bertram) 
but I give 

Me, and my service, ever whilst I live. 

Into your guiding power. — This is the man 
King. Why then, young Bertram, take Ler, she’s 
thy wife. [highness, 

Ber. Mv wife, my liege ? I shall beseech your 
In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know’st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me ? 

p er , Yes, my good lord: 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 
King. Thou know’st, she has rais'd me from my 
sickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well j 
She had her breeding at my father’s charge : 

A poor physician’s daughter my wife ! — Disdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ! ^ . [which 

King. Tis only title thou disdain'st in her, the 


I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods. 
Of colour, weight, and neat, pour’d all together. 


Would quite confound distinction, yet stand oft" 

In differences so mighty : if she be 

All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik’st, 

A poor physician’s daughter,) thou dislik’st 
Of virtue for the name ; but do not so : 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by the do rfs deed : 

Where great additions swell, and virtue none, 

It is a dropsied honour: good alone 
Is good, without a name ; vileness is so : 

The property by What it is should go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 

In these to nature she’s immediate heir ; 

And these breed honour; that is honour’s scorn. 
Which challenges itself as honour’s born, 

And is not like the sire : honours best thrive, 

When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers: the mere word’s a slave. 
Debauch’d on every tomb; on every grave, 

A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb. 

Where dust, and damn’d oblivion, is the tomb 
Of tioncu*. ’d hones indeed. What should be said ? 
If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 

I can create the rest : virtue, and she. 

Is her own dower ; honour, and wealth, from me 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do’t. 
King. Thou wrong’st thyself, if thou should’st 
strive to choose, * [glad; 

HeL That you are well restor’d, my lord, I am 
Let the rest go. ‘ [feat. 

King. My honour’s at the stake: which to de- 
I must produce my power : here, take hei hand, 
Propd scornful boy, unworthy this good gift; 

That dost in vile misprision shackle up 


My love, and her desert; that canst not dream. 
We, poizing us in her defective scale. 


We, poizing us in her defective scale. 

Shall weigh thee to the beam : that wilt not know. 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We please to have it grow : Check thy contempt: 
Obey our will, which travails in thy good : 

Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedieut right, 

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever, 

Into the staggers, and the careless lapse [hate. 
Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge’ and 
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice, 

Without all terms of pity: speak; thine answer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes : when l consider, 

What great creation, and what dole of honour, 

Flies where you bid it, J find, that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The p'raised of the king ; who, so ennobled, 
la, as ’twere, born so. 

Kiitijjfc ^ i Take her by the hand, 

And tell her she is thine; to whom 1 promise 


A counterpoise ; if not to thy estate, 

A balance more replete. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the king. 
Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the new-born brief, 

And be perform’d to-nignt : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space, 

Expecting absent friends. As thou iov’st her, 

Thy love’s to me religious ; else, does err, 

[Exeunt King, Bertram , Helena, herds 
and Attendants. 

Laf Do you hear, monsieur ? a word with you. 

Par. Your pleasure, sir? . [recantation. 

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make his 

Par. Recantation ?— My lord ? my master ? 

Laf. Ay ; is it not a language, I speak ? 

Laf. A most harsh one ; and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master ? 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rousillon? 

Par. To any count; to all counts; to what is 
man. [of another style. 

Laf To what is count’s man ; count's master is 

Par. You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you, yon 
are too old. 

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; to 
which title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be 
a pretty wise fellow ; thou didst make tolerable vent 
of thy travel ; it might pass : yet the scarfs, and the 
bannerets, about thee, did manifoldly dissuade me 
from believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. 
I have now found thee ; when I lose thee again, I 
care not: yet art thou good for nothing but taking 
up; and that thou art scarce worth. 

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity 
upon thee,— 

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten thy trial; — which if — Lord have mercy 
ontiiee for a hen! So, my good window of lattice, 
fare thee well ; thy casement I need not open, for 1 
look through thee. Give me .by hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious fb- 
dignity. [of it 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy 

Par. 3 have not, my lord, deserved it. 

Laf Yes, good taith, every dram of it; and 1 
will not bate thee a scruple. 

Par. Well, I shall be wiser. 

Laf. E’en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 

g ull at a smack o’the contrary. If ever thou be’st 
ound in thy scarf, and beaten, thou shaft find what 
it is to be proud of thy bondage. 1 have a desire 
to hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my 
knowledge* ; that I may say, in'the default, he is a 
man I know. 

Par , My lord, you do me most insupportable 
vexation. 

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and 
my poor doing eternal: for doing I am past: as 
will by thee, in what motion age will give m« 
leave. [ Exit 

Par . Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis- 


grace otF me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord ! - 
Well, I must be patient; there is no lettering 


Well, l must be patient; there is no lettering of 
authority. I’ll beat him, by my life, if l ean meet 
him with any convenience, an he were double, and 
double a lord. I’ll have no more pity of ins age, 
than I would have of— I’ll beat him, an if I could 
but meet him again. 


Re-enter Lafec. 

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master’s married, 
there’s news for you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par. I most unfeignediy beseech your lordship 
to make some reservation of your wrongs : he is any 
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to make some reservation of your wrongs : he is 3 
good lord * whom I serve above, is my master. 
Laf. Who? God? 


Par. Ay, sir. 
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Laf. The devil it is, that’s thy master. Why dost 
thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves ? do other servants so ? Thou 
ert best set thy lower part where thy nose stands, 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, 
beat thee : methinks, thou art a general ollence, 
d every man should beat thee. I think, thou 
ast created for men to breathe themselves upon 
ee. [lord. 

Par Tins is hard and undeserved measure, my 
Laf Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for 
picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a 
vagabond, and no true traveller : you are more saucy 
with lords, and honourable personages, than the 
heraldry of your birth and virtues gives you com- 
mission. You are not worth another word, else I’d 
call you knave. I leave you. [Exit. 

Enter Bertram. 

Par. Good, very good ; it is so then. — Good, very 
good ; let it be concealed a while. 

Per. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever ! 
Par. What is the matter, sweet heart? 

Ber. Although before the solemn priest I have 
I will not bed her. [sworn, 

Par. What ? what, sweet heart ? 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me; — 
I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a man’s foot : To the wars ! 

Ber. There’s letters from my mother; what the 
I know not yet [import is, 

Par. Ay, that would be known : To the wars, my 
boy, to the wars ! 

He wears his honour in a box unseen, 

That hugs his kicksy-wicksy here at home ; 
Spending* his manly marrow in her arms, 

Which should sustain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars’ lie ry steed : To other regions I 
France is a stable; we, that dwell in’t, jades; 
Therefore, to the war ! 

Ber. It shall be so ; I’ll send her to my house. 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

And wherefore I am fled ; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak : his present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields. 

Where noble fellows strike: war is no strife, 

To the dark house, and the detested wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art sure? 
Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advise me. 
I'll send her straight away : to-morrow 
I’ll to the wars, she to her single sorrow. 

Par Why, these balls bound ; there’s noise in it — 
’Tis hard; 

A young man, married, ffet a man that’s marr’d: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go: 

The king has done you wrong; but, hushl’tis so. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV.— ‘The same. Another Room in the same. 

Enter Helena and Cloion. 

Hel. My mother greets me kindly : is she well ? 
Cio. She is not well : but yet she has her health : 
she’s very merry; but yet she is not well: but 
thanks he given, she’s very well, and wants nothing 
i’ the world : but yet she is not well. 

Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, that 
she’s not very well ? # [things, 

Cio. Truly, she’s very well, indeed , but for two 
Hel. What two things ? 

Cio, One, that she’s not in heaven, whither God 
send her quickly! the other, that she’s in earth, 
from whence God send her quickly! 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady! 

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortunes. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on ; and 
to keep them on, have them still. — O, my knave! 


How does my old lady ? 

Cio. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her 
money, l would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, I say nothing. 

Cio. Marry, you are the wiser man ; for many a 
man’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing: to 
say nothing, to^ do nothing, to know nothing, and to 
have nothing, is to be a great part of your title; 
which is within a very little of nothing. 

Par. Away, thou’rt a knave. 

Cio. You should have said, sir, before a knave 
thou art a knave ; that is, before me thou art a 
knave ; this had been truth, sir. '* [thee.. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 

Cio. Did you find rne in yourself, sir ? or were you 
taught to find me? The search , sir, was profitable; 
and much fool may you find in you, even to the 
world’s pleasure, and the increase of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i’faith, and well fed.— 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night; 

A very serious business calls on him. 

The great prerogative and rite of love, [ledge 
Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow- 
But puts it oft’ by a compell’d restraint ; [sweets, 
Whose want, and whose delay, is strewed with 
Which they distil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o’erfiow with joy, 

And pleasure drown the brim. 

Hel. What’s Ins will else ? 

Par. That you will take your instant leave o’ the 
king, , 

And make this haste as your own good proceeding 
Strengthen’d with what apology you think ’ 

May make it probable need. 

Hel. What more commands he? 

Par. That, having this obtain’d, you presently 
Attend his further pleasure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. I shall report it so. 

Hsl. I pray you.— Come, sirrah. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Lafecj and Bertram. 

Laf. But, I hope, your lordship thinks not him a 
soldier. 

Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. . 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted testimony. 

Laf. Then my dial goes not true ; I took this lark 
for a bunting. 

Her. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. I have then sinned against his experience, 
and transgressed against his valour; and iny state 
that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my 
heart to repent. Here he comes ; I pray you, make 
us friends, 1 will pursue the amity. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. These things shall be done, sir, (To Ref.) 

Laf. Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor ? I 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. 0, I know him well: Ay, sir; he, sir, is a 
good workman, a very good tailor. 

Ber. Is she gone to the king {Aside to Parolles.) 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will she away to-night? 

Par. As you’ll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure. 
Given orders for our horses; and to-night. 

When I should take possession of the bride, — 

And, ere 1 do begin, 

Laf. A good traveller is something at the latter 
end of a dinner; but one thatfies three-thirds, and 
uses a known truth to pass a thousand nothings with 
should be once heard, and thrice beaten — God save 
you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my lord 
and you, monsieur? 
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The fundamental reasons of this war : 

Whose great decision hath much blood let forth. 
And more thirsts after. 

1 Lord. Holy seems the quarriA 

Upon your grace’s part ; black and fearful 

On the opposer. * [Franc* 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. * Good my lord. 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield, 

But like a common and an outward man*, 

That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion: therefore dare not 
Say what I thiuk of it ; since I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess’d. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our nature. 
That surfeit on their ease, will,’ day by day. 

Come here for physic. 

Duke. Welcome shall they be ; 

And all the honours, that can fly from us, 

Shall on them settle. Yon know your places well; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell : 
To-morrow to the field. [Flourish. Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's 
Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown . 

Count . It hath happened all as I would have had 
it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you ? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing; 
mind the ruff, and sing; ask questions, and sing; 
pick his teeth, and sing : I know a man that had this 
trick of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a song. 

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he 
means to come. _ {Opening % letter.) 

Clo. I have no mind to Ishel, since i was at 
court: our old ling and our Isbels o’ the country 
are nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o’ the 
court: the brains of my Cupid’s knocked out; and 
I begin to love, as an old man loves money, with no 

Count. What have we here? [stomach. 

Clo . E’en that you have there. [Exit. 

Count. ( Heads ) I have sent you a daughter-in- 
law : she hath recovered the kina, and undone me. 
I have wedded her , not bedded her ; and sivorn to 
make the not eternal. You shall hear, I am run 
away ; know it, before the report come. If there 
be breadth enough in the world, Itoill hold a long 
distance. My duty to you. 

Your unfortunate son, Bertram 
This is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 

To fly the favours of so good a king; 

To pluck his indignation on thy head. 

By the misprizing of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire* 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news witUn, 
between two soldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter? 

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some 
comfort : your sou will not be killed so soon as 1 
thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be kill’d? 

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does: the danger is in standing to’t; that’s the 
loss of men, though it be the getting of children. 
Here they come, will tell you more : for my part, I 
only hear, your son was run away. Clown* 

Enter Helena and iivo Gentlemen* 

1 Gem Save you, good madam. 

Eel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gen. Do not say so. 


Par. I know not how I have deserved to run into 
toy lord's displeasure. 

Laf. You have made shift to run into’t, boots and 
spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custard ; 
and out of it you’ll run again, rather than suffer 
question for your residence. 

Ber. It may be, you have mistaken him, my lord. 
__ Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him at 
his prayers. Fare you well, my lord; and believe 
this of me, There can be no kernel in this light nut; 
the soul of this man is his clothes : trust him not in 
matter of heavy consequence ; I have kept of them 
tame, and know their natures.— Farewell, monsieur : 
I have spoken better of yon, than you have or will 
deserve at iny hand ; but we must do good against 
evil. , [Exit. 

Par. An idle lord, I swear. 

Ber. I think so. ■ 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? [speech 
Ber. Yes, I do know him well; and common 
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 

Enter Helena. 

Eel. I have, sir, as I was commanded fromypn. 
Spoke with the king, and have procur’d his leave 
For present parting ; only he desires 
Some private speech with you, 

Ber. I shall obey his will. 

You must not marvel, Helena, at my course, 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
Gamy particular: prepar’d I wasbot 
For such a business * therefore am I found 
So much unsettled : This drives me to entreat you. 
That presently you take your way for home ; 

And rather muse, than ask, why I entreat you: 

For my respects are better thau they seem ; 

And my appointments have in them a need, 

Greater than shews itself, at the first view. 

To you, that know them not. This to my mother : 
m ( Giving a letter.) 

'Twill be two days ere I shall see you ; so 
I leave you to your wisdom. 

Eel. Sir, I can nothing say. 

But that I am your most obedient servant. 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

Eel. And ever shall. 

With true observance, seek to eke out that. 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail’d 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that go : 

My haste is very great: Farewell; hie home. 

Eel. Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Bor. Well, what would you say ? 

Eel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe ; 

Nor dare I say, ’tis mine ; and yet it is ; 

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own, 

Ber. # What would you have ? 

Eel. Something; and scarce so much nothing, 
indeed. — 

l would not tell you what I would : my lord— 
’faith, yes ;■ — 

Strangers, and hoes, do sunder, and not kiss. 

Ber. 1 pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse. 
Eel. I shall not break your bidding, good my 
lord. 

Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur? — 
n ii Farewell. [Exit Helena . 

thou toward home ; where I will never come, 
Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the drum 
Away, and for our flight 
For. Bravely, coragio ! [Exeunt. 

ACT III, 

•k Florence . A Room in the Duke’s Palace. 
' f er the Duke op Florence, attended; 
“ 'inch Lords , and others. 

“un point to point, now have you 
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Count. Think upon patience.— ’Pray you, gentle- 
I have felt so many quirks of joy, and grief, [men,— 
That the first face of neither, on the start, [you i 
Can woman me unto’t— Where is my son, I pray 
2 Gent. Madam, he’s gone to serve the duke of 

We met him thitherward ; from thence we came* 
And, after some despatch in hand at court, 

Thither we bend again. [port. 

Bel. Look on his letter, madam; here’s my pass- 
{Heads.) When thou cajist get the ring upon my 


a never. 

This is a dreadful sentence. 

Count . Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam ; 

And, for the contents’ sake, are sorry for our pains. 

Count. I pr’ythee, lady, have a better cheer; 

If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 

Thou robb’st me of a moiety : He was my son ; 

But I do wash his name out of my blood, , 

And thou art all my child. -Towards Florence is he/ 

2 Gent. Ay, madam. , n 

Count. And to be a soldier . 

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose : and, believ’t, 
The duke wi»l lay upon him all the honour 

That good convenience claims. ■ ’ 

Count. Return you thither ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of 
speed. 

Bel {Reads.) Till I have no wife, J have no- 
thing in France. 

Count. Find you that there r 

Bel Ay, madam. 

1 Gent. ’Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply, 
His heart was not consenting to. [winch 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wile ! 
There’s nothing here, that is too good for him, 

But only she ; and she deserves a lord, 

That twenty such rude boys alight tend upon, 

And call her hourly, mistress. Who was with him? 

I Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have some time known. 

Count. Parolles, was’t not? 

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. [ness. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wieked- 
My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady. 

The fellow has a deal of that, too much. 

Which holds him much to have. 

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen ; 

I will entreat you, when you see my son. 

To tell him, that his sword can never win 
The honour that he loses . more I’ll entreat you 
Written to bear along. 

2 Gent. We serve you, madam. 

In that and all your worthiest affairs. 

Count, Not so, but as we change our courtesies. 
Will you draw near ? 

[ Exeunt Count , and Gentlemen. 
Hel. Till / have no wife, l have nothing in 
France. 

Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 

Thou shall have none, Rousillon, none in France, 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is 1 1 
That chase tuee from thy country, and expose 
Those tender limbs of thine to tue event 
Of the none- sparing war ? and is it l, 

Thai drive thee from the sportive court, where thou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of smoky muskets ? O you leaden messengers, 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire. 

Fly with false aim ; move the still piercing air, 

That Sirius vvitn piercing, do not touch my lord ! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him theie ; 

Whoever charges on his forward bi east, 

«m the caituf, that do hold him to't *. , 


And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected : better ’twere, 

I met the ravin lion when he roar’d 
W T ith sharp constraint of hunger ; better ’twere 
That all the miseries, which nature owes, [sillo^ 
Were mine at once : No, come thou home, Ro'V 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all ; I will b* g<5ne ; 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence . 

Shall I stay here to do’t? no, no, although 
The air of Paradise did fan the house. 

And angels offic’d all : I wi It be gone ; 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day f 
For, with the dark, poor thief, 111 steal away. [Exit* 

Scene III. — Florence. Before the Duke's Palace . 
Flourish Enter the Duke op Florence, Ber- 
tram, Lords , Officers, Soldiers, and others . 
Duke. The general of our horse thou art; and we. 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Ber . Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my Strength ; but yet 
Well strive ■ to* bear it for your worthy sake. 

To the extreme edge of hazard. 

Duke. Then go thou forth ; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm. 

As thy auspicious unstress 1 
Ber. This very day. 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file : 

Make me but hke my thoughts ; and i shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's 
Palace. 

Enter Countess and Steward. 

Count. Alas! and would you take t^e letter of 
her ? 

Might you not know, she would do as she has done, 
By sending me a letter ? Read it again. ‘ 

Stew, lam St. J agues ■’ pilgrim, thither gone ; 
Ambitious love hath so in me offended, 

That barefoot plod 1 the cold ground upon , 

With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that, from the bloody course of war 
My dearest master, your dear son , may hie ; 
Bless him at home in pe(ice, whilst I from far, , 
Bis name ivith zealous fervour sanctify : 

His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

1, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth 
From courtly friends , 'with campmgfoes to live , 
Where death and danger dog the heels of ivortk 
Be is too good and fair for death and me ; 

Whom l myself embrace, to set him free. . 

Count. An, what sharp stings are in her mildest 
words ! 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much. 

As letting her pass so; had I spoke with her, 

I could have well diverted her intents. 

Which thus she hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon me, madam : 

Iff had given you this at over-night. 

She might have been o’erta’en ; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit would be in v ain. 

Count. What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive. 
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatest justice.— Write, write, Rinaldo, 

To "this unworthy husband of fail* Wife ; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does weigh too light: my greatest grief. 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Despatch the most convenient messenger: — 

When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone. 

He will return and hope I may, that sue. 

Hearing so much, will speed her foot again. 

Led hither by pure lo\ e : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, i have no skill in sense 
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To make distinction -.—Provide this messenger :— 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 

Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V.— Without the Walls of Florence. 

A tucket afar off. Enter an old Widow of Flo- 
rence, Diana, Violenta, Mariana, and other 

Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come; for if they do approach the 
city, we shall lose all the sight. 

Via . They say, the French count has done most 
honourable service. 

Wid It is reported that he has taken their 
greatest commander : and that with his own hand 
he slew the duke's brother. We have, lost onr la- 
bour : they are gone a contrary way ; hark ! you 
may know by their trumpets. 

Mar . Come, let’s return again, and suffice our- 
selves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take 
heed of this French earl: the honour of a maid is 
her name ; aryd no legacy is so rich as honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have 
been solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar . I know that knave ; hang him ! one Pa- 
rolies : a fiituy officer he is in those suggestions tor 
the young earl. — Beware of tuem, Diana; their 
promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all these 
engines of lust, are not the things they go under : 
many a maid hath been seduced by tuem; and the 
misery is, example, that so terrible shows in the 
wreck of maidemiood, cannot for all tnat dissuade 
succession, but they are limed with the twigs that 
threaten them. I hope, I need not to advise you 
further : but, L hope, your own grace will keep you 
where you are, though there were no further danger 
, known, but the modesty which is so lost. 

Via. You shall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, in the dress of a pilgrim. 

Wid. 1 hope so. Look, here comes a pilgrim : 

f. know she will lie at my house : tintner they send 
one another: I’ll question her. — 

God save you, pilgrim! Whither are you bound? 

Hd. To Saint Jaques le grand. 

Where do the palmers lodge, 1 do beseech you ? 

Wid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? - 

Wid. Ay, marry, is it. — Hark you ! 

(A march afar off.) 
They come this way:— If you will tarry, holy pii- 
But till the troops come by, [grim, 

1 will conduct you where you shall be lodg’d ; 

The rather, lor, 1 think, I know your hostess 
As ample as myself, 

Mel. Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure. 

Wid. You came, 1 think, from France : 

Hel. Ididso. 

Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of yours. 
That has done worthy service. 

Hel. His name, I pray you. 

^ Via. The count Eonsillon : Know you such a 
one r ‘ [him ; 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of 
His lace I know not. . ’ \ 

Via. Whatsoe’er he is, 

lie’s bravely taken. He stole from France, 

. As ’tis reported, lor the king had married him 
Against his liking : Think you it is so V 
Hel. Ay, surely, mere the truth ; i know his lady. 
Via. There is a gentleman, that serves the count. 
Reports but coarsely of her 
Hel. What’s his name ? 

Via. Monsieur Parolles. 

Hel. ; * O, I believe with him. 

In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great ebtirit himself, she is too mean 
o have her name repeated ; all her deserving 


Is a reserved honesty, and that 
I have not heard examin’d. 

Via. Alas, poor lady I 

’Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. , . 

Wid. A right good creature : wheresoe *r she is. 
Heft heart weighs sadly: this young main might d* 
A shrewd turn, if she pleas’d. _ [he* 

Hel. How do you mean r 

May be, the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. . _ , 

Wid. He does, indeed ; 

And brokes with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour t»' a maid : 

But she is arm’d for him, and keeps her guard 
In honestest defence. 

Enter with drum and colours , a parly of the Flo 
rentine army , Bertram, and Parolles 

Mar. The gods forbid else ! 

Wid. So, now they come : 

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son ; 

That, Escalus, _ 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Via. He; 

That with the plume : ’tis a most gallant fellow ; 

I would, he lov’d his wife : if he were hunester, 

He were much goodlier : — 1st not a handsome 
Hel. I like him well. (gentleman? 

Via. ’Tis pity, he is not honest : — I ond's that 
same knave, 

That leads him to these places; were I his lady, 

I’d poison that vile rascal. 

Hel. Which is he ? 

Via. That jack-an-apes with scarfs : Why is he 
melancholy ? 

Hel. Perchance he’s hurt i’the battle. 

Par. Lose our drum ! well. 

Mar. He’s shrewdly vexed at something : I*>ok, 
he has spied us. 

Wid. Many, hang you I 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier ! 

[Exeunt. Bertram, Parallel Officers , 
and Soldiers. 

Wid. The troop is past : Come, pilgrim, I will 
bring you # 

Where you shall host: of enjoin’d penitents 
There’s lour or five, to great Saint Jaques bound. 
Already at my house. 

Hel. I humbly thank you : 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maul, 

To eat with us to- night, the charge, and thanking. 
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 

I will bestow some precepts on tins virgin, 

Worthy the note. 

Both. We’ll take your oiler kindly. ( Exeunt. 

ScEnf V I . — Camp before Florence. 

Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to t; let him 
have ins wav 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding. 
hoid me no more in your respect. 

1 Lord. On my hie, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you tnmk, I am so far deceived in him.? 

3 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him 
as my kinsman, he’s a most hofable covvard, an in- 
finite and eudiess liar, an hour!) promise breaker, 
the owner of uo one good quality vvoitny your lord 
ship’s entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him; lefct, reposing 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might, 
at some great aud trusty business, in a mmu danger 
fail you. do try him. 

Ber. 1 would I knew in what particular action 

2 Lord. None better than to let mm letch off hi* 
drum, which you hear him so confidently uudeiiakt 
to do. 

1 Lord. I. with a troop of F) irentines, will sud 
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denly surprise him; such I will have ( whom, T am 
sure, he knows not from the enemy : we will bind 
and hood wink him so, that he shall suppose no 
uther but that he is carried into the leaguer oi the 
adversaries, when we bring him to our tents: Be 
but your lordship present at his examination ; if he 
do not, for the promise of his life, and in the highest 
compulsion of base Mr, osier to betray you, and 
deliver all the intelligence in his power against you, 
and that with the divine forfeit of his soul upon 

oath, never trust my judgment in any thing. 

$ Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum; he says, he has a stratagem for’t: when 
your lordship sees the bottom of his success in% 
and to what metal this counterfeit lump of ore will 
be melted, if you give him not John Drum’s enter- 
tainment, your inclining cannot be removed. Here 
he comes. 

Enter Parolles. 

1 Lord, 0, for the love of lfnghter, hinder not 

the humour of his design; let him fetch otf his 
drum in any hand. « , . , , 

Ber . How now, monsieur? this drum sticks 
sorely in your disposition. 

2 Lord. A pox on’t, let it go; ’tis but a drum. 

Par. But a drum I 1s t but a drum ? A drum so 

lost !— There was an excellent command ! to charge I 
in with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend 
our own soldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed m the com- 
mand of the service ; it was a disaster of war that 
Caesar himself could nut have prevented, if he had 
been there to command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly, condemn our suc- 
cess: some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
drum ; but it is not to he recovered. 

Par. It might nave been recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered: but that the merit of 
service is seldom attributed to the true and exact 
performer, I would have that drum or another, or 
hie meet. 

Ber. Why, if yon have a stomach to’t, monsieur, 
if you think your mystery in stratagem can bring 
th s instrument of honour again into, his native 
quarter, be magnanimous in the enterprise, and go 
on; I will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit: 
if you speed well m it, the duke shall both speak 
of it, and extend to you what further becomes 
his greatness, even to the utmost syllable of your 
worthiness. . , 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But you must not now slumber in it 

Par. I’ll about it this evening: and I will pre- 
sently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself 
in my certainty, put myself into my mortal prepara- 
tion, and, by .midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Ber. M y 1 be bold to acquaint his grace, you 

e gone about it ? 

Par. I know not what the success will be, my 
lord ; but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know, thou art valiant; and, to the pos- 
sibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. 
Farewell. 

Par. I love not many words. [Exit. 

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water,— Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord? that so^ confi- 
dently seems to undertake this business, which he 
knows is not to be done ; damns hiinsell to do, and 

<1 dares better be damned than to do’t. 

2 Lord. V ou do not know him, my lord, as we 
do : certain it is, that he will steal himself into a 
man’s favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal 
of discoveries; but when you find him out, you 
have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed 
at all of this, that so seriously he does address 
himself unto ? 

1 Lord. None in the world; but return with an 


invention, and clap upon yon two or three probabk 
lies: but we have almost embossed him, you shall 
see his fall to-night; for, indeed, he is not for your 


lordship’s re«pect. 

2 Lord. Yve’il make you some sport with the 
fox, ere we case him. He was first smoked by the 
old lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he is parted, 
tell me what a sprat you shall find him; which yotf 
shall see this very night. [caught 

1 Lord. \ must go look my twigs; he shall bt 
Ber. Your brother, he shall go along with me. 

1 Lord. As’t please your lordship : I'll leave yon 

l-Eril 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and sho 
The lass I spoke of. • t [yo 

2 Lord. But, you say, she’s honest. 

Ber. That’s all the fault : I spoke with her but once. 

And found her wondrous cold; but I sent to her. 

By this same coxcomb that we have i’the wind. 
Tokens and letters, which she did re-send ; 

And this is all I have done : She’s a fair creature; 
Will you go see her? 

2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Florence. A Boom in the Widow' $ 
House. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Hel. If you misdoubt me that I am not she, 

I know not how I shall assure you further. 

But I shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Though my estate be fallen, I was well bom. 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses ; 

And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

Hel. . Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the count he is my husband; 
And, what to your sworn counsel I have spoken. 

Is so, from word to word ; and then yon cannot. 

By the good aid that I of you shall borrow. 

Err in bestowing it. 

Wid. I should believe you ; 

For you have show’d me that, which well appioi n 
Yon are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purse of goi<3. 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 

Which I will over-pay, and pay again, 

When I have found it The count he wooea yout 
daughter. 

Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty. 
Resolves to carry her; let her, in fine, consent. 

As we’ll direct her how ’tis best to bear it. 

Now his important blood will nought deny. 

That she’ll demand : A ring the county wear# 

That downward hath succeeded in his house. 
From son to son, some lour or five descents, 

Since the first father wore it : this ring he hold* 

In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear. 
Howe’er repented after. 

Wid. Now, I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hel. You see it lawful then: It is no more. 

But that vour daughter, ere she seems as won. 
Desires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 

In fine, delivers me to fill the time. 

Herself most chastely absent; after this, 

To marry her. I’ll add three thousand crown* 

To what ; s past already. 

Wid. I have yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever. 

That time and place, with this deceit so lawful; 
May prove coherent Every night he comes 
With musics of all sorts, and songs compos’d’ 

To her an worthiness: It nothing steads us 
To chide him from our eaves; for he peiaisi*,. 

As if his life lay on’t g 

Hel. . Why then, to- night? 

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed. 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed, 
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And -awful meaning- in a lawful act; 

Where both net sin, and yet a sinful fact : 

But let’s about it. ' Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Without the Florentine Camp. 
Enter Jirst Lord, with five or six Soldiers in 
ambush. 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge’ corner: When you sally upon him, speak 
what terrible language you will; though you un- 
derstand it not yourselves, no matter: ior we must 
not seem to understand him; unless some one among 
us, whom we must produce for an interpreter. 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter. 

1 Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows 
he* not thy voice ? 

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what iinsy-woolsy hast thou to 
speak to us again? 

1 Sold. Even such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must thiuk us some band of strangers 
i’the adversary’s entertainment Now he hath a 
smack of all neighbouring languages; therefore we 
must every one be a man of his ovvu fancy, not to 
know what we speak one < o another; so we seem 
to know, is to know straight our purpose : chough’s 
language, gabble enough, and good enough. As 
for you, interpreter, you must seem very politic. 
But, couch, ho 1 here he comes ; to beguile two 
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the 
lies he forges. 

Enter Parollss. 

Par. Teh o’clock : within these three hours ’twill 
be time enough to go home. What shall I say I 
have done ? it must be a very plausive invention 
that carries it: They begin to smoke me; and dis- 
graces have of late knocked too often at my door. 
I find, my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart 
hath the tear of Mars before it, ana of his creatures, 
not daring the reports of my tongue. 

1 Lord. This is the first truth that e'er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. (Aside.) 

Par. What the devil should move me to under- 
take the recovery , of this drum ; being not ignorant 
of the impossibility, and knowing i had no such 
purpose ? l must give myself some hurts, and say, 
1 got them in exploit : Vet slight ones will not 
carry it : They will say, Came you off with so little ? 
and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore ? what’s 
the instance ? Tongue, l must put you into a but- 
ter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet’s 
mule, if you prattle me into these perils. 

; I Lora. Is it possible, he should know what he 
is, and be what he is? ^ (Aside.) 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would 
serve the turn; or the breaking of my Spanish 
sword. 

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. (Aside.) 

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; and to say, it 
was in stratagem. 

1 Lord. ’Twould not do. (Aside.) 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, I was 
stripped. 

1 Lord. Hardly serve. (Aside.) 

Par. Though 1 swore: I leaped from the window 
of the citadel 

l Lord. How deep? (Aside.) 

Par. T flirty fathom. 

I Lord. Three great oaths would scarce make 

.that be believed. (Aside.) 

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemy’s : 
1 would swear 1 had recovered it 

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. (Aside) 

Par. X ijjgutt novv «f the enemy's! 

* i t U rhr (Alarum within) 

ILorm l/iroca movousus, cargo , cargo, cargo. 

Alt,. Largo, cargo, villianda, par corbo , cargo. 


Par. O ! ransome, ransome . — Do not hide mine 
eyes. ( They seize him , and blindfold him.' 

I Sold. Boskos t hr omul do bosk os. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos’ regiment, 

And I shall lose my life for want oflanguage : 

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him speak to me, 

I will discover that which ahull undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold. Boskos vanvado - - 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue • 
Kerelybonto : Sir, 

■ Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

Par. Oh! 

1 Sold. # O, pray, pray, pray. * 

Mankarevania dulche. 

1 Lord. Oscorbi dulchus volivorca. 

1 Sold. The general is content to spare thee yet; 
And, hood -wind’d as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee: haply, thou may’s t inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par . O, let me live, 

And all the secrets of our camp I’ll show, 

Their force, their purposes: nay, I’ll speak that. 
Which you will wonder at. 

1 Sold. But wilt thou faithfully? 

Par. If I do not, damn me, 

1 Sold. Acorclo linla. 

Come on, thou art granted cp^ce. 

[Exit, with Parades guarded. 

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Rousillon, and my 

brother, > [muffled. 

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
Till we do hear from them. 

2 Sold. Captain, I will 

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourselves 
Inform ’em that. 

2 Sold. ' So I will, sir. 

I Lord. Till then. I'll keep him dark ; and safely 
lock'd. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Florence. A Room in the Widow's 
House. 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontibell, 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. ' Titled goddess ; 

And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul. 

In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 

If the quick fire of youth light not ’your mind, 

You are no maiden, but a monument : 

When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and stern; 

And novv you should be as your mother was. 

When your sweet self was got. 

Dia. She then was honest. 

Ber. So should you be. 

Bin. No : 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 

As you owe to your wife. % 

Ber. No more of that J 

I pr’ythee, do not strive against my vows : 

1 was compeU’d to her; but I love thee 
By love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

I rTi ^* a ' Ay, 'so you serve us, 

rill we serve you : but when you have our roses, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves. 

And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber. How have I sworn 

Dia. Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth 
But the plain single vow, that is vow d true. 

What is not holy, that we-' swear' not by,: . 

But take the Highest to witness : Then, pray yoo,- 
' 'tell me. 

If I should swear by Jove’s great attributes, 

1 lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 
When I did love you III ? this has no holding, 

To swear by him whom I protest to love. 


Scene 3. 
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That I will work against him: therefore your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions ; but unseal’d, 

At least, in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it; 

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy ; 

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts, 

That you do charge men with: stand no more off. 
But give thyself unto my sick desires, 

Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so persever. 

Diet. I see, that men make hopes, in such affairs, 
That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 

Ber . I’ll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia* Will you not, my lord ? 

Ber. It is an honour ’longing to our house. 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 

Which were the greatest obloquy in the world 
In me to lose, 

Diet. Mine honour’s such a ring : 

My chastity’s the jewel of our house, 

Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 

Which were the greatest obloquy in the world 
In me to lose : thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part. 

Against your vain assault. 

* Ber. Here, take my ring: 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine, 

And I’ll be bid by thee. [ber window; 

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chain- 
1’11 order take, my mother shall not hear. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 

When you have conquer’d my yet maiden bed. 
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me : 

My reasons are most strong, and you shall know 
then), 

When back again this ring shall be deliver’d: 

And on vour finger, in the night. I’ll put 
AnotherVing; that, what in time proceeds, 

. May token to the future our past deeds. 

Adieu, till then ; then, fail not: you have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 

Bar A heaven on earth I have won by wooing 
thee. [Exit. 

Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven 
and me ! 

You may so in the end. 

My mother told me just how he would woo. 

As if she sat in his heart ; she says, all men 
Have the like oaths: he had sworn to marry me, 
When his wife’s dead ; therefore I’ll lie with him. 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid. 
Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid : 

Only in this disguise, I think’t no sin 

To cozen him, that would unjustly win. [Exit. 

Scene III. — The Florentine Camp. 

Enter the two French Lords , and two or three 
* Soldiers. 


1 Lord. You have not given him his mother’s 
• letter? 

2 Lord. I have deliver’d it an hour since : there 
is something in’t, that stings his nature ; for, on the 
reading it, he changed almost into another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him, 
for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet a lady. 

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the everlast- 
ing displeasure of the king, who had even tuned his 
bounty to sing happiness to him. I will tell you a 
thing, but you shall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord. When you have spbken it, ’tis dead, and 
I am the grave of it 

2 Lora. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; and this 
night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour : 
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks 
himself made in the unchaste composition. 

1 Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion ; as we 
are ourselves, what things are we ! 

2 Lon l. Merely our own traitors. And as, in the 


common course of all treasons, we still see them 
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred 
ends; so he, that in this action contrives against his 
own nobility, in his proper stream o’erflovvs himself. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? We shall not 
then nave his company to-night? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight; for he is dieted 
to his hour. 

1 Lord . That approaches apace : I would gladly 
have him see his company anatomized; that he 
plight take a measure of his own judgments, where- 
in so curiously he had set this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him, till he 

come; for his presence must be the whip of the 
other. [wars? 

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these 

2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace* 

1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. .What will count Rousillon do then ? will 
he travel higher, or return again into France? 

1 Lord. I perceive, by tins demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir! so should I be a 
great deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, 
fled from his house ; her pretence is a pilgrimage to 
Saint Jaques le grand; which holy undertaking, with 
most austere sanctimony, she accomplished : and, 
there residing, the tenderness of her nature became 
as a prey to her grief; in fine, made a groan of her 
last breath, and now she sings in heaven. 

2 Lord. How is this justified V 

1 Lord. The stronger part of it by her own let- 
ters; which makes her story true, even to the point 
of her death ; her death itselfi which could not be 
her office to say, is come, was faithfully confirmed 
by the rector of the place. 

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence s 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Lord. I am. heartily sorry, that lie’ll be glad of 
this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make ui 
comforts of our losses ! 

2 Lord. Ami how mightily, same other times, we 
drown our gain in tears ! The great dignity , that his 
valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home be 
encountered with a shame as ample. 

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yam, 
good and ill together: our virtues would be proud, 
if oiir faults whipped them not; and our crimes 
would despair, if they were not cherish’d by our 
virtues. 

Enter a Servant. 

How now ? where’s your master ? 

Serv. He met the duke in the street, .sir, of whom 
he hath taken a solemn leave; his lordship will 
next morning for France,. The duke_ hath offered 
him letters of commendations to the king. 

2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful there, 
if they were more than they can commend. 

Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord* They cannot be too sweel for the king a 
tartness. Here’s his lordship now. — How now, my 
lord, is't not after midnight ? 

Ber . I have fco-night despatched sixteen busi- 
nesses, a month's length a-pipce, by an. abstract of 
success: I have conge’d with the duke, done my 
adieu with his nearest; buried a wife, mourned for 
her ; writ to my lady mother, I am returning ; en- 
tertained my convoy; and, between these main par- 
cels of despatch, effected many nicer needs; the last 
was the greatest, but that 1 have not ended yet, 

2 Lord. If the hifoinpss be of any difficulty, and 
thi i morning vour departure hence, it requires hast* 
of vour lordship. 

iter. I nman the business is not ended# as fearing 
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lo hear of it hereafter : but shall we have this dia- 
loeue between the lool and the soldier/ r- c 2 n ^* 
bruig forth this counterfeit module ; he has deceived 

me, like a double-meaning prophesier 

2 Lord, Bring him forth: [Exeunt Soldiers] he 
has sat in the stocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber . No matter; his heels have deserved it, m 
usurping his spurs so long. How does he cany 

hll l S *l,o'rcl. I have told your lordship already ; the 
stocks carry him. But, to answer you as you would 
be understood; he weeps, like a wench that had 
shed her milk: he hath confessed himself to » Mo.- 
iran whom he supposes to be a fnar, from the time 
of his remembrance, to this very instant disaster of 
his setting i'the stocks : and what think you he hath 

confessed ? „ 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ! 

2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be in t, as, 1 be- 
lieve, you are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers , with Parolles. 

Ber. A plague upon him! muffled 1 , he can say 
nothing of me ; hush ! hush! 

2 Lord. Hoodman cou.es! Porto tartarossa. 

I Sold . He calls for the tortures; What will you 

confess what I know, without con- 


mand of him my conditions, and what credit I hav« 

Well, that’s set down. shall de^ 

mand of him, whether one captain Vnmaw be i 
the camp , a Frenchman .* what his leputatian is 
with the duke , what his valour , 
pertness in wars; or whether he thinks it u ere 
not possible , with well-weighing sums of ™ 

corrupt Mm to a revolt. What s,y you to this i 
what do you know of it r . 

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the parti- 
cular of the interrogatories : demand them singly. 

1 Sold. Do you know this captain Dumam ; , 

Par. I know him : he was a botcher’s prentice m 
Paris, from whence he was whipped for fitting the 
sheriff’s fool with child ; a dumb innocent, that could 

not say him j;f ts np Ms hand in anger. 

Ber Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; though 
I know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that tails. 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Flo- 
rence's camp? , 

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord.' Nay, look not so upon me ; we shall hear 
of yon r lordship anon. , , ~ 

1 Sold. What is his reputation with the duke? 
Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poo 
officer of mine; and writ to me this other day, t 
turn him out o’tho band : I think, 1 have his letter 


Par. I will confess what 1 know, wiinuui wi>- 

•traint ; if ye pinch me like a pasty, 1 cau say no my searc h, 

1 Sold, Bosko c/umnrcho. l->ore. I Sola. > urn. . [ ao 


X OUta. — p 

ft Lord. BobLihindo clucurmurco. ™ 

1 Sold. You are a merciful general :— Our gene- there, 
ral bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of a ters,^ 

n °Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. First demand of lam , how many horse 
the duke is strong. What say you to that / 1 i 

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak and Ik 
unserviceable ; the troops are all scattered, and the gold 
, ...... » i,i m mv reiiiltation PO 


1 nuirrj, »■ .... 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know; either it is 
there, or it is upon a file, with the duke’s other let- 
ters, in my tent. J *° STs* 

1 Sold. Here ’tis ; here's a pa^r: shall 1 read it 
Par. I do not know, if it be it, or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently. . - - 

1 Sold. Dian. The counfs a fool, and J nil qf 

9 ° Par. That is not the duke’s letter, sir; that is an 
advertisement to a proper maid in Flo.ence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one count 
Rousiiion. a foolish idle boy, but, for all th.it, very 


Par. Do, 1 1 [is this I ruttish : I pray you, sir, put it up again, 

which way you will. oast-saving slave 1 I Sold. Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favour. 

Ei 

"“JSBHS. TJLi wm ara - 

ay tn.-e._or thereabouts, set down, -for 111 speak & J^ s [ after delis . tale it before ; 

U i T n**r/ Hp’q vprv near the truth in this. And sag, a soldier , Dian, told thee this , 

U i« the nature 

e par Poor roffices. I pray von. say. Who nays before, but not when he doe. owe it. 

lloW VVellf that's set y down. « he vow d to thee » thme ear 

tr " thS He shall be vvhipijfd through tliearmy, with 

or. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pre- fold linguist, and the ar impotent so5<Jl ^' , * 

hour, I will tell true. Let me see: Spurio a Ber. I could endure any thing belore but a cat, 
hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus so and now he $ a cat tome. . , 

many, Jaques so many ; Guiltian, Coimo, Lodowick, 1 Sold I perceive, tar, by the general s looks, w. 
and Gratii. two hundred and fifty each ; mine own shall be fain to hang you. 

SrnpaLy , Cbitopher, Vaunnmd. Bentii, two hundred Par. My life, sir in any case : not that I a« 
and fifty each : so that die muster-file, rotten and ; afraid to die; but that, my offeuces being many, 1 

" MB T*rV * .... . ... .1 J i H an n»f /..it ihf. rAmiitni1*»r of 


aod fifty each : so that the muster-file, rotten and ! afraid to die; out mac, my oueuers »«,»» *»»«*,* 
smmek upon my life, amounts not to fifteen thousand j would repent out the remainder of nature . let 
poll: half of which dare riot shake the snow from live, sir, m a dungeon, ithe stocks, or any where,, 
off their cassocks, lest they shake themselves to so I may live. 

nieces • 1 We’ll see what may be done, so you con- 

y Ber. What shall be doue to him? fess freely; therefore, once more to this captain 

1 Lord, Nothing, but let him have thank*. De- Duniain : You have answered to his repntatio* 


Scene 5. 
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with the duke, and to, his valour: What is his ho- 
nesty? 

Par, He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister, 
for rapes ami ravishments he parallels Nessus. He 
professes not keeping of oaths ; in breaking them, he 
is stronger than Hercules. He will He, sir, with 
such volubility, that you would think truth were a 
fool : drunkenness is his best virtue ; for he will be 
swine drunk; and hi his sleep he does little harm, 
save to his bed-clothes about him; but they know 
his conditions, and lay him in straw, I have but 
little snore to say, sir, of his honesty : he has every 
thing, that an honest man should not have; what an 
honest man should have, he has nothing, 

1 hard, l begin to love him for this. 

Bar. For this description of thine honesty ? A pox 
upon him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

1 Sold. What say you to bis expertness in war? 

Par. Faith, sir, lie has led the drum before the 
English tragedians, — to belie him I will not,— -and 
more of his soldiership I know not; except, in that 
country, he had the honour to be the oflicer at a 
place called Mile-t*ftd, to instruct for the doubling j 
of files : I would do the man what honour I can, but ] 
of this f am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out-villained villainy so far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him! he’s a cat still. 

1 Sold. His qualities being at this poor price, I 
need not ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a quart d'ecu he will sell the fee- 
simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and 
cut entail from all remainders, and a perpetual 
succession for it perpetually. IDumain? 

1 Sold. What’s his brother, the other captain 

2 Lord Why does he ask him of me ? 

) So*d. What’s he ? 

Par. E’en a crow of the same nest; not altoge- 
ther so great as the first in goodness, but greater a 
great deal in evil. He excels his brother for a cow- 
ard, yet his brother is reputed one of the best that 
is: in a retreat, he out-runs any lackey; marry, in 
corning on he has the cramp. 

1 Sold. If your life be saved, will you undertake 
to betray the Florentine ? 

j Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count Rou- 
sillon. [his pleasure. 

1 Sold. I’ll whisper with the general, and know 

Par. i’ll no more drumming; a plague of all 
drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to be- 
guile the supposition of that lascivious young boy, 
the count, have I run into this danger : yet, who 
would have suspected an ambush where I was 
taken ? (Aside.) 

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die : 
the general says, you, that have so traitorously dis- 
covered the secrets of your army, and made such 
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can 
serve the world for no honest use; therefore you 
must die. — Come , headsman, off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, sir ; let me live, or let me see my 
' death ! 

1 Sold. That you shall, and take vonr leave of all 

your friends. (unmuffling him.) 

So, look about you ; Know you any here ? 

Ber. Qood- morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lora. God bless you, captain Parolles. 

1 Lord. God save you, noble captain, 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my 
lord La feu ? I am for France. 

1 Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy 
of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
count Rousillon ? an I were not a very coward. I’d 
compel it of you ; but fare you well., 

[Exeunt Bertram , Lords , §fc. 

1 Sold. You are undone, captain: all but your 
scarf, that lias a knot out yet. 

Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot? 

ISold, If you could find out a country where 
but Women were that had received so much shame, 


you might begin an impudent nation. Fire you 
well, sir ; I am for France, too; we shall speak, of 
you there. [Exit 

Par. Yet am I thankful: if my heart were great 
’T would burst at this: Captain 1 11 be no more; 

But 1 will eat and drink, and >leep as soft 
As captain shall : simply the tiling I am [gait 
Snail make me live. Who knows himself a brag 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pass, 

That every braggart shall be found an ass. 

Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live 
Safest in shame! being fool’d, by foolery thrive! 
There’s place, and means, for every man alive. 

I’ll after them. [Exit 

Scene IV. — Florence. A Room in the Widow's 
House. 

Enter Helena, Widow ; and Diana. 

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not 
wrong’d you. 

One of the greatest in the Chri stian world 

Saall be my surety ; ’fore whose throne, ’tis needful, 

Ere 1 can perfect mine intents, to kneel: 

Time was, I did him a desired office, 

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude 
'1 ’hroug li flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth. 

And answer, thanks ; J duly am inform’d, 

His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. You must know, 

I am supposed dead : the army breaking. 

My husband hies him home ; where, hraven aidin 
And by the leave of mv good lord the king. 

We’ll be, before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle madam, 

You never had a servant, to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you, mistress. 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love ; doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s dower. 
As it hath fated her to be mv motive 
And helper to a husband. But, O strange men! 
Tnat can such sweet use make of what they hate. 
When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night! so lust doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away : 

But more of this hereafter: You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must suffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honesty 

Go with your impositions, l am yours 
Upon your will to suffer. 

Hel* Yet, I pray you,— 

But with the word, the time will bring on summer. 
When briars shall have leaves as well < s thorns. 

And be as sweet as sharp. We must away; 

Our waggon is prepar’d, and time revives us: 

All's well that ends well: mill the fine’s the crown; 

| Whate’er the course, the end is the renown. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Rousillon . A Room in the Countess's 
Palace. 

Enter Countess, Lafeu, and Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a snipe-* 
taffata fellow there ; whose villainous saffron would 
have made all the unbaked and doughy youth of a 
nation in his colour: your daughter- in-iaw had been 
alive at this hour; ana your son here at home, more 
advanced by the king, than by that red -tailed humble- 
bee I speak of. 

Count. I would, I had not known him! it was 
the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman, that 
ever nature had praise for creating: if she had par- 
taken of my M, and cost me the dearest groans 
of a mother, jl could not have owed her a more 
rooted love. 

Laf. ’Twas a good lady, ’twas a good lady ; w« 
may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such 
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trfie was ‘he sweet marjoram ot 
the herb of grace. 

re not salad-herbs, you knave, they 

Clo. l am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir, I have 
a:t much skill in grass. 

Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself; a knave, 
or a fool ? 

do. A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and a knave 
at a man’s. 

Laf. Your distinction? ; [his service. 

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do 

Laf. So you were a knave at his service, indeed. 

do. And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, 
to do her service. . [knave and fool. 

Laf. I will subscribe for thee ; thou art both 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve 
as great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who’s that ? a Frenchman ? 

Clo. Faith, sir, he has an English name; but his 
phisnomy is more hotter in France, than there. 

Laf. What prince is that ? ^ 

prince, sir, alias, the prince of 
the devil. 

my purse: T give thee 
from thy master thou talk’st 

; serve him still. 

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that alway 
loved a great fire ; and the master I speak of, ever 
keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of 
the world, let his nobility remain in his court. I 
am for the house with the narrow gate, which I take 
to be too little for pomp to enter: some, that humble 
themselves, may ; but the many will be too chill and 
tender; and they’ll be for the flowery way, that 
leads to the broad gate, and the great fire. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a- weary of thee ; 
and 1 tell thee so before, because 1 would not fall 
out with thee. Go thy ways; let my horses be well 
looked to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they shall 
be jades’ tricks; which are their own right by the 
law of nature. [Exit. 

Laf A shrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count. So he is. My lord, that’s gone, made 
himself much sport out of him; by his authority 
he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for his 
fiaticmess; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs 
where he will. 

like him well; ’tis not amiss: and I was 
tell you, since I heard of the gooa lady’s 
death, and that my lord your son was upon his re- 
turn home, l moved the king, my master, to speak 
in the behalf of my daughter ; which, in the mino- 
rity of them both, nis majesty, out of a self gracious 
remembrance, did first propose: his highness hath 
promised me to do it; and, to stop up the displea- 
sure he hath conceived against your son, there is no 
fitter matter.^ How does your ladyship like it? 

Count. With very much content, my lord, and I 
wish it happily effected. 

Laf His highness comes post from Marseilles, of 
as able body as when he numbered thirty ; he will 
be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in 
such intelligence hath seldom failed. 

Count . It rejoices me, that 1 hope I shall see Kim 
ere I die. I have letters, that my son will be here 
to-night: 1 shall beseech your lordship, to remain 
with me till they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking, with what manners 
I might safely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable 
privilege. 

Lady, of that I have made a bold charter ; 
Wit, I thank my God, it holds yet. 


your son with 


a patch of velvet on’s face : whether there De a scat 
under it, or no, the velvet knows; 1 .it ’tis a goodly 
patch of velvet : his left cheek is a cheek of tw« 
pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn hare. 

Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour ; so, belike, is that. 

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face. 

Laf Let us go see your son, I pray you ; I long 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. Faith, there’s a dozen of ’em, with delicate . 
fine hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow 
the head, and nod at every man. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — Marseilles. A Street 

Enter Helena, Widow , and Diana, with two 
Attendants. 

Hel. But this exceeding posting, day and night, 
Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help it; 

But, since you have made die days and nights as 
To wear your gentle limbs in my a flairs, [one. 
Be bold, you do so grow in my requital, 

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time ; — - 

Enter a gentle Astringer. 

This man may help me to his majesty’s ear, , 

If he would spend his power. — God save you, sir* 
Gent, k nd you. 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 
Gent. I have been sometimes there. 

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 

And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankful. 

Gent. What’s your will ? 

Hel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king; 

And aid me with that store of power you have, 

To come into his presence. 

Gent. The king’s not here. 

Hel. Not here, sir? 

Gent ' Not, indeed : 

He hence remov’d last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

IV id. Lord, how we lose our pains ! 

Hel. All's well that ends well , yet; 

Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit — 

I do beseech you, whither has he gone ? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillou ; 

Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beseech yon, sir. 

Since you are like to see the king before me. 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 

Which, I presume, shall render you no blame. 

But rather make you thank your pains for it : 

I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us meaner. 

Gent v This I’ll do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be wel. 
thank’d, 

Whate’er falls more. — We must to horse again; — 
Go, go, provide. # [Exeunt. 

Scene W—Rousillon, The inner Court of the 
Countess? $ Palace, 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu 
this letter : I have ere now, sir, been better known 
to you, when I have neld familiarity with freshet 
clothes ; hut I am now, sir, muddied in fortune’s 
moat, and smell somewhat strong of her strong 
displeasure. 

, Clo. Truly, fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish, 
if it smell so strong as thou speakest of: I will 
henceforth eat no fish of fortune's buttering. Pr’ythee* 
allow the wind. 
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Par* Nay, you need not stop your nose, sir; I 
spake but by a metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will 
stop my nose; or against any man’s metaphor. 
Vrjf thee, 'get thee further.' 

Par* Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Fob, pr’ythee, stand away : A paper from 
fortune’s close-stool to give to a nobleman! Look, 
here he tomes himself.— 

Enter Lafeu. 

Here is a pur of fortune’s, sir, or of fortune’s cat, 
(but not a niusk-c.it,) that has fallen into the unclean 
fishpond of her displeasure, . and, as he says, is 
muddied withal : Pray you, sir, use the carp as you 
may ; for he leaks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, 
foolish, rascally knave. 1 do pity his distress in 
my smiles of comfort, and leave him to your lord- 
ship. [Exit Clown. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly scratched. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? ’tis 
too late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you 
played the knave with fortune, that she should 
scratch you, who of herself is a good lady, and 
would not have knaves thrive long under her? 
There’s a quart dim for you: Let the justices 
make you and fortune friends ; I am for other bu- 
siness. [single word. 

Par . I beseech your honour, to hear me one 

Laf. You beg a single penny more : come, you 
shall ha’t ; save your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then.— Cox’ 
my passion ! Give me your hand ; -How does your 
drum? [found me. 

Par. O my good lord, you were the first that 

Laf. Was l, in sooth? and I was the first that 
lost thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put upon 
me at once both the office of God and the devil? 
one brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee 
out. {Trumpets sound.) The king’s coming, I know 
by his trumpets. — Sirrah, inquire further after me ; 
I had talk of you last night: though you are a fool 
and a knave, you shall eat; go to, follow. 

Par. I praise God for you. [ Exeunt . 

Scene III. — The same. A Room in the Countess's 
Palace. 

Flourish . Enter King, Countess, Lafeu, Lords , 
Gentlemen , Guards , &c. 

King. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

Count. ’Tis past, my liege : 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i’the blaze of youth; 

When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force, 
O’erbears it, and burns on. 

King. . My honour’d lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all; 

Though my revenges were high bent upon him. 

And watch’d the time 1 !© shoot. 

Laf This I must say, 

But first I beg my pardon, — The young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady. 
Offence of mighty note ; but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all ; he lost a wife. 

Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of ricnest eyes ; whose words ail ears took captive ; 
Whose dear perfection, hearts, that scorn’d to serve. 
Humbly call’d mistress. 

King. Praising what is lost, 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him 

■ hither ; 

We are reconcil’d, and the first view shall kill 


All repetition : — Let him not ask our pardon ; 

The nature of his great.offence is deal. 

And. deeper than oblivion do we bury 
The incensing relics of it : let him approach, 

A stranger, no offender ; and inform him. 

So ’tis our will he should. 

Gent* I shall, ray liege. 

[Exit Gentleman, 
King, What says he to your daughter? have you 
spoke? 

Laf. All that he is hath reference to your highness 
King. Then.shallwe have a match. I have letter* 
That set him high in fame. [sent me. 

Enter Bertram. 

Laf. He looks well on’t. 

King. J am not a day of season, 

For thou may’st see a sun-shine and a hail 
In me at once : But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth, 
The time is fair again. 

Per. My high-repented blames. 

Dear sovereign, pardon to me. 

King . All is whole ; 

Not one word more of the consumed time. 

Let’s take the instant by the forward top; 

For we are old, and on our quick ; st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals, ere we can effect them : You remember 
The daughter of this lord ? 

Rer. Admiringly, my liege : at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make, too bold a herald of my tongue 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me. 
Which warp’d the line of every other favour; 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stol’a ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions. 

To a most hideous object: Thence it came. 

That she, whom all men prais’d, and whom myself. 
Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

King . Well excus’d : 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away 
From the great compt : But love, that comes too late. 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried. 

To the great sender turns a sour offence. 

Crying, That’s good, that’s gone : our rash faults 
Make tribal price of serious things we have, 

Not knowing them, until we know their grave : 

Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust, 

Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust : 

Our own* love waking cries to see what’s done, 
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin : 
The main consents are had ; and here we’ll stay 
To see our widower’s second marriage-day. 

Count. Which better than the first, O dear hea- 
ven, bless! 

Or, ere they meet, in me, 0 nature, cease ! 

Laf Come on, my son, in whom my house’* 
name 

Must be digested, give a favour from you. 

To sparkle »n the spirits of my daughter, 

That she may quickly come. — By my old beard. 
And every hair that’s ou*t, Helen, mat’s dead. 
Was a sweet creature ; such a ring as this. 

The last that e’er I took her leave at court, 

I saw upon her finger. 

Ber . Hers it was nob 

King. Now, pray yon, let me see it; for mine eye v 
While I was speaking, oft was fasten’d to’t.— 

This ring was mine; and, when 1 gave it Helen, 

I bade her, if her foHunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help** that by this token 
I would relieve her : Had you that craft, to reive he, 
Of what should stead her most? * 

Ber. My gracious sox ereiga 

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so. 
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The ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my life, ! 

I have seen her wear it; and she reckon a it 
At her life’s rate. 

Laf. I am sure, I saw her wear it. , # 

Ber , You are deceiv’d, my lord, she never saw it : 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw ii : noble she was, and thought 
I stood engag’d ; but when I had subscrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully, 

I could not answer in that course of honour. 

As she had made the overture, she ceas’d. 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plains himself, # 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 

Hath not in nature’s mystery more science, 

Than 1 have in this ring : ’twas mine, ’twas Helen’s, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know. 

That you are well acquainted with yourself, 

Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her: she call’d the saints to surety, 
That she would never put it from her finger, 

Unless she ga^e it to yourself in bed, 

(Where you have never come,) or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber. She never saw it. 

King . Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love mine 
honour ; 

And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me, 

Which l would fain shut out : If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman, — ’twill not prove so: — 
And yet i know not : — thou didst hate her deadly. 
And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe. 

More than to see this ring. —Take him away. — 

(Guards seise Bertram .) 
My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall. 

Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear’d too little.— Away with him 
Well sift this matter further. 

Ber. If you shall prove 

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Prove, that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet she never was. [Exit Bertram guarded. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King , I am wrapp’d in dismal thinking! 

Gent. Gracious sovereign, 

Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not; 
Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath, for four or five removes, come short 
To tender it herself. I undertook it, 

Vanquish'd thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know, 

Is here attending : her business looks in her 
With an importing visage; and she told me. 

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself. 

King. ( Reads.) Upon his many protestations to 
me, when his wife was dead , I blush to 
he won me. Now is the count RoustUon a 
; his votes are forfeited to me , and my 
honours paid to him. He stole from Florence , 
taking no leave , and I follow him to his country 
for justice : Grant it me, 0 King; in you it best 
lies; otherwise a seducer flourishes , and a poor 
maid is undone. 

Diana Capulet. 

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and toll 
him : for this. I’ll none of him. [Lafeu, 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, 
To bring forth this discovery. — Seek these suitors 
Go speed. ly, and bring again the count. 

[Exeunt Gentleman , and some Attendants. 
Fam afeard, the file of Helen, lady, 


Enter Bertram, guarded. 

King. I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters 
" ■ to you, 

And that you fly them as you swear them lordship. 
Yet you desire to marry. — What woman’s that l 
Re-enter Gentleman, with Widow t and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulet; 

My suit, as I do understand, you know, _ 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

XI 'id. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour 
Both suffer under this complaint we bring. 

And both shall cease, without your. remedy. 

King. Come hither, count; Do you know these 
women? * 

Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; do they charge me further . 
Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife ? 
Ber. She’s none of mine, my lord. 

Dia. If you shall marry, 

Y ou give away this hand, and that is mine ; 

You give away heaven’s vows, and those are mine ; 
Hon give away myself, which is known mine; 

For I by vow am so embodied yours, 

That she, which marries you, must marry me. 
Either both, or none. 

Laf. Your reputation (to Bertram ) comes too 
short for my daughter, you are no husband for her. 
Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate crea- 
ture, [ness 

Who sometime I have laugh’d with : let your high- 
Lpy a more noble thought upon mine honour. 

Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, yon have them ill t*» 
friend, [nour, 

Till your deeds gain them: Fairer prove your ho- 
Than in mg; thought it lies ! 

Dia. fc v Good my lord. 

Ask him -\pon his oath, if he does think 
He had A my virginity. 

King. What say’st thou to her ? 

Ber. i She’s impudent, my lord; 

And wa \ common gamester to the camp. 

Dia. does me wrong, my lord ; if I were so. 
He roig :ve bought me at a common price: 

Do not i. ive him: O, behold this ring. 

Whose high respect, and rich validity. 

Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that, 

He gave it to a commoner o’the camp, 

If 1 be one. 

Count. He blushes, and ’tis it: 

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Conferrd by testament to the sequent issue. 

Hath it been ow’d and worn. Tins is his wife; 

That ring's a thousand proofs. 

King. Methought, you said, 

You saw one here in court could witness it. 

Dia. ! did, my lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an instrument; his name’s Pa rolles. 

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. ' What of him? 

He’s quoted for a most perfidious slave, 

With all the spots o’the world tax’d and debosh’d ; 
Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth : 

Am 1 or that, or this, for wHht he’ll utter* 

That will speak any thing ? 

King. ^ Sjie hath that ring of vour*. 

Ber. I think, she has : certain it is, I lik’d ber. 
And boarded her i’the wanton way of youth : 

She knew her distance, and did angle for me, 
Madding iqy eagerness with her restraint. 

As all impediments in fancy’s course 
Are motives of more fancy ; and in fine. 

Her insuit coming with her modern grace. 

Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring; 

And I had that which any inferior might 
At jrriarket- price have bought. 

I must he patieitf 
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Yoxt that turn'd off a first so noble wife. 

May justly diet me. I pray you yet, 

(Since you lack virtue, 1 will lose a husband,) 

Send for your ring, I will return it home, 

And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 

J)ia . Sir, much like 

The same upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of 
late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a bed. 

King. The story then goes false, you threw it him 
Out of a casement. 

Dia. I have spoke the truth. 

Enter Parolles. 

J$er. Mv lord, I do confess the ring was hers. 

King. You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts 
you. — : 

Is this the man you speak of? 

Dia. * Ay, my lord. 

King . Tell me, sirrah, but, tell me true, I charge 
you, 

Not fearing the displeasure of your master, 

(Which, on your Just proceeding, I’ll keep off,) 

By him, and by this woman here, what know you? « 

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had 
in him, which gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose : did he love 
this woman ? 

Par. ’Faith, sir, he did love her; but how? 

King. How, I pray you ? 

Par . He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves 
a woman. 

King. How is that? 

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not 

King. As thou art a knave and no knave:— 

What an equivocal companion is this? 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty's 
command. [orator. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, hut a naughty 
I Dia. Do you know, he promised me marriage? 

Par. ’Faith, I know more than I’ll speak. 

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou know’st ? 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty ; I did go be- 
tween them, as I said ; but more than that, he 
loved her,— for, indeed, be was mad for her, and 
talked of Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I 
know not what: yet I was in that credit with them 
at that time, that I knew of their going to bed ; and 
of other motions, as promising her marriage, and 
things that would derive me ill-will to speak of, 
therefore I will not speak what I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou 
canst say they are married : but thou art too tine in 
thy evidence; therefore stand aside. — 

This ring, you say, was yours? 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 

Vice. It was not gi ven me, nor I did not buy it. 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways, 
How could you give it him? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

haf. This woman’s an easy glove, my lord ; she 
goes off and on at pleasure. . . ^ 

King, This ring was mine, I gave it his first wife. 

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught X 
know. 

; '"'.£t«t^.' : Tak.e:'her'Bway> : I do not like her now * 


To prison with her : and away with him.— 

Unless thou teH’st me where thou hadst this ring, 
Thou diest within this hour. 

Dia. Ill never tell yotc. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I’ll tut in bail, my lieg*% 

King. I think thee now some common customer. 
Dia. By Jove, if ever l knew man, 'twas you. 
King. Wherefore hast thou accus’d him all this 
while? 

Dia. Because, he’s guilty, and he is not guilty; 

1 He knows, I am no maid, and he’ll swear to’t; 

I* I’ll swear, I am a maid, and he knows not, 

| Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life m K 
I am either maid, or else tins old man’s wife. 

{Pointing to Lafeu.) 
King. She does abuse our ears ; to prison with her. 
Dia. Good mother, letch my bail.-— Stay, royal 
sir; [Exit Widow. 

The jeweller, that owes the ring, is sent for 
And he shall surety me. But for this lord. 

Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himself; 

Though yet he never harm’d me, here l quit him: 
He knows himself, my bed he hath defil’d ; 

And at that time lie got his wife with child : 

Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick; 
So there’s mv riddle, One, that’s dead, is quick; 
And now behold the meaning. 

Reciter Widow with Helena. 

King. Is there no exorcist 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 

Is’t real, that I see ? 

Hel. No, my good lord ; 

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see, 

The name, and not the tiling. 

Ber. Both, both; O, pardoa ! 

Hel. O, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wond’rous kind. There is your ring. 
And, look you, here’s your letter: this it say a?. 
When from my finger you can get this ring, 

And are by me with child, etc . — This is done : 
Will yon be mine, now yon are doubly won? 

Ber. If she. my liege, can make me know this 
I’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. [clearly, 
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 

O, my dear mother, do I see you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions, 1 shall weep anon:— » 
Good Tom Drum, {to Parolles ) lend me a hand- 
kerchief: so, I thank thee; wait on me home, PH 
make sport with thee : let thy courtesies alone, they 
! are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story' know. 
To make the even truth in pleasure flow 
If thou be’st yet a fresh uncronped flower, 

{To Diana.) 

Choose thou thy husband, and I’ll pay thy dower; 
For I can guess, that, by thy honest aid. 

Thou kept’st a wife herself, thyself a maid.— 

Of that, and all the progress, more and less, 
Resolvedly more leisure shall express; 

All yet seems well; and if it end so meet. 

The 'bitter past, more welcome is the sweet 

( Flourish .) 

( Advancing .) 

The king's a beggar , now the play is dene: 

All is well ended, if the suit be won , 

That you express content : which we will pay , 
With strife to please you, day exceeding day: 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts ; 
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts . 

[Exeunt 
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TAMING OF THE SHREW 

pIay ^ two plots JK? s V ve l ] . Qni . te(I > that they can hardly he called two, without injury to the art with 
a f e , 1I, . te ^ 0v ’ en - The attention is entertained -with all the variety of a double plot, yet is not distracted 
by unconnected incidents. # J J 

«JE;!!tti P «e t Vi t,et ' ve ? i V ] n athar ^ ne k ,ln(i Petruchio is eminently sprightly and diverting. At the marriage of Bianca, the 
dWwrf . <i° f * ie rea ^ * atier » per ^ apSj P rot i uces more perplexity than pleasure. The whole play is very popular and 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


A Lord. . 

CHRISTOPHER SLY, a drunken Tinker,} Persons in 
Hostess, Page, Players, Huntsmen, and f the Induction 
Other Servants, attending on the Lord, ' 

BAPTISTA, a rich Gentleman of Padua. 
yiNCENTlO, an old Gentleman of Pisa . 

ppt uvruxh 6011 U A Vi .* centio > i n with Bianca . 

RETRLCHIO, a Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor to 
Katharuia. 


GREIVIIO — HORTENSIO , — Suitors to Bianca. 
TRANIO,— BIONOELLO ,— Servants to Lucent lo. 
GRUMIO,— CURTIS , — Servants to Petruchio. 

Pedant , an old Fellow, set tip to personate Vinceniitt 
JKATHARINA, the. Shrew , ) fn 

BIANCA, her Sister, j Daughters to Baptista. 
Widow. 

Tailor , Haberdasher, and Servants, attending on 
Baptist a and Petruchio. 


Scene, Sometimes in P adaa ; and sometimes in Petruchio 1 s Mouse in the Country. 


INDUCTION. 

Scene I.— Before an Ale-house on a Heath. 

Enter Hostess and Sly. 

Sly. I’ll pheese you, in faith. 

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly ; Y’are a baggage; the Slies are no rogues: 
Look m the chronicles, we came in with Richard 
Conqueror. Therefore, paucas pallahris; let the 
world slide . Sessa l [burst ? 

Host. \ ou will not pay for the glasses you have 
Sly. No, not a denier : go by, says Jeronimy ? 

Go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Host. I know my remedy, I must go fetch the 
third borough. [Exit. 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough. I’ll answer 
him by law; I’ll not budge an inch, boy; let him 
come, and kindly. 

{Lies down on the ground, and falls asleep.) 

Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with 
Huntsmen and Servants. 

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my 
hounds : 

Brach Merriman, — the poor cur is emboss’d. 

And couple Clowder with the deep-month’d brach. 
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge corner, in the coldest fault ? 

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Bel man is as goocl as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the merest loss. 

And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent : 

I rust me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet, 

1 would esteem him worth a dozen such. 

But sup them well, and look unto them all; 

1 0 - morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What’s here; one dead, or drunk? See, 
doth he breathe ? 

2 Hun. lie breathes, my lord : Were he not 
warm’d with ale, 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. j 
Lord. 0 monstrous beast! how like a swine he i 
1 [ima^e !— *» 

Grim death ! how foul and loathsome is 'thine 
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man. 

think you, if he were convey’d to bed, 
Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A most delicious banquet by his bed. 

And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 

W onld not the beggar then forget himself? 

1 Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose. 
*> Hun. It would seem strange unto him when he 

r .7 „ [fancy. 

Lord, Lven as a flattering dream, or worthless 
Then take him up, and manage well the jest 


Carry him gently to my fairest chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures ; 
Balm his foul head with warm distilled waters, 

And burn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet* 
Procure me music ready when lie wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight. 

And, with a low submissive reverence, 

Say, — What is it your honour will command t 
Let one attend him with a silver bason, 

Full of rose-water, and bestrew’d with flowers ; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 

And say, — Wilt please your lordship cool yoaa 
hands? 

Some one be ready with a costly suit, 

And ask him what apparel he will wear; 

Another tell him of his hounds and horse, 

And that his lady mourns at ins disease : 

Persuade him, that he hath been lunatic ; 

And, when he says he is — , say, that he dreams. 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs ; 

It will be pastime passing excellent. 

If it be husbanded wi th modesty. [part, 

1 Hun. My lord, I warrant you, we’ll play our 
As he shall think, by our true diligence, 

He is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office, when he wakes. — 

{Some heat out Sly. A trumpet sounds.) 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet ’tis that sounds ; 

‘ [Exit Servant. 

Belike some noble gentleman ; that means. 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here.— 

} Re-enter a Sew ant. 

How now ? who is it ? 

Serv. ■ . An it please your honour. 

Players, that offer service to your lordship. 

Lord. Bid them come near : 

Enter Players. 

. _ 7 Now, fellows, you are welcome 

1 Play. We thank your honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night? 

2 Play. So please your lordship to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my heart.— This felloe 1 ic- 

member, t 

Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son ; — 

’Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well. ■ 
I have forgot your name ; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d, f meant. 
1 Play . I think, ’twas Soto that your honour 
Lord. ’Tis very true ; — thou didst it excellent.- ~ 
Well, you are come to me in happy time ; 

The rather for I have some sport in hand. 

Wherein your cunning can assist me mack. 


Induction. 
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There Is a lord will hear you play fo-mgjht : 

But I am doubtful of your modesties; 

Lest, over-eying' of his odd behaviour, 

! For yet his honour never heard a play,) 

You break into some merry passion, 

And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs, 

If you should smile, he grows impatient. [selves, 


1 Play. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain our- 
Were he the veriest antic in the world. 


Lord . Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery. 

And give them friendly welcome every one ; 

Let them want nothing, -that my house affords. — 

[Exeunt servant and Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 

{To a Servant.) 

And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady: 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s chamber, 
And call him — madam ; do him obeisance. 

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,) 

He bear himself with honourable action. 

Such as he hath observ*d in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 

And say, — What is’t your honour will command. 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 

May show her duty, and make known her love ? ^ 
And then — with kind embracements, tempting 
kisses, 

And with declining head into his bosom, — 

Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 
To see her noble lord restor’d to health,^ 

Who, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar : 

And if the boy have not a woman’s gift. 

To rain a shower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do well tor such a shift ; 

Which in a napkin being close convey’d, 

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 

See this despatch’d with all the haste thou canst ; 
Anon I’ll give thee more instructions. — 

[Exit Servant. 

I know, the boy will well usurp the grace. 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman ; 

I lon«; to hear him call the drunkardSRiusband ; 

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this simple peasant. 

Til in to counsel them : haply, my presence 
May well abate the over-merry spleen, 

Which otherwise would grow into extremes. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II . — A Bedchamber in the Lord's House . 
Sly is discovered in a rich night-gown, with 
Attendants; some with apparel , others with 
bas ewer , and other appurtenances . Enter 

Lord , dressed like a servant . 

Sly. For God’s sake, a pot of small ale. [sack? 

1 Sen/. Will’t please your lordship drink a cup of 

2 Serv . WilPt please your honour taste of these 

conserves ? t day? 

Z Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to- 
Sly. I am C hristophero Sly ; call not me— honour, 
nor lordship : I never drank sack in my life; and if 
you give me any conserves, give me conserves of 
beef: NeVr ask me what raiment I’ll wear ; for I 
have no more doublets than backs, no more stock- 
ings than legs, nor no more shoes than feet ; nay, 
•ome times, more feet than shoes, or such shoes as 
my toes look through the overleather. [honour ! 

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your 
0, that a mighty man, of such descent, 

Of such possessions, and so high esteem. 

Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! 

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? Am not 
I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Burton-heath ; 
by birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by 
transmutation a bear-nerd, and now by present pro- 
fession a tinker? Ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale- 
wife of Wincot, if she know me not: if she say ! 


am not fourteen pence on the score for sheer ale, 
score me up for the lyingest knave in Christendom! 
What, I am not bestraught : Here’s- — - 

1 Serv . 0, this it is, that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Serv. O, this it is, that makes your servants 

droop. [your house. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred slum 
As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 

O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth; 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment. 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams: 

Look how thy servants do attend on thee. 

Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have music r hark ! Apollo plays, 

{Mutidi) 

And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 

Or wilt thou sleep ? we’ll have thee to a couch. 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
On purpose trimm’d up for Semiramis. 

Say, thou wilt walk ; * e will bestrew the ground • 

Or wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp’d. 

Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 

Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar 

Above the morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt ? 

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them, 

And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

1 Serv. Say, thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds art 

as swiff 

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Serv. Dost thou love pictures ? we will fetch 

thee straight 

Adonis, painted by a running brook: 

And Cytherea all in sedges hid ; 

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. We’ll show thee To, as she was a maid ; 
And how she was beguiled and surpris’d, 

As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Serv. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny 

wood ; 

Scratching her legs that one shall swear she bleeds! 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 
Thou hast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. [thee,, 

1 Serv. And, till the tears, that she hath shed for 
Like envious floods, o’er-ran her lovely face. 

She was the fairest creature in the world ; 

And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sly. Am I a lord? and have I such a lady? 

Or do I dream ? or have I dream’d till now ? 

I do not sleep : I see, I hear, I speak; 

I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things * 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed ; 

And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly. — 

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight : 

And, once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

2 Serv. Will’t please your mightiness to wask 

your hands ? 

{Servants present an ewer , bason % and napkin.} 
O, how we joy to see your wit restor’d ! 

0, that once more you knew but what, you are ! 
These fifteen years you have been in a dream; 

Or, when you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept. 

Sly. These fifteen vears ! by my fay, a goodly nap* 
But did I never speak of all that time ? 

1 Serv. 0, yes, my lord ; but very idle words 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber. 

Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hostess of the house; 

And say, you would present h'efjat the leet, 

Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d quarts,;. 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hackei. 
Sly. Ay, the womans maid of the house. 

Serv. Why, si^you kiiow no house, nor no sucb 
maid; 

Nor no stich jrmn, as you have reckon’d up,— 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, n 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimperneil ; 
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And twenty more such names and men as these, 
Which never were, nor no man ever saw 

Sty. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends . 
At t. Amen. . 

Sty. I thank thee ; thou shall not lose hy it. 

Euler the Page, as a lady, with Attendants . 
Page. How lares my noble lord t 
Sty. Marry, I fare well ; for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife ? . 

Pam* Here, noble lord; What is thy will with 
j ler > (husband? 

Sly* Are von my wife, and will not call me— 
Mv men should call me— lord ; I am your good-man. 
Pay?. My husband and my lord, my lord and 
husband ; . 

1 am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly. 1 know it well What must l call her? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Alice madam, or Joan madam? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing else; so lords call 
ladies. land slept 

Sly. Madam wife, they nay that l have d ream’d, 
Abme some fifteen year and more. 

Ptvje A v, and the time seems thirty unto me, 
Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Sly. *Tis much; Servants, leave me and her 

alone. 

Madam, undress you, and come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you, 

To pardon me yet for a night or two; 

Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 

For your physicians have expressly charg’d. 

In peril to incur your former malady, 

That l should yet absent me from your bed : 

I hope, tills reason stands for niy excuse. 

Sty . Av> it stands so, that 1 may hardly tarry so 
long. Bu‘t I would be loath to fall into my dreams 
again ; I will therefore tarry, in despite ot the flesh 
and the blood. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Your honour’s players, hearing your amend- 
ment, 

Are come to play a pleasant comedy, 

For so your doctors hold it very meet ; 

Seeing too much sadness hath congeal’d your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurse offrenzy, 

Therefore, they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly . Marry, I will; let them play it: Is not a 
cornmontv a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling trick r 
Pam. K o, my good lord ; it is more pleasing stuff. 
Sly. What, household stuff? 

Page. It is a kind of history. 

Sly. Weil, we’ll see’t : Come, madam wife, sit 
by my side, and let the world slip ; we shall ne’er 
be younger. [They sit dozen. 


Scene I. — Padua. A public Place. 
Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 

Luc. Tranio, since — for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,— 

I am arriv’d fo£ fruitful Lombardy, 

.The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 

And, by my father’s love and leave, am arm’d 
With his good will, and thy good company, 

Most trusty servant, well approv’d in all ; 

Here let us breathe, and happily institute 
A coarse of learning, and ingenious studies. 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being, and ray father first, 

A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolu. 

Vmcen&o his son, brought up in Florence, 

It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv’d. 

To deck bi« fortune with his virtuous deeds: 
And therefore, T ranio, the time I study. 


Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, thattivats of happinesi, 

By virtue ’specially to be achie /d. 

Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left. 

And am to Padua come ; as he that leave* 

A shallow plash, to plunge him in the deep. 

Ami with satiety seeks to quench his thirst 
Tra. Mi perdonate , gentle master mine, 
l am in all affected as yourself ; 

Glad that you thus continue your resolve. 

To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 
This v irtue, and this moral discipline, 

Let’s be no stoic ks, nor no stocks, 1 pray ; 

Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks. 

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur’d ; 

Talk -logit’ with acquaintance that you have. 

And practise rhetoric in your common talk; 

Music and poesy use to quicken you ; 

The mathematics, and the metaphysics, 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you : 

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta’en 
In brief, sir, study what you most afiect 
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If. Biondelh, thou wertcome ashore, 

We could at once put us in readiness ; 

And take a lodging, fit to entertain 
Such friends as time in Padua shall beget. 

But stay awhile : What company is this ? 

Tra. Master, some show, to welcome us to town. 

Enter Baptista, Katharina, Bianca, Gremio, 
and Hortensio. Lucentio and Tranio stand 
aside. 

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no further. 

For how I firmly am resolv’d you know ; 

That is, —not to bestow my youngest daughter 
Before I have a husband for the elder: 

If either of you both love Katharina, 

Because 1 know you well, and love you well. 

Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 
Gre . To cart her rather: She’s too rough for 
me 

There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife ? 

Kath. I pray you, sir, ( to Bap.) is it your wTR 
To make a stale of me ainong.it these mates r 
Hor. Mates, maid I how mean you that? no 
mates for you, 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould 
j Kath. I’faith, sir, "you shall never need to tear ; 

I wis, it is not half way to her heart: 

But, if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool, 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Hor - From all such devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
Gre. And me too, good Lord! 

Tra. Hush, master ! here is some good pastime 
toward ; 

That wench is stark mad, or wonderful fro ward. 

Luc. But in the other’s silence I do see 
Maid's mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio. 

Tra. Well said, master ; mum 1 and gaze your fill, 
Bap . Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in : 

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca ; 

For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl 
Kath. A pretty peat ! ’tis best 
Put finger in the eye,— and she knew why. 

Biah. Sister, content yon in my discontent. — ■ 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly l subscribe : 

My books, and instruments, shall be my company ; 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou may’st hear Minerva 
speak. ( Asid*,) 

Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so straagef 
Sorry am I , that our good will effects 
Bianca’s' grief. . . . 

Gre. Why, will you mew hor up, 

Signio** Baptista, for tins fiend of hell. 
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And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? i 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am resolv’d : — ! 

Go in*, Bianca. [Ejc^ Bianca . 

And (or l know, she taketh most delight 
In music, instruments, and poetry, 

Schoolmasters will I keep within my house. 

Fit to instruct her youth. — If you, Hortensio, 

Or, signior Gremio, you, — know any such, 

Prefer them hither; for to cunning meu 

I will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own children in good bringing up : 

And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; 

For I have more to commune with Bianca, [Exit. 

Kath , Why, and I trust, I may go too; may I 
not? v [like, 

Wluit, shall I be appointed hours ; as though, be- 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave ? Ha ! 

[Exit. 

Ore. You may go to the devil’s dam; your gifts 
are so good, here is none will hold you. Their 
love is not so great, Hortensio, but we may blow 
our nails together, and fast it fairly out; our cake’s 
dough on both sides. Farewell: — Yet, for the love 
I bear my sweet Bianca, if I can by any means 
light on a fit man, to teach her that wherein she de- 
lights, I will wish him to her father. 

Hor. So will I, signior Gremio: But a word, I 
pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet never 
brook’d pari e, know now, upon advice, it touchetb 
us both,— that we may yet again have access to our 
fair mistress, and he happy rivals in Bianca’s love, 
—to labour and effect one thing ’specially. 

Gre . What’s that, I pray ? 

Hor. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

Gre. A. husband 1 a devil. 

Hor . I say, a husband. 

Gre. 1 say, a devil : Tnink’st thou, Hortensio, 
though her father be very rich, any man is so very a 
fool to be married to hell ? 

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience, 
and mine, to endure her loud alarums, wny, man, 
there be good fellows in the world, ah a man could 
light on them , would take her with all faults, and 
money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell; I but had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, — to be whipped at the 
high- cross every morning. 

Hor . ’Faith, as you say, there’s small choice in 
rotten apples. But, come; since this bar in law 
makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly 
maintained, — till by helping Baptista’s eldest 
daughter to a husband, we set his youngest free for 
a husband, and then have to’t afresh.— Sweet Bian- 
ca I — Happy man be his dole ! He that runs fast- 
est, gets the ring. How say you, signior Gremio ? 

Gre. I am agreed : and ’would I had given him 
the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that 
would thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, 
and rid the house of her. Come on. 

[Exeunt Gremio and Hortensio. 

.Tra. (Advancing.) I pray, sir, tell me, — Is it 
possible 

That love should of a sudden take such hold? 

hue. O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it possible, or likely ; 

But see! while idly I stood looking on, 

I found the effect of love in idleness : 

And now in plainness do confess to thee,— 

That art to me as secret, and as dear. 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was,— 

Tranio, I burn, l pine, I perish, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this young modest girl : 

Counsel me, Tranio* for I know thou canst : 

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ; 
Affection is not rated from the heart : 

If love have touch’d you, nought remains but so,— 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. [tents ; 

Luc. Gramrrcies, lad; go forward : this con- 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel’s sound. 


Tra. Master, you look’d so longly on the maid. 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith ot all. 

Luc. 0 yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face. 

Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand. 
Tra. Saw you no more? mark you not, how her 
sister 

Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm, 

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move. 

And with her breath she did perfume the air* 
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then, ’lis time to stir him from his tranee* 
T pray, awake, sir : If you love the maid, 

Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it 
stands : 

Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd. 

That, till the father rid his hands of her 
Master, your love must live a maid at home , 

And therefore has he closely mew'd her up. 
Because she. shall not be annoy’d with suitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father’s he ! 

But art thou not advis’d, he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmaster to instruct her? 
Tra. Ay, marry, am I sir; and now ’tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra. Master, for my hand, 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine first 
Tra. You will be schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid : 

That's your device. 

Luc. It is : May it be done ? 

Tra. Not possible ; For who shall bear your part. 
And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son? 

Keep house, and ply his book ; welcome his friends ; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquetthem? 

Luc. Basta : content thee ; for I have it fulL 
We have not yet been seen in any house; 

No** can we be distinguished by our faces, 
p or man, or master : then it follows thus;— 

Thou shall be master, Tranio, in my stead, 

Keep house, and port, and servants, as I should : 

I will some other he ; some Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or mean mar. of Pisa. — 

’Tis hatch’d, and shall be so : — -Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee ; take my colour'd hat and cloak : 
When Biondello conies, he waits on thee ; 

But T will charm him first to keep his tongue, 

Tra. So had you need. ( They exchange habits.) 
In brief, then, sir, sith it your pleasure is. 

And I am tied to be obedient ; 

(For so your father charg'd me at our parting; 

Be serviceable to my son, quoth he, 

Although, I think, ’twas in another sense) 

I am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Late. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves; 

And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid, 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue. — Sirrah, where baye you 
been ? [where are you ? 

Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how now. 
Master, has my fellow Tranio stol’n your clothes? 
Or you stol’u his ? or both ? pray, what’s the news ? 

Luc . Sirrah, come hither, ’tis no time to jest. 

And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio, here, to save my life. 

Puts my apparel and my countenance on. 

And 1 lor my escape have put on his ; 

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 

I kill’d a than, and fear I was descried. 

Wait you on him, i charge you, as becomes, 

While I make way from hence to save my life : 

You understand ate? 

Bion. I, sir? ne’er a wlut. 

Xjuc, And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth* 
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Trwdo is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Jttion. The better for Mm Would I were so too ! 
Tra. So would I, faith, boy, to have the next 
wish after, — # [daughter. 

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest 
But, sirrah, — not for my sake, but your master’s, — 

I advise # [companies: 

You use your manners discreetly in . all kind of 
When I am alone, why, then 1 am Tranio ; 

But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio, let’s go : — 

One thing more rests, that thyself execute ; — 

To make one among these wooers : If thou ask me 
why, 

S-qficeth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

[Exeunt. 

1 Serv. My lord, you nod ,* you do not mhid the 
„ play. , 

Sly. Yen, by saint Anne, do I. A good matter 
surely * Comes there any more of it f 
Page. My lord, 'tis but begun. 

Sly. 'Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam \ 
lady ; ’Would t tvere done! 

Scene II. — The same. Before IIortensio’s. 
House. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Verona, for a %hile I take my leave. 

To see my friends in Padua ; but, of all. 

My best beloved and approved friend, 

Hortensio ; and, I trow, this is his house : — 

Here, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say. 

Gru. Knock, sir I whom should I knock? is 
there a*w man has rebused your worship? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, sir? why, sir, what am 
I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate. 

And rap me well, or I’ll knock your knave’s pate, j 
Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome: I should ; 
knock you first, 

And then I know after who comes by the worst. I 
Pet. Will it not be ? 

’Faith, sirrah, and you’ll not knock. I’ll wring it; 
I’ll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it. 

( He wrings Grumio by the ears.) 
Gru. Help, masters, help ! my master is mad. 

Pet. Now, knock when I bid you: sirrah! -vil- 
lain! 

Enter Hortensio. 

Hor. How now! what’s the matter? — My old 
friend Grumio ! and my good friend Petruchio ! — 
How do you all at Verona? 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the 
Con tuito il core bene trovato, may I say. [fray ? 

Hor. Alla nostra casa bene venuto, 

Motto honorato signor mio Petruchio. 

Rise, Grumio, rise ; wei will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, ’tis no matter, what he ’leges in Latin. 
— If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his 
service, — Look you, sir, — he bid me knock him, and 
rap him soundly, sir : Well, was it fit for a servant 
to use his master so ; being, perhaps, (for aught I 
see}, two and thirty, — a pip out ? 

Whom, ’would to God, 1 had well knock’d at first. 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

* Pet. A senseless villain ! — Good Hortensio, 

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate. 

And could not get him for my heart to do it ! 

Gru. Knock at the gate? — O heavens! :j 

Spake you not these words plain, Sirrah, knock 
me here, \ly? 

Hap me here, knock me well, and knock me sound - 
Ana come you now with — knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 
Hor. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio’s pledge : 
W by, this is a heavy chance ’twixt him and you ; 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 

And tell me now, sweet friend, — what happy gale 


Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through 
the world, 

To seek their fortunes further than at home, 

YVhere small experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me 
Antonio, my father, is deceas’d ; 

And I have thrust myself into this maze, 

Haply to wive, and thrive, as best 1 may : 

Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home. 

And so am come abroad- to see the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to 
thee, 

And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour’d wife ? 

Thoud st thank me but a little for my counsel : 

And yet 1 11 promise thee she shall be rich. 

And very rich : — but thon’rt too much my friend. 
And I’ll not wish thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, ’twixt such friends as we. 
Few words suffice : and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wife, 

(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance,) 
lie she as foul as was Florentius’ love, 

As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xantippe, or a worse, 

She moves not, or not remox es, at least, 

Affection’s edge in me : were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas : 

I come to wive it Wealthily in Padua; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

# Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is : Why, give him gold enough, and marry 
him to a puppet, or* an aglet-baby; or an old trot 
with ne’er a tooth in her head, though she have as 
many diseases as two and fifty horses : why, nothing 
comes amiss, so money comes withal. 

Hor. Petruchio, since we have stepp’d thus far 
I I will continue that I broach’d in jest. [in, 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
; With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous ; 

| Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman : 

' Her only fault (and that is faults enough,) 

Is, — that she is intolerably curst, 

And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all measure. 
That, were my state far worser than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of goltL 
Pet. Hortensio, peace ; thou know’st not gold’s 
effect : — 

Tell me her father’s name, and ’tis enough; 

For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Hor. Her father is Baptista Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman ; 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 

Kenown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though I know not her; 
And he knew my deceased father well : 

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her; 

And therefore let i is be thus bold with you. 

To give you over at this first encounter, 

Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the humour 
lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as well as I 
do, she would think scolding would do little good 
upon him: She may, perhaps, call him half a score 
knaves, or so: why, that’s nothing; an he begin 
once, he’ll rail in his rope-tricks. I’ll tell you what, 
sir, — an she stand him but a little, he will throw a 
figure in her face, and so disfigure her with it, that 
she shall have no more eyes to see withal than * 
cat : Yon know him not, sir. 

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee ; 

For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is: 

He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 

And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love: 

Supposing it a thing impossible, 

(For those defects I have before rehears’d,) 

That ever Katharina will be woo’d. 
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Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en 
That none shall have access unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gru. Katharine the curst! 

A. title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

Hor. Now shall my friend Petrnchio do me grace, 
And offer me, disguis'd in sober robes. 

To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca: 

That so I may by this device, at least. 

Have leave and leisure to make love to her, 

And, unsuspected, court her by herself. 

Enter Gremio; with him hucEmo disguised, 
with hooks under his arm . 

Gru. Here’s no knavery ! See, to beguile the old 
folks, how the young folks lay their heads together! 
Master, master, look about you: Who goes there? 
ha l 

Hor. Peace, Grumio; ’tis the rival of my love: 
— Petruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A proper stripling, and an amorous ! 

( They retire.) 

Gre . O, very well; I have perus’d the note. 

Hark you, sir; I’ll have them very fairly bound: 

All books of love, see thatat any hand ; 

And see you read no other lectures to her : 

You understand me: — Over and beside 
Signior Baptista ’s liberality. 

Pit mend it with a largess -—Take your papers too. 
And let me have them very well perfum'd ; 

For she <s sweeter than perfume itself. 

To whom they go. W at will you read to her? 

Luo. VVhate’er I read to her, I’ll plead for you, 
As for my patron, (stand you so assur’d,) 

As firmly as yourself were still in place 
Yea, and (perhaps) with more successful words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Gre . 0 this learning! what a tiling it is ! 

Gru. 0 this woodcock I what an ass it is ! 

Pet. Peace, sirrah, 

liar. Grumio, mum ! — God save you, signior 
Gremio- [Trow you, 

Gre . And you’re well met, signior Hortensio. 
Whither I am going? — To Baptista Minola. 

I promis’d to enquire carefully 
About a schoolmaster fur fair Bianca : 

And, by good fortune, i have lighted well 
On this young man ; for learning and behaviour. 

Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry, 

And other books, — good ones, I warrant you. 

Hor. Tis well : and I have met a gentleman, * 
Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 

A fine : musician to instruct our mistress; 

So shall 1 no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me. [prove. 

Gre . Belov’d of me, — and that my deeds shall 
Gru. And that his bags shall prove. (Asicfe.) 
Hor . Gremio, ’tis now no time to vent our love : 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair. 

I’ll tell you news indifferent good for either. 

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met. 

Upon agreement from us to his liking. 

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Ore. So said, so done, is well ; — 

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults? 

Pet. 1 know she is an irksome brawling scold ; ^ 
If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. (man ? 
Gre. No, say’st me so, friend? What country- 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's son: 
father dead, my fortune lives for me; 
do hope good days, and long, to see. 

0, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were 

have a stomach, to’t, o'God’s name; 
nave me assisting you in ail. 


Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or I’ll hang her 

(Aside) 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Think you a" little din cun daunt mine ears: 

Have 1 not iu my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the sea, puff’d up with winds. 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed.. with sweat? 

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not in the pitched battle heard 

Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets’ clang’ 

And do you tell me ot a woman’s tongue. 

That gives not half so great a blow to the ear, 

As will a chesnut in a farmer's lire ? ' / 

Tush ! tush I fear boys with bugs. 

Gru. ' For he fears none. (Aside.] 

Gre. Hortensio, hark! 

This gentleman is happily arriv’d, 

My mind presumes, for his own good, and yours. 

Hor. I promis’d; we would be contributors, 

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er. 

Gre . And so we will ; provided, that he win her 
Gru. I would, I were as sure of a good dinner. 

(Aside.) 

Enter Tranio, bravely apparell'd, and Biondello, 
Tra. Gentlemen, God save you I If I may be 
bold. 

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of signior Baptista Minola ? 

Gre. He that has the two fair daughters;— 
(Aside to IVanio .) is’t he von mean ? 

Tra. Even he. Biondello! 

Gre. Hark you, an You mean not her to 

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir ? What have you 
to do? 

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I pray 
Tra. I love no chiders, sir: — Biondello, let’* 
away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. (Aside.) 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ; — 

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no? 
Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence : 

Gre. No ; if) without more words, you will get 
you hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me, as lor you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what teason, I beseech you ? 

Gre. For this reason, if you’ll know. - 

That she’s the choice love of signior Gremio. 

Hor. That she’s the chosen of signior Hortensio. 
Tra. Softly, my masters l if you be gentlemec. 
Do me this right, — hear me vvitli patience. 

Baptista is a noble gentleman. 

To whom my father is not all unknown ; 

And, were his daughter fairer than she is, 

She may more suitors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers ; 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 

And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one. 

Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone. 

Gre. What! this gentleman will outtalk us all. 
Luc. Sir, give him head; l kuow, he’ll prove* 
jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these word*? 
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you. 

Did you ever yet see Baptista’s daughter ? 

Tra. No, sir: but hear 1 do, that he hath two; 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue, 

| As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first’s for me; let her goby. 
Gre. Y"ea, leave that labour to great Hercules : | 
And let it lie more that) AJcides’ twelve. 

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, in sooth*-* 
The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for. 

Her father keeps from all access of suitors; 

And will not promise her to any man. 

Until the el4&* sister first be wed : 

The younger then is free, and not befor* 


Will I live? 
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Tra. If it be so. sir, that you are t he mao 
Must stead us all, and me among toe rest; 

And if you break the ice, and do this teat, 

Achieve the elder, set the younger free 

For our access, — whose hap shall be to have her, 

Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. .Sir, you say well, and welt you do conceive ; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor. 

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman. 

To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : m sign whereof. 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon, 

And quad* carouses to our mistress’ health; 

And do as adversaries do in law,— 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion ! Fellows, let’s 
begone. 

Hor. The motion’s good, indeed, and be it so ; 
Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. [. Exeunt . 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — The same. A Room in JBaptista's 
House. 

Enter Katharina and Bianca. 

Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
, yourself, 

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me ; 

That I disdain : but for these other gawds. 

Unbind my hands, PU puli them off myself. 

Yea, all iny raiment, to my petticoat ; 

Or, what you will command me, will I do. 

So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Hath. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov’st best: see thou dissemble not. 

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive, 

I never yet beheld that special face 
Which f could limey more than any other. 

Hath. Minion, thou best : Is’t not Hortensio ? 
Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear. 

I’ll plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 

Katk. O then, belike, you fancy riches more ; 
Yon will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so ? 

Nay, then you jest; and now 1 weij perceive, 

You have but jested with me all this while : 

I pr’y thee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Katk. If that be jest, then all „he rest was so. 

(Strikes her.) 

Enter Battista. 

Bap. Why, how dow, darnel whence grows this 
insolence ? 

Bianca, stand aside ; — poor girl I she weeps : — 

Go ply thy needle : meddle not with her.— 

For shame, thou hilding of a devrbsh spirit. 

Why dost thou wrong her, that did ne’er wrong 
thee ? 

When did she cross thee with a hitter word ? 

Kath . Her silence flouts me, and I’ll be re- 
venged. [Flies after Bianca. 

Bap. What, in my sight? — Bianca, get thee in. 

[Exit Bianca, 

Kath. Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now l see. 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 

I must dance bare- foot on her wedding-day. 

And, for yonr love to her, lead apes in hell. 

Talk not to me ; I will go sit and weep, 

Till 1 can find occasion of revenge. [Exit Kath. 

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as 1 f 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Gremio, zvith Lucentio in the habit of a 
’ *4 nean man ; Petruchio, with Hortensio as a 
musician; and TraNIO, with Biondello, bearing 
a lute and books . 

Ore. Good -morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: God 
ia,ve you, gentlemen! 
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Pet. And you, good sir!. Pray, have you not 
Call'd Katharina, fair, and virtuous £ [daughte 
Bap. 1 have a daughter, sir, call’d Katharina. 

Gre. You are too blunt ; go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, signior Gremio » give iu« 
leave. — 

I am a gentleman of Verona, sir, 

That, — hearing of her beauty, and ber wit. 

Her affability, and bashful modesty, 

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,— 

Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report, which 1 so oft have heard. 

And, lor an entrance to my entertainment, 

I do present you with a man of mine, 

(Presenting Hortens**,) 
Cunning in music, and the mathematics. 

To instruct ber fully in those sciences. 

Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant: 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 

His name is Lieio, born in Mantua. {sake: 

Bap. You re welcome, sir ; and he, for your good 
But for my daughter Katharina, — this I know. 

She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

Pet . I see you do not mean to part with her; 

Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not, I speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir? what may 1 call your name? 

Pet. Petruchio is my name ; Antonio’s son, 

A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap. I know him well : yon are welcome for his 
sake. 

Gre. Saving yonr tale, Petruchio, I j ray, 

Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak t< v : 
Baceare ! you are marvellous forward. 

Pet. O, pardon me, signior Gremio ; I vould fain 
be doing. 

Gre . I doubt it not, sir; but yon will curse year 
wooing. 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure o I 
it. To express the like kindness myself, that have 
been more kindly beholden to yon than any. 1 freely 
give unto you this young scholar [presenting Lu- 
centio), that liatli been long studying at Uneims; us 
conning in Greek, Lutin’, and other languages, as 
the other in music and mathematics: Ins name is 
Cambio; pray, accept his service. 

Bap. A thousand thanks, signior Gremio: wel- 
come, good Cambio. — But, gentle sir, [to Tranio.) 
methinks you walk like a stranger; May 1 be so 
bold to know the cause of yonr coining ? 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own; 
That, being a stranger in this city here. 

Do make myself a suitor to your daughter. 

Unto Bianca, mir, and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the elder sister; 

This liberty is all that I request,— 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have we home ’in angst the rest that woo, 

And free access and favour as the rest. 

And toward the education of your daughters, 

I here bestow a simple instrument. 

And this small packet of Greek and Latin books: 

If you accept them, then their worth is great 
Bap. Lucentio is yonr name ? of whence, I pray ? 
Tra. Of Pisa, sir ; son to VineenUo. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa; by report 
■ I know him well yon Are very . welcome, , sir.— ' 
Take you (to Hor.) the lute, and you [in Luc.) the 
Set of Honks* 

You shall go see your pupils presently 
Holla, within! 

Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead [both. 

These gentlemen to. my daughters; and tell then 
'These are tuei Liters ; bid them use them well, 

lExi/ Servant, with Hortensio, Lucentio 
Biondello. 
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We will go walk a little in the orchard. 

And the u to dinner: You are passing welcome. 

And so 1 pray you alt -to. think yourselves. 

Pst. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
t ou knew my father well ; and in him, me. 

Left solely heir to ail his lauds and goods, 

Which l have better 1 rather than decreas’d : 

Then tell me, — IT i get your daughter’s love, 

What dowry shaiijr'have with her to wife? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of i$y lands ; 
And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns^ 

Pet. And, for tuat dowry, Til assure In ‘ 

Her widowhood,— be it that she survive 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever : 

Let specia<ties be therefore drawn between us, 

That covenants may be kept on 'either hand. 

Bap. Ay when trie special thing is well obtain’d. 
That is,— her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 

And where two raging tires meet together. 

They do consume tue thing that feeds their fury: 
Though little Hie grows great with little wind. 

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all: 

So I to her, and so she yields to me ; 

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bap. Well may ’st thou woo, and happy be thy 
speed l 

But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds, 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Re enter Hortensio, with his head broken . 
Bap. How now, my friend? why dost thou look 
so pale? 

Hor. For tear, I promise you, if I look pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good 
musician? 

Hor. I think, she’ll sooner prove a soldier; 

Iron niHj hold with her, but never lutes. [lute? 
Bap/ Why, then thou canst not break her to the 
Hor. Why, no ; for siie hath broke the lute to me. 
I did but tell her she mistook her frets, 

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering; 

When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 

Frets , call you these ? quoth she: Til fume with 
them: 

And, with that word, she struck me on the head. 
And through the instrument my pate made way ; 
And there I stood amazed for a while, 

As on a pillory, looking through the lute: 

While she did call me, — rascal tiddler. 

And — twaugling Jack ; with twenty such vile terms, 
As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench ; 

I love her ten times more than e’er l did: 

O, how l long to have some chat with her I 
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not so discom- 
fited : 

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 
She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns.— 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 

Or shall 1 send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet. 1 pray you do, L will attend her here, — - 

[Exeunt Baptista , Gremia } Tranio , and 
Hortensio. 

And woo her with some spirit, when she comes. 
Say, that she rail; Why, then I’ll tell her plain. 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 
l Say, that she frown ; I’ll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew: 

Sav, she be mute, and will not speak a word ; 

Then I'll commend her volubility. 

And say — she nttereth piercing eloquence : 

If she do bid me pack. I’ll give her thanks. 

As though she bid me stay by her a week ; 

If *3ie deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 

When l shall ask the banns, and when be married 

But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak. 


Enter Katharina. 

Good-morrow, Kate ; for that’s your name, I bear. 
Hath. Well have you heard, but something hard 
of hearing ; 

They call me Katharine, that do talk of me. 

Pet. You lie, in faith; for you are call’d plai* 
Kate, 

And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst; 

But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 

Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 

For dainties are all catis: and therefore, Kate, 

Take this of me, Kate of mv consolation; — 

Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town, 

Thy virtues spoke of and thy beauty sounded, 

(Yet not. so deeply as to thee belongs,) 

Myself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Hath. Mov’d l in good time : let him, that mov’d 
you hither. 

Remove you heuce ; I knew you at the first. 

You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what’s a moveable ? 

Kath. A joint-stool. 

Pet. Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me. 

hath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are you. 

Kath. No such jade, sir, as you, if me you mean. 
Pet. Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee : 

For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 

Kath. Too light, for such a swam as you to catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should‘be. 

Pet. Should be? should buz. 

Kath. _ Well ta’en, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. O, slow-wing’d turtle! shall a buzzard take 
thee t 

Kat. Ay, for a turtle ; as he takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Come, come, you wasp ; i’taith, you are too 
angry. 

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could find out where it lien. 
Pet. Wh# knows not where a wasp doth wear his 
I u his tail. [sting? 

hath. In his tongue. 

Pei. ^ Whose tongue? 

hath. Yours, if yon talk of tails ; and so farewell. 
Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, 
come again, 

Good Kate; I am a gentleman. 
hath. That I’ll try. {Striking him.) 

Pet * I swear I’ll cuff yon, if you strike again. 

/v«/A. So may you lose your arms : 

If you strike me, you are no gentleman ; 

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate? 0, put me in thy books. 
Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb ? 

Pel. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 
Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven. 
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come ; you must not look 
so sour. 

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 

Pet. Why here’s no crab; and therefore look , 
Kath. There is, there is. [not sour. 

Pet. Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face? 

Kat. Well aim’d of such a young one. 

Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young for 
Kath . Yet you are wither’d. [you. 

Pet. > ’Tis with cares. 

Kath. I care not.. / 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you ’scape' 
not so. 

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry; let me go. 

Pet. No* not a whit; I find you passing gentle. 
’Twas told me, you were rongh, and coy, and sullen. 
And now I find report a very liar; 

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous;, 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-t»*?‘e flowenap 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not tool jss&aaafii, • 
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Not b e the lip, as angry wenches will ; 

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk; 

u with mildness entertaiu’st thy wooers. 

With gentle conference, soft and affable. 

Why does the world report, that Kate doth limp? 

0 slanderous world ! Kate, like tiie hazel-twig, 

Is straight, and slender ; and as brown in hue 
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 

O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait? 

Q, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful ! 
Kath. Where did you study all this goodly 
speech? 

Pet . It is extempore, from my mother- wit. 

Kath. A witty mother! witless else her son. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 

Kath . Yes; keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy 
bed: 

And therefore, setting all this chat aside. 

Thus in plain terms : — Your father has consented, 
That you shall be my wile ; your dowry ’greed on ; 
And, will you, nill you, I will marry you. 

Now, Kate, I atm a husband for your turn; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thv beauty, 

(Thy b'eauty, that doth make me like thee well,) 
Thou must be married to no man but me; 

For I am he am born to tame you, Kate; 

And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate 
Conformable, as other household Kates. 

Here conus your father; never make denial, 

1 must and will have Katharine to my wife 

Be-enter Baptista, Gremio, and Tranio. 

Bap . Now, 

Signior Petruchio : How speed you with 
My daughter ? 

Pet. How but well, sir? how but well? 

It were impossible, I should speed an^ss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine? in 
your dumps ? [you, 

Kath. Call you me, daughter? now I promise 
You have show’d a tender fatherly regard. 

To wish me wed to one half lunatic; 

A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pet. Father, ’tis thus, — yourself and all the world, 
That bilk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her ; 

If she be curst, it is for policy : 

For she’s not fro ward, but modest as the dove; 

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn; 

For patience she will prove a second Grissel; 

And Roman Lucrece for her chastity. 

And to conclude, — we have ’greed so well together. 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath i’ll see thee hang’d on Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio 1 she says, she’ll see thee 
hang’d first. 

Tra. Is this your speeding? nay, then, good night 
our part! 

Pet Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for 
myself; 

if she and I be pleas’d, what’s that to you ? 

Tis bargain'd ’twixt us twain, being alone, 

That slie shall still be curst in company, 

I tell you, ’Us incredible to believe 
How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate 
She hung about my neck; and kiss on kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath, 

That in a twink she won me to her love. 

O, you are novices ! ’tis a world to see, 

How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A raeacock wretch can make the cursest shrew.— 
Give me u*y hand, Kate ; I will unto Venice, 

To buy apparel gainst the wedding-day : — 

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests; 

I will be sure, my Katharine shall be fine. 


Bap. I know not what to say : but give me jroui 
hands ; 

God send you joy, Petruchio ! ’tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, say we : we will be witnesses. 
Pet. Father, and wile, and gentlemen, adieu; 

I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace*- 

We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 

And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’Sunday 
[J Ixeunt Petruchio and Katharina severally, 
Gre. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ? 
Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant’s 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. [part, 
Tra. ’Twas a commodity lay fretting by you : 
’Twill bring you gain, or perish oe the seas. 

Bap. The gain I seek is — quiet in the match. 

Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch. 

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter ; — 

Now is the day we long have looked lor; 

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first 
Tra. And lam one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can 
guess. . 

Gre. youngling ! thou canxt not love so dear as I. 
Tra . Grey -beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth %. 

Skipper, stand back ; ’tis age, that nourisheth. 

Tra. But youth, in ladies’ eyes that tlom islnth. _ 
Bap. Content you, gentlemen ; III compound this 
strife: 

’Tis deeds, must win the prize ; and he, of botk 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower, 

Shall have Bianca’s love. — ■' 

Say, signior Gremio, what can you assure her! 

Gre. First, as you know, my house within tVe 
city 

Is richly furnished with plate ana gold; 

Basins, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry: 

In ivory coffers I have stulf’d my crowns; 

In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints. 

Costly apparel, tents and canopies, 

Pine linen, Turkey cushions boss’d with pearl, 
Valance of Venice, gold in needle-work, 

Pewter and brass, and ail things that belong* 

To house, or housekeeping: then, at my farm, 

I have a hundred miich-kine to the pail, 

Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

Aud all tilings answerable to this portion, 

Myself am struck in years, 1 must confess ; 

Arid, if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If, whilst I live, she will be only mine, 

Tra . That, only, came well in. Sir, list to mr 

I am my father’s heir, and only son : 

If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I’ll leave her houses three or four as good. 

Within rich Pisa wails, as any one 
Old signior Gremio has in Padua; 

Besides two thousand ducats by the year. 

Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure. — 
What, have I pinch’d you, signior Gremio ? 

Gre . Two thousand ducats by the year, of land 
My land amounts not to so much in all : 

That she shall have ; besides an argosy. 

That now is lying in Marseilles’ road : 

What, have 1 chok’d you with an argosy? 

Tra. Gremio, ’tis known, my father hath no less 
Than three great argosies; besides two galliasses, 
And twelve tight gal lies: these I will, assure her. 
And twice as much, whate’er thou offer ’st next. 

Gre. Nay, I have offer’d all, I have no more ; ■" 
And i she can have no more than all i have';— 

If you like me, -she have ligand : mine. . :• 

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all tfac 
'world. 

By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied. 

Bap. I must confess, your offer is the best; 

And, let your father make her the assurance. 

She is your own ; else, you must pardon me ; 

If you should die before him. where’s her dower 
Tra. That’s but a cavil ; he is old, I young;. 
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Gre. Awl may not young men die, as well as old? 
Bap Well, gentlemen, 

( am thus resolv’d : — On Sunday next, you know, 
My daughter Katharine is to be married : 

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

If not, to siguior Gremio: 

And so I take my leave, and thank you both. [Exit 
Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. — Now I fear thee 
not; 

Sirrah, young gamester, yottr father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his wauing age, 

Set Toot under thy table : tut l a toy I 

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit. 

Tra . A vengeance on your crafty wither’d hide I 
Yet I have faced it with a card of ten. 
r Tis in my head to do my master good : — 

I see no reason but suppos’d Lucentio 
Must get a father, call’d — suppos’d Vincentio ; 

And that’s a wonder : fathers, commonly, 

Do get their children ; but, in this case of wooing, 

A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning. 

[Exit. 

ACT III.* 

Scene I.*— A Room in Baptista's House . 
Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bianca. 
Luc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward, sir : 
Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcom’d you withal? 

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony: 

Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 

And when in music we have spent an hour. 

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc. Preposterous ass! that never read so far 
'To know the cause why music was ordain’d ! 

Was it not, to refresh the mind of man, 

After his studies, or his usual pain ? 

Then give me leave to read philosophy, 

And, while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

Hor . Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine. 
Bian . Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To strive for that, which resteth in my choice: 

I am no breeching scholar in the schools ; 

I’ll not be tied to hours, nor ’pointed limes. 

But learn my lessons as I please myself. 

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down : — ■ 

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 

His lecture will be done, ere you have tun’d. 

Hor. You’ll leave his lecture when I am in tune ? 

(To Bianca; Hortensio retires.) 
Luc . That will be’ never tune your instrument. 
Bian . Where left we last? 

Luc. Here, madam:-— 

Hac that Simois ; hie est Sigeia telkis; 

Hie steterat Priami regia celsa senis. 

Bian. Construe them. 

Luc . Hac ibat, as 1 told you before,— Simois, I 
am Lucentio, — hie est , son unto Vincentio of Pisa, 
— Sigeia tellies, disguised thus to get your love; — 
Hie steterat, and that Lucentio that comes a- wooing, 
— Priami , is my man Tranio, — regia, beam g my 
port, — celsa senis, that we might beguile the old 
pantaloon. 

Hor. Madam, my instrument’s in tune. 

[Returning. V 

Bian. Let’s hear ; — [Hortensio plays.) 

0 fy I the treble jars. 

Luc . Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it: Hac 
that Simois, I know you not ; Hie est Sigeia ttllus , 

1 trust you not ; — Hie steterat Priami, take heed he 

hear us not; — regia, presume not; — celsa senis, 
despair not. ^ 

M or. Madam, *tis now in tune. 

Luc. All but the base. 

Hor. The base is right; ’tis the base knave, that 
How hery and forward onr pedant is ! [jars. 


Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
Pedascule , I’ll watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 

Lac. ^ Mistrust it not; for, sure, iEaoidea 
Was Ajax, — call'd so from his grandfather. 

Bian. I must believe my master ; else, I promise 
I should be arguing still upon that doubt; [you 
But let it rest.— Now, Licio, to you 
Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray. 

That I have been thus pleasant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, [to Lucentio) aud give 
me leave awhile ; 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc. Are you so formal, sir ? well, I must wait. 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv’d. 

Our fine musician growetli amorous. (Aside.) 

Hor. Madam, before yon touch the instrument. 

To learn the order of ray fingering, . 

I must begfin with rudiments of art ; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, 1 am past my gamut long ago. 

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 

Bian. (Reads.) Gamut / am, the ground of all 
A re, to plead Hortensio' s passion; [accord 
B mi, Bianca , take him for thy lord, 

C faut, that loves with all affection : 

D sol re, one cliff \ two notes have I; 

E la mi, show pity, or I die. 

Call you this — gamut? tut 1 1 like it not: 

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice. 

To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave you* 
books, 

And help to dress your sister’s chamber up ; 

You know, to-morKOw is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both ; I must be 
gone. [Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 
Luc v ’Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to 
stay. # [Exit. 

Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant; 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love : 

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble. 

To cast thy wand’ring eyes on every stale, 

Seize thee, that list : 1 f once l find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit. 

Scene II. — The same. Before Baptista's House. 
Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, Kath arina, 
Bianca, Lucentio, and Attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lpcentio, (to Tranio) this .is the 
’pointed day, . 

That Katharine and Petruchio should be married, 
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law : 

What will be said? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? / 

What says Lucentio to this shame of ours? 

Hath. No shame but mine: I must, forsooth, be 
forc’d 

To give my hand, oppos’d against mv heart, 

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen; 

Who woo'd in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns; 
Yet never means to wed* where he hath woo'd. 

Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 
j And say, — Go, there is mad Petruchio' s wife. 

If it would please him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patjence, good , Katharine, and Baptista too J 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 

Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 

Though he, be blunt, I know him passing wise % . 
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Thongu he he merry, yet withal he’s honest. # 
Hath. ’Would Katharine had never seen him 
though! , 

f Exit, weeping * followed oy Bianca , ana ot ars. 
Bap. Go, girl ; 1 cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For such an injury would vex a saint. 

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Master, master! news, old news, and such 
news as you never heard of! 

Bap. Is it new and old too r how may that be r 
Bion. Why ! is it not news, to he«*r of Petruchio’s 
Bap. Is he come ? [coming ? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he he here ? [there. 

Bion. When he stands where I am, and sees you 
Tra. But, say, what : — To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat, 
and an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches, thrice 
turned ; a pair of boots that have been candle-cases, 
one buckled, another laced; an old rustv sword 
ta’en out of the town armoury, with a broken hilt, 
and chapeless; with two broken points : his horse 
hipped with an old mothy .saddle, the stirrups of no 
kindred : besides, possessed with the glanders, and 
like to rnose in the chine , troubled with the larnpass, 
infected with the fashions full of wind-galls, sped 
with spavins, raied with the yellows, past cure of. 
the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn 
with the bots : swayed in the back, and shouider- 
ahotten ; ne'er-legged before, and with a halt-checked 
bit, and a head-stall of sheeps leather ; which, being 
restrained to keep him from stumbling, hath been 
eften burst, and now repaired with knots; one girt 
six times pieced, and a woman’s crupper of velure, 
which hath two letters for her name, fairly set down 
in studs, and here and there pieced with pack- 
thread. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world capa- 
risoned like the horse ; with a linen stock on one leg, 
and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered with a 
red and blue list ; an old hat, and The humour of 
forty fancies pricked in’t for a feather: a monster, 
a very monster in apparel; and not like a Christian 
footboy, or a gentleman’s lackey. 

Tra. Tis some odd humour pricks him to this 
fashion ; 

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell’d. 

Bap. I am glad he is come, howsoe’er he comes. 
Bion. Why, su , he comes not. 

Bap. Qi 1st thou not say, he comes ? 

Bion. Who that Petruchio came ? 

Bap. Ay. that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, sir ; I say, his horse comes with him 
on ins back. 

Bap. Why, that’s all one. 

Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny, 

A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not 
many 


Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pel . Come, where be these gallants.? who is at 
home ? 

Bap. Y oti are welcome, sir. 

Pet And yet I come not well 

Bap And yet you halt nut. 

Tra. Not so well apparelPd 

As l worn you were. 

Pet. Were it better l should rush in thus, 
where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride?— 
How does mv father — Gentles, methinks you 

And wherefore gaze this goodly company ; 

As if they saw some wondrous monument. 

Some cornet, dr unusual prodigy ? [clay : 

JB«p. Why, sir, yon know, this is yonr weddiug- 


First were we sad, fearing you would not come ; 

Now sadder that you come so unprovide 1. 

Fv ! doff this habit, shame to yonr esiaie. 

An eye-sore to our solemn festival. 

Tra. And tell us what occasion ofim xrt 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife 
And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear; 
Suffioeth, I am come to keep my word, 

Though in some part enforced to digress; 

Which at more leisure T will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But where is Kate? I stay too long from her; 

The morning wears, ’tis time we were at church. 

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent robes; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet Not l, believe me ; thus I'll visit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 

Pet. Good sooth, even thus ; therefore, have dons 
with words: 

To me she’s married, not unto my clothes * 

Could I repair what she will wear in me. 

As I can change these poor accoutrements, 

’Twere well for Kate, and better for myself. 

But what a fool au I, to chat with you. 

When I should bid good-iuorrow to my bride. 

And seal the title with a lovely kiss? 

[Exeunt Petruchio. Grumio. and Biondello 
Tra. He hath some meaning in his bad attire; 

We will persuade him, be it possible, 

To put on better, ere he go to church. 

Bap. I’ll after him, and see the event of this. 

[Exit. 

Tra. But, sir, to her love concerneth us to add 
Her father's liking : Which to bring to pass. 

As I before imparted to your worship, 

I am to get a man, — whate’er he be. 

It skills not much ; we’ll fit him to our turn,- 
And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa ; 

And ■ make assurance, here in Padua, < 

Ot’ greater sums than I have promised. 

So shall you quietly enjoy your hope. 

And marrv sweet Bianca with consent. 

Luc. Were it not that my fellow schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 

’Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage; 
Which once perform’d, let all the world say — no. 

I’ll keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 

And watch our vantage in tins business^; 

We’ll over-reach the greybeard, Gvtmio; 

The narrow-prying father, Minoln ; 

The quaint musician, amorous Diem ; - : 

AlUbr my master’s sake, Lueentio.— 

Re-enter Gremio. 

Signior Gremio! came yon from the church? 

Ore. As willingly as o’er i came from school. 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming 
home? [deed, 

Gre. A bridegroom, say you? ’tis a groom iu* 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 

Tra. Curster than she? why, ’tis impossible, 

Gre. Why, he’s a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra . Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s dam 
Gre . Tut ! she’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 

I’ll tell you, Sir Lneentio: When the priest 
Should ask— if Katharine should be his wife. 

Ay, by go<fs-woun$. quoth he; and swore so loud. 
Tout, ail amaz’d, the priest let fall the book * > . , 

■ And, as he stoop’d again to take it up, 

The mad-bram’d bridegroom took him such a coif* 
That down fell priest and Hook, and book' and priesf, 
Nmo take them up, quoth he, if any ■/**#, v ; v ; ' : 

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose again? 
Ore. Trembled and shook; for why, he stamp’d!, 
and swore. 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

Bat after mauy ceremonies done. 

He calls for wine : — A health , quoth he ; as if 
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He had been aboard, carousing to his mates 
After a storm ‘.—Quaff’d off tlie muscadel, 

And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face ; 

Having no other reason, — 

But that Ills heard grew thin mid hungerly. 

And seem’d to ask him sops, as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the heck ; 

And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous smack, 
That, at the parting, all the church did echo. 

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming: 

Such a mad marriage net er was before : 

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. (Music.) 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Baptista, 
Hortensio, Grumio, and Train. 

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 

I know, you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepar’d great store of wedding cheer ; 
But so it is, my haste doth call me hence. 

And therefore here 1 mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Is't possible, you will away to-night? 

Pet. I must away to-day, before night come : 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my business, 

Von would entreat me rather go than stay. 

And, honest company, I thank you all. 

That have beheld. me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, an 1 \ irtuous wife : 

Dine with my father, drink a h*ulth to me ; 

For t must lienee, and farewell to you all. 

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 

Gre. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you. , 

Pet . I am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay ; 

But yet not stay, entreat me haw you can. 

Kath. Now, if. you love me, stay. 

Pet . .. Grumio, my horses. 

Grit. Ay, sir, th*y be ready ; the oats have eaten 
the horses. 

Kath. Nay, then, 

Do what thou const, I will not go to-day; 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 

The door is open, sir, there lies your way. 

You may be jogging,, whiles your boots are green ; 
For me, 4I« not be gone, till I please myself: — 
f Tis like, you’ll prove a jolly surly groom. 

That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

Pet. O Kate, content thee; pry ‘thee, be not 
angry. 

Kath. I will be angry : What hast thou to do ?— 
Father he quiet; he shall stay my leisure. 

Gre. Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work. 

Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner: — 
I see a woman may he made a fool, 

If she. had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com- 
mand : 

Obey the bride, you that attend on her; 

Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 

Carouse full measure to her maidenhead. 

Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves ; 

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 

Nay, look not big, -'nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret; 

I will he master of what is mine own : 

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house. 

My household stuff, my field, my barn, 

My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing ; 

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 

I’ll bring my action on the proudest he. 

That stops my way in Padua. Grumio, 

Draw forth thy weapon, we’re beset with thieves ; 
Rescue thy mistress, if thon be a man : — (Kate ; 

Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, 
I’ll buckter the*- against a million. 

[Exeunt Pet) uckio , Katharina, and Grumio. 


Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die wi 

laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 
hnc. Mistress, what’s your opinion of your sistei f 
Bian. That being mad her*eli, she’s madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends, though briile and 
bridegroom wants. 

For to supply the places at the table. 

You know, there wants no junkets at the feast;— 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's place; 
And let Bianca take her sister’s room. 

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it? 
Bap. She shall, Lucentio.-— Come, gentlemen, 
let’s go. [ Exeunt . 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Hall in Petruchio' $ Country House > 
Enter Grumio. 

Gru. Fy, fy, on all tired jades ! on all mad 
masters! and all foul ways! Was over man so 
beaten? was ever man so ray’d? was ever man so 
weary ? I am sent before to make a fire, and they 
are corning after to warm them. Now, were not I 
a little pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze 
to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth, 
my heart in my belly, ere 1 should come by a fire 
to thaw me : — But, I, with blowing the fire, shall 
warm myself; for, considering the weather, a taller 
man than I will take cold. Holla, hoa! Curtis ! 

E?iter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou 
may’st slide from my shoulder to my heel; with no 
great r a run, but iny head and my neck. A fire, 
good Curtis. 

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. 0, ay, Curtis, ay : and therefore fire, fire ; 
cast on no water. 


Curt Is she so hot a shrew, as she’s reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost: but 
thou know’st, winter tames man, woman, and beast; 
for it hath tamed my old master, and my new mis- 
tress, and myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three inch fool 1 1 am no beast. 

Gru. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn is a 
foot; and so long am I, at the least. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or shall 1 complain on thee to our mis- 
tress, whose hand (she being npw at hand,) thou 
shall soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow 
in thy hot office. 

Curt . I pry’thee, good Grumio, tell me, Hovr 
goes the world ? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thine ; and therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have 
thy duty ; for my master and mistress are almost 
frozen to death. 

Curt. There’s fire ready; and therefore, good 
Grumio, the news ? 

Gru. Why, Jack hoy ! ho boy ! and as much news 
as thou wilt. 

Curt. Come, von are so full of coney-catching 

Gru. Why, therefore, fire; for I have caught ex- 
treme cold. Where's the cook ? is supper ready, 
the house trimmed, rushes strewed, cob webs swept; 
the serving- men in their new fustian, their white 
stockings, and every officer his wedding-garment on? 
Be the jacks fair within, the jilts fair without, the 
carpets laid, and every thing in order ? 

Curt. All ready; and therefore, I pray thee, news? 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master 
and mistress wleh out. 

Curt. ? ' ' 

Gru. Out/of their saddles into 
thereby hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let s ha’t, good Gruinwx 
* 'Grit; 'JieftA thine ear. 
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Crut. Here. „ ... _ 

Gru. Thfpe. [Striking him.) 

Crut . Tikis is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Oru. And therefore ’tis called a sensible tale : 
and ibis cuff was but to knock at your ear, and be- 
aeecli listening. Now I begin : Imprimis , we came 
down a foul hill, my master riding behind my mis- 

Curt. Both on one horse ? 

Gnu What’s that to thee? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale : But hadst thou not 

crossed me, thou shouid’st have heard how her 
horse fell, and she under her horse ; thou should’st 
have heard, in how miry a place : how she was he- 
moiled ; how lie left her with the horse upon her ; 
how lie beat me, because her horse stumbled; how 
she waded through the dirt, to pluck him off me: 
how he swore; how she prayed — that never pray’d 
before; how l cried; how the horses ran away; 
how her bridle was burst ; how I lost my crupper ; — 
with many things of worthy memory; which now 
shall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienced 
to thy grave. [she. 

Curt . By this reckoning, he is more shrew than 

Gru. Ay ; and that, thou and the proudest of you 
all shall find, when he comes home. But what talk 
I of this? — call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, 
Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest; let their 
heads be sleekly combed, their blue coats brushed, 
and their garters of an indifferent knit : let them 
curtsy with their left legs ; and not presume to 
touch a hair of my master's horse-tail, till they kiss 
their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt . Do you hear, Iio? you must meet my master 
to countenance my mistress. 

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Wiio knows not that? 

Gru. Thou it seems ; that callest for company to 
countenance her. 

Curt. 1 call them forth to credit her. 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Enter several Servants . 

Nath. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumio? 

Jos. What, Grumio 1 

Nich. Fellow Grumio 1 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 

Gru. Welcome, you, — how now, you; — what, 

? ou ; — fellow, you ; — aud • thus much for greeting. 

fow, my spruce companions, is ail ready, and all 
things neat r # (master ? 

Nath . All tilings is ready ; How near is our 
Gru. E’en at hand, alighted by this; and there- 
fore be not, — —Cock’s passion, silence, — —l hear 
my master. 

Euler Petruchio and Katkajuna. 

Pet . Where be these knaves ? What, no man at 
door, 

To hold my stirrup, nor to take iny horse ! 

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? — ■* 

All Serv. Here, here, sir; here, sir 
Pet. Here, sir I here, sir ! here, sir 1 here, sir t 
You logger-headed and unpousb d grooms 1 
What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ?— 
Where is the foolish knave 1 s^nt before ? 

Gru. Here, sir ; as tooiisb as \ was before. 

Pet. Yon peasant swains' you whoreson malt- 
horse drudge 1 

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 

And hrin» along these rascal knaves with thee? 

Gru. Nat samel's coat, sir, was not fully made. 
And Gabriel s pumps were all unpick’d i’tne heel ; 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat. 

And W alter s Was not come from sheathing: 


There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, *nd Qnj. 
gory; 

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. 

[Exeunt some of the Serb ants. 
Where is the life that late 1 led — [Sings. 

Where are those sit down, Kate, and welcome 

Soud, soud, solid, soud 1 

Re-enter Servants , with supper. 

Why, when, l say? — Nay, good sweet ICate, be 
merry. — 

Off with my boots, you rogues, you villains; When? 
It was the f riar of orders gi eg, [Sings.) 

As he forth walked on his way - 
Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 

Take that, and mend the plucking off the other. — 

[Strikes him.) 

Be merry, Kate : — Some water , here ; what, ho 1 — 
Where’s my spaniel Troilus? — Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither: 

{ Exit Servant. 

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted 
with. — 

Where are my slippers ? — Shall 1 have some water ? 

(A basin is presented to Mm.) 
Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily 

(Servant lets the ewer fall.) 
You whoreson villain I will you let it tall ? 

[Strikes Mm.) 

Kath. Patience, l pray you; ’twas a fault un- 
willing. 

Pet. A whoreson, beetle- headed, Uap-ear’d knave 1 
Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall 1 ?**«* 
What is this? mutton ? 

1 Serv. Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

I Serv . !• 

Pet. ’Tis burnt; and so is all the meat: 

What dogs are these! — Where is the rascal cook? 
How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser 
And serve it thus to me, that love it not? 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

[Throivs the meat , etc. about the stage. 
You heedless joitheads, and umnanner’d slaves 1 
What, do you grumble ? PH be with you straight. 

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet; 
Tiie meat was well, if you were so contested. 

Pel. I tell thee, Kate, ’twas burnt and dried away. 
And 1 expressly am forbid to touch it. 

For it engenders choler, plauteth anger; 

And better ’twere, that both of us did fast, — 

Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric, — 

Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 

Be patient ; to-morrow it shall^ be mended, 

And, for this night, we ll fast for company : — 

Come, t will bring thee to thy .bridal chamber. 

[Exeunt Petruchio, Kattiarina, and Curtis.) 
Nath. { Advancing .) Pctei, didst ever see the 
like? 

Peter . He kills her in her own humour. 

Re-enter Curtis. 

Gru. Where is he 1 
Curt. In her chamber, 

Making a sermon of continency to her : 

And rads, aud swears, and rates ; that, she, poor soul* 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak ; 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 

Away, away I lor he is coming hither. ' [Exeunt* 

Re-enter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus have I politicly begun my reign. 

And ’tis my hope to end successfully i 
My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 

And, till she stoop, she must not be foli-gorg’d* 

For then she never looks upon her lure* 

Another way 1 have to man my uaggard. 



Scene 2. 


TAMING OF THE SHREW, 


221 


To make her come, and know her keepers call ; 
That is, — to watch her as we watch these kites. 
That bate, and neat, and will not be obedient. 

She ate no meat to day, nor none shall eat ; 

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not; 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
I’ll find about the making of the bed ; 

And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets : — 
Ay, and amid this burly, I intend, 

Tinxt all is done in -reverend care of her; 

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night : 

And, if she chance to nod, I’ll rail, and brawl. 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness; 

And thus I’ll curb her mad and headstrong hu- 
mour: 

He, that knows better how to tame a shrew. 

Now let him speak : tis charity to show. [Exit. 
Scene II. — Padua. Before Baptisia's House . 

# Enter Tranio and Horten sio. 

Tra. Is’t possible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 

1 tell you, sir, she. bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said, 

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

(They stand aside.) 
Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now , mistress, profit you in what you read ? 
Bian . What master, read you? first resolve me 
that. 

Luc. I read that I profess ; the art to love. 

Bian . And may you prove, sir, master of your art ! 
Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of 
my heart. (They retire.) 

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, 
1 pray, 

Vou that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Lov’d none in the world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra. O despiteful love 1 {inconstant womankind ! — 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hof. Mistake no more : 1 am not Licio, 

Nor a musician, as 1 seem to be : 

But one that scorn to live in this disguise, 

For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of such a bullion : 

K now, sir, that l am call'd— Hortensio. 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of vonr entire alfection to Bianca; 

And since min® eyes are witness of her lightness, 

I will with you, — if you be so contented, — 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. See, how they kiss and court ! — —Signior 
Lucentio, 

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow, 

Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her. 

As one unworthy all the former favours, 

That I have fondly flatter’d her withal. 

Tra. And here! take the like unfeigned oath, — 
i f Ne’er to marry with her, though she would entreat : 
Fy. on her! see, how beastly she doth court him. 
Hor. ’Would, all the world, but he, had quite for- 
sworn,! 

For me, — that I may Surely keep mine oath 
I will be married to a wealthy widow, 

Ere three days pass; which hath as long lov’d me, 
As I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard : 

I And so farewell, signior Lucentio. — •' 

I Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks. 

Shall win mv love and so I take my leave. 

In resolution as 1 swore before. 
b Exit Hortensio. — Lucentio and Bianca advance. 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As ’longeth to a lover’s blessed case l 
Nay, I have ta’en yon napping, gentle love ; 

And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bian, Tranio, you jest : But have you both for- 
sworn me ? 



Tra . Mistress, we have. 

Luc. Then we are rid nfl.hr Wy 

Tra. I’faith, he’ll have a lusty widow now. 

That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 

Bian. God give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her. 

Bian. . He says so, Tranio. 

Tra . Faith, he is gone unto the taming- school. 
Bian. The taming-school ! what, is there such 
a place ? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, — 

To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biondello, running 
^ Bion , 0 master, master, I have watch’d so long 
That I’m dog-weary ; but at last I spied 
An ancient angel coming down the hill. 

Will serve the turn. 

Tra. What is lie, Biondello ? 

Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant, 

I know not what; but formal in apparel. 

In gait and countenance surely like a father. 

Luc. And what of him, Tranio? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale. 

I'll make him glad to seem Vincentio; 

And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 

As if he were the right Vincentio. 

Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[. Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca* 

Enter a Pedant. 

Ped . God save you, sir ! 

Tra. And you, sir! you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest? 

Ped. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two • 

But then up further; and as far as Rome; 

And so to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 

Tra. What countryman, I pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir? — marry, God forbid! 

And come to Padua, careless of your life ! 

Ped. My life, sir! how, I pray? for that goes 
1) i rd. 

Tra. ’Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua: Know you not the cause? 
Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the duke 
(For private quarrel ’twixtyour duke and him,) 
Hath publish’d and proclaim’d it openly: 

’Tis marvel ; but that you’re but newly come. 

You might have heard it else proclaim’d about. 

Ped. Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so; 

For 1 have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy, 

This will I do, and this will I advise you ; — 

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa? 

Ped. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been; 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra. Among them, know you one Vincentio? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him ; 

A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra . He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to say. 

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyster an# 
I all one. (Aside.) 

Tra. To save your life in this extremity. 

This favour will I do you for his sake; 

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes. 
That you are like to sir Vincentio. 

His name and credit shall you undertake. 

And in my house you shall be friendly lodg'd 
Look, that you take upon yon as you should ; 

You understand me, sir;rr>sp shall you stay 
Till you have doneyour business in the city : 

If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Ped. O, sir, I do; and will repute you ever 
The patron of ray fife and liberty. 

Tra. Then go with, me, to make the matter good 
This, by the way, I let you understand;-* 
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My father is here look’d for every day. 

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 
Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here : 

In all these circumstances I’ll instruct you : 

Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes yon. 

[Exeunt 

Scene III.— A room in Petruchio's Bouse. 

Enter Katharina and Grumio. 

Gni. No, no, forsooth; I dare not, for my life. > 
Kath. The more my wrong, the more his spite 
appears : 

hat, did he marry me to famish me? 
ggars, that come under my father’s door, 
pon entreaty, have a present alms ; 
f not, elsewhere they meet with charity : 

But 1, —who never knew how to entreat, — 

Nor never needed that I should entreat,— 

Am starv’d for meat, giddy for lack of sleep; 

With oat Its kept waking, and with brawling fed : 
And that which spites me more than all these wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love ; 

As who should say, if l should sleep, or eat. 

Twere deadly sickness, or else present death. — 

I pr’ythee go, and get me some repast ! 

I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

Gru. Wat say you to a neat's foot? 

Kath . ,r l is passing good : I pr’ythee let me have it. 
Gru . I fear, it is too choleric a meat :— . 

How say you to a fat tripe , finely broil’d ? 

Kath, 1 like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru, I cannot tell ; I fear, His choleric. 

What sav you to a piece of beef, and mustard? 
Kath. A dish, that I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Av, but the mustard is too hot a little. 
Kath. Why, then the beef, and let the mustard rest. 
Gru. Nay, then I will not; you shall have the 
mustard, 

Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why, then the mustard without the beef. 
Kath Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding 
slave, {Beats him .) 

That feed’st me with the very name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 

That triumph thus upon my misery! 

Go, get thee gone, l say. 

Enter Petuuciiio with a dish of meat ; and 
Hortensio. 

Pet How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all 
Hor. Mistress, what cheer? lamort? 

Kath. ’Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love ; thou see’st how diligent I am, 

To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee : 

{Sets the dish on a table.) 
t am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay, then, thou lov’st it not ; 
And ail my pains is sorted to no proof : — 

Here, take away this dish. 

Kath . ’Pray you, let it stand. 

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks, 
And so shall mi ,e, before you touch the meat 
Kath. I thank you, sir. 

Bor. Signior Petrachio, fy ! you are to blame : 
Come, mistress Kate, Pli bear you company. 

Per, Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov’st me. — 

{Aside.) 

Much good do ii nnto thy gentle heart ! 

Kate, eat apace And now, my honey love. 

Will we return unto thy father’s house; 

And revel it as bravely as the best, ' 

With silken coats, and caps, and golden nngs, 

With ruffs, and ~.uffa, and farthingales, and thing’s; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery, 
ith amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery, 
jut, hast thou dined ? The tailor stays thy leisure, 
riiy body with his rulilmg treasure. 


Enter Tailor. 

Come, tailor, let us see these ornament* ; 

Enter Haberdasher. 

Lay forth the gown.— What news wifh you, air? 
Hab. Here is the cap your worship diu bespeak; 
Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer; 

A velvet dish; — fy, fy 1 His lewd and filthy; 

Why, His a cockle, or a walnut shell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap; ^ 

Away with it; come, let me bine a bigger 
Kath. 3’1I have no bigger; this cloth fit the time. 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too 
And not till then. 

Hor. That will not be in haste. {Aside. 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust, 1 may have leave t 
speak; 

And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe : 

Your betters have endur’d me say my mind ; 

And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart ; 

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break : 

And, rather than it shall, 1 will be free, 

Even to the uttermost, as 1 please, in words. 

Pet Why, thou say’st true ; it is a paltry cap, 

A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie : 

I love thee well, in that thou lik’st it licit. 

Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap, 
And it 1 will have, or I will have none. 

Pet Thy gown ? why, ay Come, tailor, let ut 
see’t. 

0 mercy, God! what masking stuff is here? 

What’s this? a sleeve? His like a demi-cannon : 
What! up and down, carv’d like an apple -tart? 
Here’s snip, and nip, and cut, and slum, and slash, 
Like to a censer in a barber’s shop 

Why, what o’devii’s name, tailor, call’st thou this? 
Hor. I see, she’s like to have neither cap nor 
gown. (Asrnfe.) 

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well. 
According to the fashion, and the time. 

Pet Marry, and did ; but if you be remember’d* 

1 did not bid you mar it to the time. 

Go, hop me over every kennel home, 

For you shall hop without my custom, sir : 

I’ll none of it; heuce, make your best of it 
Kath. I never saw a better-fashiorfd gown. 

More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable: 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet of 
thee. 

Tai. She says, your , worship means to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet O monstrous arrogance! thou Best, thou 
Thou thimble, [thread, 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit. thou winter cricket thou 
Brav’d in mine own house with a skein of thread ! 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 

Or I shall so be- mete thee with thy yard. 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv’sf ! 

I tell thee, I, that thou hast inarr’d her gown. 

Tai. Your worship is deceiv'd; the gown is made 
Just as my master had direction : 

Grumio gave order how it should be done, 

Gru . I gave him no order, I gave him the stuff. 
Tai. But how did you desire it should be made? 
Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tai. Bat did you not request to have it cut ? 

Gru. Thou hast faced many things, 

Tai. I have. ' 

Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved many men ; 
brave not me ; I will neither be faced nor braved, 
I say unto thee, — i bid thy master cat out the 
gown ; but I did not bid him cut it to pieces : ergu, 
thou best. [testify. 

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to 
Pet. Read it. '-:■■■■ :V[said'SOr 

Gru. The note lies in hio throat, if he say 
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Tat imprimis , a loose-bodied gown; 

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death 
with a bottom of brown thread : I. said a gown. 

Pet Proceed. 

Tai. With a smah compassed cape ; 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. With a trunk sleeve ; — — 

Gru I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut 
Pet. Ay, there’s the villainy. 

Gru. Error i’the bill, sir; error i'the bill. I com- 
manded the sleeves should be cutout, and sewed up 
again; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy 
little finger be armed m a thimble. 

Tai. This is true, 'that I say*; an I had thee in 
place where, thou should ’st know it. 

Gru . i am for thee straight : take thou the bill, 
give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me. 

Hor. God a- mercy, Grumio l then he shall have 
no odds. *• 

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 
Gru. Ton are i’the right, sir; ’tis for my mistress. 
Pet Go, take it up unto thy master’s use. 

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: take up my mis- 
tress’ gown for thv master’s use 1 
Pet Why, sir, what’s your conceit in that? 

Gru. 0 , s : r, the conceit is deeper than you think 
lor : 

Take up mv. mistress’ gown to his master’s use ! 

O, fy, fy ! 

Pet Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor 
paid :-—{Aside.) 

Go take it hence : begone, and say no more. 

Hor. Tailor, I’ll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow. 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words: 

Away, I say ; commend me to thy master. 

[Exit 'Tailor. 

Pet. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your 
father’s, 

iCven in these honest mean habiliments ; 

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor: 

For ’tis the mind that makes the body rich : 

And as the stm breaks through the darkest clouds, 
So honour neereth in the meanest habit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark. 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 

O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor fifrniture, and mean array. 

If thou account's! it shame, lay it on me; 

And therefore, frolic ; wc will hence forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy father’s house. — 

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him ; 

And bring our horses unto Long -lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. — 
Let’s see ; I think, ’tis now some seven o’clock, 

And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. X dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two ; 
And 'twill be supper-time, ere you come there. 

Pet It shall be seven, ere I go to hors* • 

Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do, 

You are still crossing it. — Sirs, let's alone: 

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 

It shall be what o'clock I say it is. 

Hor. Why, so! this gallant will command the 
sun, [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Padua. Before Baptista' s House. 
Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dressed like 

ViNCENTIO. 

Tra. Sir, this is the house ; Please it you, that 
I call? 

Bed. Ay, what else? and, but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptista may remember me, 

Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, where 
We were lodgers at tin Pegasus. 

Tra. ’Tis well; 


And bold your own, in any case, with cnch 
Austerity as ’longeth to a father. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bed. T warrant you : but, sir, he i s comes your boy t 
’I were good, he were school’d. 

Tra. Fear yon not him. — Sirrah, Blondello, 

Now do your duty throughly, 1 advise you; 

Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio, 

Bion. Tut! fear not me. 

Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista 
Bion. I told him, that your father was at Venice , 
And that you look’d for him this day in Padua. 

. Tra. Thou’rt a tall fellow; hold thee, that to drink* 
Here comes Baptista: —set your countenance, sir. 

Enter Baptista and Lucentio. 

Signior Baptista. you are happily met: — 

Sir, . (To the Pedant 

This is the gentleman I told you of ; 

I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, son 1 — 

Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 
Oflove between your daughter and himself; 

And, -—for the good report I hear of you ; 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter. 

And she to him,- — to stay him not too long, 

I am content, in a good father’s care. 

To have him match’d: and, — if you pleas’d to like 
No worse than l, sir,— upon some agreement, 

Me shall you find most ready and most willing 
With one consent to have her so bestowed * 

For curious I cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say 5— » 
Your plainness, and your shortness, please me well. 
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here V 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him. 

Or both dissemble deeply their affections : 

And therefore, if you say no more than this. 

That like a father you will dral with him. 

And pass my daughter a sufficient dower. 

The match is fully made, and all is done : 

Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 

Tra . I thank you, sir. Where then do you know 
We be affied ; and such assurance ta’en, [best. 
As shall with either part’s agreement stand? 

Bap. Not in my bouse, Lucentio; for you know. 
Pitchers have ears, and 1 have many servants : 
Besides, old Gremio is heark’ning still ; 

And, happily, we might be interrupted. 

Tra . Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir: 
There doth my father lie ; and there, this night. 
We’ll pass the business*privately and well : 

Send for your daughter by your servant here, 

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 

The worst is this, — that, at so slender warning. 
You’re like to have a thin and slender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well : — Cambio, hie you home. 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight ; 

And, if you will, tell what hath happened: — 
Lucentio’s father is arriv’d in Padua, 

And how she’s like to be Lucentio’s wife, 

Luc. I pray the gods she may. With all my heart* 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone, 
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way r 
Welcome! one mess is like to be your cheer: 

Come, sir ; we’ll better it in Pisa. 

Bap. I follow you. 

[Exeunt Tranio; Pedant , and Baptista* 
Bion. Cambio.— 

Luc. What say’st thou, Biond*dlo ? 

Bion. You saw master wink and laugh upon 
hue. Biondello, what of that? [you ? 

Bion. ’Faith, noth.ng; but he has left me here 
behind, to expound ihe meaning or moral of hi* 
signs and tokens. 
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I pray thee, moraliae them. 

Then thus. Baptists is safe, talking with 
iving father of a deceitful son. 
c. And what of him? ‘ 

ion. His daughter is to be brought by you to 
. And then ? — [the supper. 

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke’s church is at 
your command at all hours. * 

Luc . And what of all this ? 

Bion. I cannot tell; except they are busied about 
a counterfeit assurance : take you assurance of 
her, cum privilegio ad imprimendum solum : to the 
church take the priest, clerk, aud some sufficient 
honest witnesses : [say, 

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to 
But, bid Bianca farewell for ever aud a day .{Going.) 
Luc . Hear’st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in 
an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley 
to stuff a rabbit ; and so may you, sir; and so adieu, 
sir. My master hath appointed me to go to Saint 
Luke’s to bid the priest be ready to come, against 
you come with your appendix. [Exit. 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented : 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore should I doubt ? 
•Hap what hap may. I'll roundly go about her ; 

It shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit. 

Scene V. — A public Road. 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, and Hortensio. 
Pet . Come on, o’God’s name ; once more toward 
our father’s. [moon ! 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the 
Katk. The moon ! the suu ; it is not moonlight now. 
Pet. I say, it is the moon that shines so bright. 
Kat/i. I know, it is the sun that shines so bright. 
Pet. Now, by my mother’s son, and that’s myself. 
It shall be moon, or star, or what I list, 

Or ere I journey to your father’s house ; — 

Go on, and fetch our horses back again. — 

Svermore cross’d, and cross’d, nothing but cross’d! 
Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

Katk. Forward, I pray, since we have come so 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you please : [far. 
And if you please to call it a rush candle. 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet. 1 say, it is the moon. 

Kath. I know it is. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun. 

Ka fA.Then God be bless’d, it is the blessed sun: — 
But sun it is not, when you say it is not ; 

And the moon changes, even as your mind. 

What you will have it nam’d, even that it is ; 

And so it shall be so, for Katharine. 

Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won. 
Pet. Well, forward, forward: thus the bowl 
should run, ^ 

And not unluckily against the bias. — 

But soft ; What company is coming here ? 

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress. 

Good -morrow, gentle mistress ; where away? — / 

(To Vincentio.) 

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 

Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman? 

Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 

What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty. 

As those two eyes become that heavenly face? — 
Fair lovely maid, once more good-day to thee: — 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake. 

Hor. ’A will make the man mad, to make a 
woman of him. 

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and 
sweet, 

Whi-tber away ; or where is thy abode ? 

Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow I 
Pet. Why, how now, Kate l I hope thou art not 
mad: 


This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd ; 

And not a maiden, as thou say’st he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes. 

That have been so bedazzled with the sun. 

That every thing I look on seemeth green : 

Now 1 perceive, thou art a reverend father 
Pardon, 1 pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and withal, mak* 
known 

Which way thou travellesfc : if along with us. 

We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Yin. Fair sir, — and you my merry mistress, 

That with your strange encounter much amax’d 
me, — - [Pisa: 

My name is call’d — Vincentio; my dwelling— 
And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 

Pet. What is his name ? 

Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir* 

Pet Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 

And now by law, as well as reverend age, 

I may entitle thee— my loving father ; 

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 

J Thy son by this hath married : Wonder not. 

Nor be not griev’d ; she is of good esteem, 

Her dowry wealthy, aud of worthy birth; 

Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 

Let me embrace with old Vincentio : 

And wander we to see thy honest son, 

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin. But is this true? or is it else your pleasure. 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake? 

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof; 

For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 
\Exeu\it Petruchio , Katharina , and Vinteniio • 
Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow; and if she be forward, 

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 

[Exit. 

ACT V. 

Scene I .—Padua. Before Lucentio's House . 

Enter, on one side , Biondello, Lucentio, and 
Bianca : Gremio walking on the other side. 
Bion. Softly aud swiftly, sir; for the priest is 
ready. 

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore lea\e us. 

Bion. Nay, faith. I’ll see the church o’yonr back ; 
and then come back to my master as soon as I can. 
[Exeunt Lucentio, Bianca, and Biondello* 
Gre. I marvel, Cambio comes not all this while# 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio, and 
Attendants. 

Pet Sir, here’s the door, this is Lucent io’s house, 
My father’s bears more toward the market place ; 
Thither must 1, and here I leave you, sir. 

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before 
you go ; 

I think, I shall command your welcome here, 

And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. 

{Enoch*.) 

Gre. They’re busy within, you were best knock 
louder. 

Enter Pedant above, at a window. 

Ped. What’s he, that knocks as he would beat 
down the gate ? 

Vin. Is signior Lucentio within, sir? 

Ped. He’s within, sir, but not to fee spoken 
withal. ■■ ■■'■■■ ■ ; __ " 

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself ; be 
shall need none, so long as I live. 
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Pei. Nay, I told yon, your son was beloved in 
Padua.— Do you hear, sir? — to leave frivolous 
circumstances,— I pray you, tell senior Lucentio, 
that his fattier is come from Pisa, and is here at the 
door to speak with him, 

Ped. Thou liest; his father is come from Pisa, 
and here looking out at the window. 

Vim. Art thou his father? 

Ped. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I may be- 
lieve her. 

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman! (To Vincen.) 
why, this is flat knavery, to take upon you another 


man s name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain; I believe, ’a 
means to cozen somebody in this city under my 
countenance. . 


Re-enter Biondello. 


Bion. I have seen them in the church together: 
God send ’em good shipping ! — But who is here? 
mine old master, Vincentio? now we are undone, 
and brought to nothing. 

Vitu Come hither, crack-hemp. 

( Seeing Biondello.) 

Bion. I hope, l may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue: What, have you 
forgot me? 

Bion . Forgot you? no, sir: I could not forget 
you, for I never saw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou 
never see thy master’s father, Vincentio? 

Bion . What, my old, worshipful old master? yes, 
marry, sir; see where he looks out of the window. 

Yin* is't so, indeed ? ( Beats Biondello.) 

Bion. Help, help, help ! here’s a madman will 
murder me. [Exit. 

Ped. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista ! # 

[Exit from the window.) 

Pet. IVythee, Kate, let** stand aside, and see 
the end of this controversy. ( They retire.) 


Re-enter Pedant leloiv ,* Baptista, Tranio, and 
Servants. 


Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my 
servant? 

Yin. What am I, sir? nay, what are you, sir? — 
O immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet! 
a velvet hose ! a scarlet cloak ! and a copatain hat ! 
— O, 1 arn undone ! I am undone ! while I play the 
good husband at home, my son and my servant 
spend all at the university. 

Tra. How now ! what’s the matter ? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatic ? 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by 
your habit, but your words show you a madman : 
Why, sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and 
gold ? I thank my good father; I am able to main- 
tain it. 

^ Vin. Thy father ? 0, villain ! he is a sail-maker 
in Bergamo. 

Bap. You mistake, sir; you mistake, sir: Pray, 
what do you think is his name ? 

Vin. His name? as if I knew not his name; [ 
have brought him up ever since he was three ye-aus 
old, and his name is — Tranio. 

# Fed. Away, away, mad ass! his name is Lucen- 
tio ; and he is mine only son, and heir to the lands of 
me, signior Vincentio. 

Vin. Lucentio! 0, he hath murdered his mas- 
ter! — Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the duke’s 
name 0, my son, my son ! — tell the, thou villain, 
where is my son Lucentio? 

Tra. Call forth an officer : (Enter one with an 
Officer) carry this mad knave to the gaol : — Father 
Baptista, I charge you see, that he be forthcoming. 

Vin. Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre. St-iy, officer; he shall not go to prison. 

Bap, Talk not, signior Gremto ; ’ I say, he shall 
go to prison. 

Gre. Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you be 


coney-catched in this business; I dare swear, this 
is the right Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear It. [Lucentio 

Tra. Then thou wert best say. Ilia* I am not 
Gre . Yes, I know thee to he signior Lucentio. 
Bap. Away with the dotard ; to the gaol with him. 
Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abus’d:— 
0 monstrous villain! 


Re-enter Biondello, with Luceniio, and Bianca. 

Bion. O, we i re spoiled, and — Yonder he is; 
deny him, forswear him, or else we ar all undone. 

Luc. Pardon, sweet father. (Kneeling.) 

Vin. Lives my sweetest son ? 

(Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant, run out, 

Bian. Pardon, dear father. (Kneeling.] 

Rap. How hast thou offended ?• 

Where is Lucentio? 

Luc. Here’s Lucentio, 

Right son unto the right Vincentio ; 

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit supposes blear’d thine eyne. 

Gre. Here’s packing, with a witness, to deceive 
us all ! 

Vin. Where is that damned villain, Tranio, 

That fac’d and brav’d me in this matter so? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 

Bian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s love 
Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 

While he did bear my countenance in the town; 

And happily I have arriv’d at last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss : — 

What Tranio did, myself enforc’d him to ; 

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake, 

Vin. I’ll slit the villain’s nose, that would have 
sent me to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir? (To Lucentio .) Have 
you married my daughter without asking my good- 
will ? [goto., 

Vin. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you, 
But I will in to be revenged for this villainy. [Exit 

Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery 

[Exit. 

Lite. Look not pale, Bianca ; thy father will not 
frown. [Exeunt Luc. and Bian. 

Gre. My cake is dough : But I II in among the rest • 
Out of hope of all, — but my share of the feast. [Exit. 


Petruchio and Katharina advance . 

Kath. Husband, let’s follow, to see the enn o 
this ado. 

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 

Kath. What, in the midst of the street? 

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ? 

Kath. No, sir; God forbid : — but ashamed to kiss. 

Pet. Why, then let's home again: — Come, sir- 
rah, let’s away. 

Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss: now pray 
thee, love, stay. 

Pet. Is not this well ? — Come, my sweet Kate ; 

Betteronce than never, for never too late. [Exeunt. 


Scene II . — A Room in Lucentio's Bouse. 


A Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vincentio 
Gremio, tkc Pedant , Lucentio, Bianca, Pe- 
truchio, Katharina , Hortensio, and Widow. 
Tranio, Biondello, Grumio, and others at- 
tending. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree : 
And time it is, when raging war is done, 

To smile at ’scapes ar»d perils overblown.— 

My fair Bianca, bid my &ther welcome, 

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine:— 
Brother Petruch lo, — siste r Katharina, — 

And thou, Hortewo, with thy loving widow,— 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my house f 
Mv banquet is to close our stomachs up, ^ 

After our great good cheer : Pray you, sit down; 

15 
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For now we sit to chat, as well « eat ^ 

P<?/ Nothing bnt sit ant sit, and eat and eat! > 
Bap. Padua affords this kindness son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Hor. For both our sakes, 1 would that word were 


tfU pV*. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widow. 
Will. Then never trust me, ii 1 he aieard. 

Pet. Y on are sensible, and yet you miss my sense ; 

J mean. Hortensio is afeard of you. 

TVaL He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
Pet. Roundly replied. {round. 

Hath Mistress, how mean you Mat : 

Wicl. ’Tims I conceive by him. i th ^ • 

Pet. Conceives by me!— How likes Hortensio 
Hor. My widow says, thus .die conceives her tale. 
Pet Very well mended: Kiss him for that, good 

Widow. 

Kaih. He, that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
I nrav you, tell me wh it you meant by that. 

Wid. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew, 
Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe: 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kath. A very mean meaning. 

Wid. Right, I mean you 

Kat. And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate ! 

Hor. To her, widow ! ‘ 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her 
Hor. That s my office. 

Pet. Spoke like an officer:— Ha to thee, lad. . 

( Dnnks to Hortensio.) 
Bap. How likes Gretnio these quick-witted folks . 
Ore. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 

Bum. Head, and butt? an hasty- wilted body 
Would say, your head and butt were head and horn. 
Vin, Av, mistress bride, hath that awaken d you. 
Bian. Ay, but not friguted me ; therefore I ll 
sleep again. . [begun. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not; since you have 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Bum. Am I your bird ? 1 mean to shift my bush. 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow:— 

You are welcome all. . 7 1Tr . , 

[Exeunt Bianca, Katharma and Widow. 
Pet. She hath prevented me.— Here, sigmor 
Tranio, . 

This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefore, a health to all, that shot and imssd. 

Tra. O, sir, Luceutio slipp'd me like Ins grey- 

Which runs himself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish. 
Tra. Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself ; 
Tis tmmgiit, your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Luc. I thank, thee for that gird, good Tranio, 

Hor. Confess, confess, into he not hit you here ? 
Pet. ’A has a little gall’d ine, 1 confess; 

And as the jest did glance away from me, 

’Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright 
Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 

Pet. Weil, I say— no: and therefore, for as- 
surance, 

Let’s each one send unto his wife ; 

And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first, when he doth send for her, 

Shall win the wager, which we will propose. 

Hor. Content : what is the wager l 

jj UCt Twenty crowns. 

Pet. Twenty crowns ! 

.Ill venture so much on my hawk, or hound, 

But twenty times so much upon my wile. 

Luc. A hundred, then. 

Hor, Content. . , 

Pet, A match ; ’tis done, 

* Hor. Who shall begin ? v 

Luc. That will I. — Go, 


Biondeilo, bid your mistress come to me. 

Bion. I go UEw* 

Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes 
Luc. I’ll have no halves : I’ll bear it all myself. 
Re-enter Biondello. 

How now ! what news ? 

Bipn. Sir, my mistress sends you word 

That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet . How ! she is busy, and she cannot come I 
Is that an answer ? 

Ore. Ay, and a kind one too: 

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet . 1 hope, better. 

Hor. Sirrah, Biondeilo, go, .and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondeilo 

Pet' 0, ho! entivat her! 

Nav, then she must needs come. 

Hor. I am afraid, sir, 

Hi# vvnat you can, yours will not be entreated. 

Re enter Biondeixo. 

Now, where’s tny wife ? [hand; 

Bion. She says, you have some goodly jest in 
She will not come; she bids you come to her. 

Pet. Worse ana worse ; she will wot come ! O 
Intolerable, not to be endur’d ! [vile. 

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress ; 

Say., command her come to me. [Exit G rwmo. 
Hor. I know her answer. 

Pet. What? 

H 0 r. She will not come. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 
Enter Katharina. 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Katha- 


rina I Ime ? 

KaU. What is your will, sir, that you send for 
Pet Where is your sister, and Hortensio s wife c 
Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fare. 

Pet . Go fetch them hither; if they «*ny to 
come, , 

Swinge me them soundly forth m»to then; h :slwnds; 

A wav, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

J . s Exit Katharma . 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you taU oi a wonder. 
Hor. And so it is ; I wonder what it bodes. 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, ami love, and quiet 
An awful ruie, and right supremacy ; [life. 

Ami to be short, what not, that’s sweet and happy. 

Bap . Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio 1 
The wager thou hast won, and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns; 

Another dowry to another daughter. 

For she is chang’d as she had never been. 

Pei. Nay, I wiU win my wager better yet; 

And snow more sign of her obedience, 

Her uew-hmlt virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katharina, with Bianca and Widow 
See, where s\m comes: and brings your froward 
wives 

As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.— 
K»*ham>e, that cap of yours becomes you not; 

Ort with that bauble, throw it under foot, 

Ka tharina pulls off her cap , and thro ws tt down. 
Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh, 
Till 1 be brought to such a silty pass! . 

Bian. Fy l what a foolish duty .can you this ? 
Luc. l would your duty were , as foolish too ; 

Tlie wisdom of your duty, fair Blanca, 

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper time 
Bian. The more fool you, for lay ing on my duty. 
Pet. Katharine, l charge thee, tell these head 
strong women, _ t , , 

What duty they do owe their lords and husbands. 
Wid. Come, corne, you’re mocking; we will have 
■ ■ . . ' no telling. - ' ' . ; t , 

Pet, Come on, 1 say ; and first begin with her. 
If id. She shall not * . ' , 

Pet I say, she shall;— and first begin with hat 
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Katk. Fy, fy! unknit that threatening unkind 
brow; 

And dart ntit scornful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 

!t blots ihv beauty, as frosts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy lame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds; 
And in no smst* is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 

And. while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy hushand is thv lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee 
And for t.hy maintenance: commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
Whiie thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; — 

Too little payment- for so great a debt. 

Such, duty ns the subject owes the prince, 

Even such, a woman oweth to her husband : 

And when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour. 

And not obedient to his honest will, 

What is she, but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ?— 

I am ashamM that women are so simple 
To otfer war, where they should knee) for peace; 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

Where they are hound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth. 


Unapt to toil and trouble iu the world ; 

But that our soft conditions, and our hearts. 

Should well agree with our external parts '{ 

Come, come, you froward and unable worms! 

Mv mind hath been as big as one of vours, 

My heart as great ; my reason, haply,* more, 

Fe bandy word for word, and frown for frown : 

But now, I see, our lances are but straws 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare,— 

IJiat seeming to be most, which we least are. 

Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot ; 

And place your hands below your husband’s foot: 

In token of which duty, if he please, 

My hand is ready, may it do him ease. 

Pet, Why, there’s a wench!— Come on, and kisa 
me, Kate. fha’t* 

■f ” c * go % wa ys* old lad ; for thou shall 

Vtn. I is a good hearing, when children are 
toward. 

Luc. But a harsh hearing, when women are fro- 
ward. 

Pet. Come, Kate, we’ll to bed : 

We three are married, but you two are sped, 

’Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white ! 

# i To Lucent io 

And, being a winner, God give you good nig lit ! 

[Exeunt Petruchio and Hath. 
Hor Now go thy ways, thou hast lam'd a curst 
shrew. 

Luc, Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be 
tasa’d bo. [Exeunt, 
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LEONTES, King of Sicilia . 

MAMILLIUS, A« $«*. 

CAMILLO. ) 

SS “ *** 

DION, ' , 

Another Sicilian Lord. 

ROGERO, a Sicilian Gentleman. 

An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillius 
Officers of a Court of Judicature. 

POLIXEN ES, King of Bohemia. 

FLORIZEL, his Son. 

ARCHIDAMUS, a Bohemian Lord. 

A Mariner. 


An°<Ud Shepherd, reputed Father of Ferdita* 

Clown, his Son. 

Servant to the old Shepherd. 

AUTOLYCUS, a Rogue. 

Time, as Chorus. 

HERMIONE, Queen to Leontes . 

PERDITA, Daughter to Leontes und Hermotu 
PAULINA, Wife to Antigonus. 

EMILIA, a Lady, ( attending the Queen . 

Two other Ladies, ) * 

MOPSA, -DORCAS, —Shepherdesses. 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ; Satyrs for a Dance j 
Shepherds, Shepherdesses, Guards, etc* 


Scene, — Sometimes in Sicilia, sometimes in Bohemia. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Sicilia . An Ante-chamler in Leontes ’ I 
Palace. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Arch . If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bo- 
hemia on the like occasion, wherein my services are 
now on foot, yon shall see, as I have said, great dif- 
ference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicilia, 

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the king of 
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation which he 
justly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein onr entertainment shall shame us, 
we will be justified in our loves: for, indeed, — 

Cam. ’Beseech you, 

Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my 
knowledge: we cannot with such magnificence- 
in so rare — I know not what to say We will 

E 've you sleepy drinks; that your senses, unintel- 
jentofour insnfficience, may, though they cannot 
praise us, as httle accuse us. [given freely. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for what’s 
Arch. Believe me, I speak as my understanding 
instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utter- 
ance. 

Cant. . Sicilia cannot show himself over kind to 
Bohemia. They were trained together in their 
childhoods; and there rooted betwixt them then 
such an affection, which cannot choose but branch 
now. Since their more mature dignities, and royal 
necessities, made separation of their society, their 
encounters, though not personal, have been royally 
attornied, with interchange of gifts, letters, loving 
embassies; that they have seemed to be together, 
though absent^ shook hands, as over a vast; and 
embraced, as it were, from the ends of opposed 
winds. The heavens continue their loves ! 

Arck. I think, there is not in the world either 
malice, or matter, to alter it. You have an un- 
speakable cmntort of your young prince Mamillius ; 
it is a gentleman of the greatest promise, that ever 
came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes 
of him : It is gallant child: one that, indeed, 
physics the subject, mak#s old hearts fresh : they, 
that went on crutches ere he was bom, desire yet 
their life, to see him a man. 

Arch. Would they else be content to die ? 

Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuse, why 
, they should desire to live. 

Arch. If the king had no son, they would desire 
to live on crutches, till he had one. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II .— The same. A Room of state in the 
Palace • 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Hermione, Mamil- 
lius, Camillo. and Attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of the wat’ry star have been 
The shepherd’s note, since we have left our throne 
Without a burden : time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with oar thanks; 
And yet we should, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt. And therefore, like a cipher, 

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply, 

With one we-thank-you, many thousands more. 

That go before it. 

Leon. Stay your thanks awhile ; 

And pay them, when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that’s to-morrow 

I am question’d by my fears, of what may chance. 
Or breed upon our absence : That hmy blow 
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say. 

This is put forth too truly l Besides, I have stay’d 
To tire your royalty. 

Leon. We are tougher, brother. 

Than you can put us to’t. 

Pol. No longer stay. 

Leon. One seven-night longer. 

Pol. Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. We’ll part the time between’s then : and 
I’ll no gain-saying. [in that 

Pol Press me not, ’beseech you, so; 

There is no tongue, that moves, none, none i’the 
world, 

So soon as yours, could win me : so it should now 
Were there necessity in your request, although 
’Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder 
Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my stay 
To you a charge and trouble : to save both, 
Farewell, our brother. 

Leon. Tongue-tied, our queen ? speak you 
Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace 
until ^ [sir 

You had drawn oaths from him, not to stay. You 
Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you are sure, 

All in Bohemia’s well : this satisfaction 
The by- gone day proclaim’d ; say this to him. 

He’s beat from his best ward. 

Leon. W 

Her. To tell he longs to see his son, were strong ; 
But let him say so then, and let him go ; 

But let him swear so, and he shall not stay. 

We’ll thwack him hence with distaffs.— 

Yet of your royal presence C to Polixenes ) 11 ad- 
venture 
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The borrow of a week. # When at Bohemia 
Y'ou take my lord. I’ll give him my commission. 

To let him there a month, behind the gest 
Prefix’d for’s parting : yet, good deed, Leontes, 
l love thee not a jar o’the clock behind 
VVimt lady she her lord. — You’ll stay ? 

Pul. No, madam. 

Her. Nay, bat you will? 

Pol. “ I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily ! 

V<m put me off with limber vows : But I, 

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with 
Should yet say, Sir, no going. Verily, [oaths, 
You shall not go; a lady’s verily is 
As potent as a lord’s. Will you go yet? 

Force me to keep you as a prisoner, 

Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees. 

When you depart, and save your thanks. How 
say you? 

My prisoner? or my guest? by your dread verily. 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your guest then, madam . 

To be your prisoner, should import offending ; 
Which is for me less easy to commit. 

Than you to punish. 

Her . Not your gaoler then, 

But your kind hostess. Come, Til question you 
Of my lord’s tricks, and yours, when you were 
You were pretty lordlings then. _ [boys; 

Pol. We were, fair queen. 

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind. 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day. 

And to be boy eternal. 

Her. YVas not my lord the verier wag o’the two ? 
Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs, that did frisk 
i’the sun. 

And bleat the one at the other : What we chang’d. 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream’d 
That any did : Had we pursued that life. 

And our weak spirits ne er been higher rear’d 
With stronger blood, we should have answer’d 
heaven 

Boldly, Not Guilty ; the imposition clear’d. 
Hereditary ours. 

Her. By this we gather. 

You have tripp’d since. 

Pol. O my most sacred lady, 

Temptations have since then been born to us ; tor 
In those unfledg’d days was my wife a girl ; 

Your precious self had not then cross’d the eyes 
Of my young play-fellow. 

Her. Grace to boot! 

Of this make no conclusion ; lest you say, 

' Your queen and I are devils'i Yet, go on; 

The offences we have made you do, we’ll answer; 
If you first sinn’d with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not 
With any but with us. 

Leon. Is he won yet? 

Her. He’ll stay, my lord. 

Leon. At my request, he would not. 

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spok’st 
To better purpose. 

Her. Never? 

Leon. Never, but once. 

Her. What? have I twice said well? when was’t 
before ? 

I pr’ythee, tell me : Cram us with praise, and 
make us ^ [less. 

As fat as tame tilings : One good deed, dying tongue- 
Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that. 

Onr praises are our wages : You may ride us. 

With one soft kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal 
Mv last good was, to entreat his stay ; 

What was my first? it has an elder sister, 

Or I mistake you : O, would her name were Grace ! 
But once before I spoke to the purpose : When? 
Nay, let me hav’t ; 1 long. 


Leon. Why, that was, whet 

Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves t| 
death, 

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand. 

And clap thyself my love ; then didst thou utter, 

I am yours for ever . 

Her. It is Grace, indeed.— 

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the pnipow 
The one for ever earn’d a royal husband ; [twice, 
The other, for some while a friend. 

( Giving her hand to Polixenes.) 
Leon. _ Too hot, too hot : (AsideS 

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cordis on me : — my heart dances; 
But not for joy, — not joy.— -This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 

And well become the agent : it may, I grant : 

But to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers, 

As now they are : and making practis'd smiles, 

As in a looking-glass ; — and then to sigh, as ’twere 
The mort o’the deer; G, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows.— Mamillius, 

Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. I’fecks ? 

Why, that’s my bawcock. What, hast smutch’d 
thy nose ? — 

They say, it’s a copy out of mine. Come, captain, * 
We must be neat; not neat, but cleanly, captain: 
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf. 

Are all call’d neat. — Still virginailing 

( Observing Polixenes and Hermione .) 
Upon his palm?— How now, you wanton calf. 

Art thou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord 

Leon. Thou want’st a rough pash, ana the shoot# 
that I have, 

To be full like me -yet, they say, we are 
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so, 

That will say any thing : But were they false 
As o>r-dyea blacks, as wind, as waters; false 
As dice are to be wish’d, by one that fixes 
No bourn ’twixt his and mine ; yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me. — Come, sir page. 
Look on me with your welkin eye : Sweet villain ! 
Most dear’s! I my collop ! — Can thy dam l — may’t 
Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre : [be ? 

Thou dost make possible, things net so held, 
Communicat’st with dreams;— (How can this be?) 
With what’s unreal thou coactive art. 

And fellow’st nothing : Then ’tis very credent, 

Thou may’st co-join with something ; and thou dost ; 
(And that beyond commission; and I find it,) 

And that to the infection of my brains, 

And hardening of my brows. 

Pol. What means Sicilia 

Her. He something seems unsettled. 

Pol. How, my lord ? 

What ch^er ? how is’t with you, best brother ? 

Her. You look. 

As if you held a brow of much disiraction : 

Are you mov’d, my lord? 

Leon. No, in good earnest.— # 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly. 

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, rnethoughts, I did recoil 
Twenty-three years ; and saw myself unbreedh’d. 

In my green velvet coat; ray dagger muMsIed, 

Lest it should bite its master, and so prove. 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel. 

This quash, this gentleman : — Mine honest friend. 
Will you take eggs for money ? 

Mam. No, my lord. I’ll fight 
Leon. You wiH ? why, happy man be his dole 
My brother. 

Are you so fond of your young prince, as we 
Do seem to be of ours ? 
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jP 0 £ If at home, sir, 

He's all my exercise, my mirth, my matter; 

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy ; 

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 

He makes a July’s day short as December; 

And, with his varying childness, cures in me 
Thoughts, that would thick my blood. 

Leon. So stands this squire 

Ollie’d with me : We two will walk, my lord. 

And leave you to your graver steps. — Hermione, 
How thou lov’st us, show in our brother’s welcome ; 
Lrt what is dear in Sicily, be cheap : 

Next to thyself, and my young rover, he’s 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her. If you would seek us, 

We are yours i’ the garden : Stall's attend you 
there? [found, 

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you’ll be 
Be you beneath the sky : — I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 

Go to, go to I 

(Aside. Observing Polixenes and Hermione.) 
How she holds up the ueb, the bill to him 1 
And arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing husband ! Gone already ; 

Inch-thick, knee-deep; o’er head aud ears a fork’d 
one. — 

f Exeunt Polixenes, Hermione, and Attendants. 
Go, play, boy, play thy mother plays, and I 
Play too ; but so disgrac’d a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave ; contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell.— Go, play, boy, play There 
have been. 

Or I am much deceiv’d, cuckolds ere now; 

And many a man there is, even at this present. 
Now, while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm, 
That little thinks she has been sluic’d in’s absence. 
And his pond fish’d by his next neighbour, by . 

Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay, there’s comfort in’t, 
Whiles other men have gates ; and those gates 
open’d, 

As mine against their will; Should all despair, 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physic for’t there is none ; 
It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 
Where ’tis predominant; and ’tis powerful, think it, 
From east, west, north and south : Be it concluded, 
No barricade for a belly; know it; 

It will let in and out the enemy. 

With bag and baggage : many a thousand of us 
Have the d.sease, and feel’t not. — How now, boy? 
Mam . I am like you, they say. 

Leon. Why, that’s some comfort — 

What l Camilla there ! 

Cam. Ay, my good ! ord. 

Leon. Go play, Mamilius; thou’rt an honest 
man. — [Exit Mamillius. 

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. Y ou had much ado to make his anchor hold : 
When you cast out, it still came home. 

Leon. Didst note it? 

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions ; made 
Hi* business more material. 

Leon. Didst perceive it ? 

They’re here with me already; whispering, round- 
Sicilia is a so forth : ’Tis far gone, [ing. 

When 1 shall gust it last. — How came’t, Camillo, 
That he did stay? 

Cam. At the good queen’s entreaty. 

Leon. At the queen’s, be’t : good should be per- 
Hut so it is, it is not. Was this taken [tiuent ; 
By any understanding pate but thine? 

For thy. conceit is soaking, will draw in 
More than me common blocks : — Not noted, is’t, 
But of the finer natures? by some severals, 

Of head-piece extraordinary f lower messes, 
Perchance, are to Inis business purblind ; say. 

Cam. Business, my lord? I think, most under- 
Bonemia stays* hetffe longer. [stand 

Leon. Ha? 


Cain. > Stays here longer 

Leon. Ay, but why ? 

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. m Satisfy t 

The entreaties of your mistress ? — —satisfy ?— 

Let that suffice. I have, trusted thee, Camillo, 
With all the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My cha ruber- councils : wherein, priest like, thou 
Hast cleans’d my bosom ; l from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d : but we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which seems so. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord ! 

Leon. To bide upon’t Thou art not honest ; or. 
If thou inclin’st that way, thou art a coward ; 

Which boxes honesty behind, restraining 

From course requir’d : Or else thou must be counted 

A servant, grafted in my serious trust. 

And therein negligent; or else a fool, 

That seest a game play’d home, the rich stake drawn. 
And tak’st it all for jest 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful ; 

In every one of these no man is free, 

But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 

Amongst the infinite doings of the world, 

Sometimes puts forth : In your affairs, my lord, 

If ever I were wilful-negligent, 

It was my folly; if industriously ^ 

I play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where l the issue doubted, 

Whereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performance, ’twas a fear 
Which oft affects the wisest: these, my lord, 

Are such allow’d infirmities, that honesty 
Is never free of. But, ’beseech your grace, 

Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass 
By its own visage : if 1 then deny it, 

Tis none of mine. 

Leon. Have not you seen, Camillo, 

(But that’s past doubt: you have; or your ey©« 
glass 

Is thicker than a cuckold’s horn ;) or heard, 

(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour 
Cannot be route,) or thought, (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man, that does not think it,} 

My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess, 

(Or else be impudently negative, 

To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,) then say. 
My wife's a hobbyhorse ; deserves a name 
As rank as any fiax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight ; say it, and justify it. 

Cam. I would not be a stander by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken; ’shrew my heart, 

You never spoke what did become you less 
Than this; which to reiterate, were sin 
As deep as that, though true. 

Leon . Is whispering nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses? 
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty :) horsing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks more swift ? 
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight ? and all eyes blind 
With the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only , 

That would unseen be wicked ? is this nothing ? 
Why, then the world, and all that’s in’t, is nothing ; 
The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing ; 

My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these no- 
If this be nothing. [things, 

Cam . Good my lord, be cur’d 

.Of. this diseas’d opinion, and betimes ; 

For ’tis most dangerous. 

Leon. Say, it be ; ’tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leon. It is; you lie, you lie: 

I say. thou iiest, Camillo, and i hate thee ; 




Scene 2. 


WINTER’S TALE. 


231 


Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave ; 

Or else a hovering temporizer, that 
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil, 
Inclining to them both: Were my wife’s liver 
Infected as her life, she would not live 
The running of one glass. 

Cam. Who does infect h,er ? 

heart. Why, he that wears her like her medal, 
About his neck, Bohemia; who — if l [hanging 
Had servants ti ne about me ; that hare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits. 

Their own particular thrifts,-— they would do that, 
Which should undo more doing: ay, and thou. 

His pup-bearer,— whom l from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worship; who may’s! 

. ' ' see' ' 

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven, 
How f am galled, — might’st hespice a cup, 

To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 

I could do this ; and that with no rash potion, 

But with a ling’ring dram, tha* should not work 
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress, 

So sovereignly being honourable. 

I have lov’d thee, — — 

Lean . Make’t thy question, and go rot ! 

Dost think, I am *o muddy, so unsettled. 

To appoint myself in this vexation? sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets, 

Which to preserve, is sleep; which being spotted, 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ? 

Give scandal to the blood o’the prince my son. 
Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine, 

Without ripe moving to’t? — Would 1 do this ? 
Could man so blench? 

Cam. I must believe you, sir ; 

I do * and will fetch off Bohemia for’t : 

Prov ided, fruat, when he’s remov’d, your highness 
Will take again your queen, as yours at first; 

Ever, for your son’s sake ; and, thereby, for sealing 
The njary of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known aud allied to yours. 

Leon. Thou dost advise me, 

Even so as 1 mine own course have set down: 

I’ll give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam . My lord, 

Go then ; aud with a countenance as clear 
As friendship"' wears at leasts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your queen : 1 am his cup bearer ; 

If from me he have wholesome beverage. 

Account me not your servant. 

Lean. This is all: 

Do t, and thou hast the one hail of my heart; 

Do’t not, thou split’ st thine own. 

Cam. I’ll do’t, my lord. 

Lean. I will seem friendly, as thou hast adv is’d 
me. # [Exit. 

Cam. O miserable lady !— But for me. 

What case staud l in? I must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixenes: and my ground to do t 
Is tfie obedience to a master; one, 

Who, in rebellion with himself, will have 
A ll that are his, so too. — To do this deed, 
Promotion follows : If I could find example 
Of thousands that have struck anointed kings. 
And flourish'd after, i’d not dq’t : but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one, 
Let v illainy itself forswear’t. 1 must 
Forsake the court : to do't, or no, is certain 
To me a break neck. Happy star, reign now l 
Here comes Bohemia. 

Enter Polixenes. 

Pol. ' This is strauge ! methinks, 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak V 

Good day, Caimiio. 

Cam. Hail, most royal sir 1 

Pol. What is the news i’tke court ? 


Cam. None rare, my lord 

Pol. The king hath on him such a countenance. 

As he had lost some province, and a region, 

Lov’d as he loves himself : even now 1 met him 
YVith customary compliment; when he. 

Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from rne ; ana 
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his manners. 

Cam. I dure not know, my lord. 

Pal, How ! dare not ? do not. Do yo« know, 
and dare not 

Be. intelligent to me?" ’Tis thereabouts : 

For to yourself, what you do know- you must; 

And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo, 

Your chang’d complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which shows me mine chang’d too: for 1 must bo 
: A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter’d with it. 

Cam. There is a sickness. 

Which puts some of us in distemper ; but 
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught 
Of you, that yet are well. 

Pol. How ! caught of me ? 

! Make me not sighted like the basilisk, 

I have look’d on thousands, who have sped the better 

By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo, 

As you are certainly a gentleman; thereto 
Clerk-like, experienc’d, which no less adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents’ noble names, 

In whose success vve are gentle,—! beseech you. 

If you know aught which dues behov e my knowledge 
Thereof to be inform’d, imprison it not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not answer. 

Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well! 

1 must be answer’d.— Dost thou hear, Camillo, 

1 conjure thee, by all the parts of man. 

Which honour does acknowledge,— whereof ill* 
least 

Is not this , suit of mine,— that thou declare 
W hat iucidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me ; how far olf, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if to be ; 

If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I’ll tell you ; 

Since I am charg’d in honour, and by’ him [sel; 
That I think honourable . therefore, mark mycoun- 
Which must be even as swiftly follow'd, as 
1 mean to utter it; or both yourself and me 
Cry, loit, and so good-night. # 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed Him to murder you 
Pol By whom, Camillo? 

Cam. By the king. 

Pol. For what? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence ha 
As he had seen’t, or been an instrument [swears 
To vice you to't, — that you have touch’d his queen 
Forbiddeuiy. 

Pol. 0, then my best blood turn 

To an infected jelly ; and my name 
Be yok’d with his, that did betray the best! 

Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour, that may strike the dullest nostril , 
Where I arrive ; and my approach he shunn’d, 

N ay , bate d too, worse t ha n th e great’s! inle ction, 

1 hut e’er was heard, or read ] 

Cam. Swear his thought ovef 

By each particular star in heaven, and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon, 

As or, by oath, remove, or counsel, shake 
The fabric of tus folly ; whose foundation 
Is pil’d upon his faith, and will continue 
The standing of his body. 

Pol. How should thia gro 

Cam. I know not: but, 1 am sure, 'tis to 
A\Oid what’s gr*»vvn, than question how' ‘tin born. 

If therefore you dare trust my honesiv 
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That lies enclosed m this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn’d, — away to-night. 

Your followers I will whisper to the business; 

And will, by twos, and throes, at several posterns, 
Clear them of the city : For myself, I’ll put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter’d truth : which if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer 
Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth, 
His execution sworn. [thereon 

Pol. I do believe thee ; 

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand; 

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 

Still neighbour mine : my ships are ready, and 

My people did expect my hence departure 

Two days ago. — This jealousy 

Is for a precious creature: as she’s rare, 

Must it be great ; and, as his person’s mighty, 

Must it be violent ; and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever 
Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershades me ; 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing' 
Of his ili-ta’en suspicion! Come, Camilio; 

I will respect thee as a father, if 

Thou bear’st my life oil" hence: let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority, to command 
The keys of all the posterns : please your highness 
To' take the urgent hour: Gome, sir,, away. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene I . — The same. 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies. 
Her. Take the boy to you: he so troubles me, 
’Tis past enduring. 

I Lady. Come, my gracious lord. 

Shall I be your play-fellow? 

* Mam. . ■ No, I’ll none of you. 

1 Lady. Why, my sweet lord ? 

Mam. You’ll kiss me hard ; and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still. — 1 love you better. 

2 Lady. And why so, my good lord ? 

Mam. Not for because 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they say. 
Become some women best ; so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semi-circle, 

Or half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. ^ Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I learn’d it out of women’s faces. — Pray 
What colour are your eye-brows? [now 

1 Lady. Blue, my lord. 

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock : I have seen a lady’s 

nose 

That has been blue, but not her eye-brews. 

2 Lady. Hark ye : 

Tiie queen, your mother, rounds apace: we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince, 

One of these days: and then you’d wanton with us. 
If we would have you. 

1 Lady. k She is spread of late 

Into a goodly bulk : Good time encounter her! 

Her . What wisdom stirs amongst you? Gome, 
sir, now 

1 am for you again : pray you, sit by us, 

And teli’s a tale. 

Mam . Merry, or sad, shall’t be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Main. A sad tale’s best for winter; 

l have one of sprites and goblins. 

iler. ^ Let’s have that, sir. 

Come on, sit down -Come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites: you’re powerful at 

Mam. There was a man, [it. 

Hen fc. Nay, come, sit down; then on. 
Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ; — I will tell it 
softly; 


Y on crickets shall not hear it. 

Hen Come on, then, 

And give’t me in mine ear. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords , and others . 
Leon . Was he met there ? his train? Camilio with 
him ? [neve 

1 Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them 
Saw I men scour so on their way : I ey’d them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How bless’d am I 

In my just censure? in my true opinion?— 

Alack, for lesser knowledge ! — How accurs’d. 

In being so blest! — -There may be in the cup . 

A spider steep’d, and one may drink ; depart. 

And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drank, he cracks his gorge, his side* 
With violent hefts : — I have drank, and seen the 
spider. 

Camilio was his help In this, his pander ! — 

There is a plot against my life, my crown ; 

All’s true that is mistrusted : — that false villain, 
Whom 1 employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him : 

He has discover’d my design, and I 
Remain a pinch’d thing ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will : — How came the posterns 
So easily open ? ^ 

1 Lord. By his great authority ; 

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so, 

On your command. 

Leon. I know’t too well. 

Give me the boy ; I am glad, you did not nurse him . 
Though he does bear some sign of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her . What is this? sport? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence, he shall not coma 
about her; 

Away with him : — -and let her sport herself 
With that she’s big with ; for ’tis Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her. But I’d say he had not. 

And, I’ll be sworn, you would believe my saying, 
Howe’er you lean to the nay ward. 

Leon. You, my lords. 

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To say, she is a goodly lady, and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add, 

’Tis pity she's not honest , honourable : 

Praise her but for this her.without-door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deserves high speech,) and 
straight 

The shrug, the hum, or ha ; these petty brands. 
That calumnv doth use ; — 0, 1 am out. 

That mercy does ; for calumny will sear 
Virtue itself these shrugs, these hums, and ha’s. 
When you have said, she’s goodly, come between, 
Ere you can say, she’s honest : But be it known 
From him, that has most cause to grieve it should be 
She’s an adultress. 

Her. Should a villain say so. 

The most replenish’d villain in the world. 

He were as much more villain t yon, my lord, 

Do but mistake. 

Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Folixenes for Leontes : O thou thing, 

Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place. 

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent. 

Should a like language use to all degrees, 

And mannerly distinguish merit leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar ! — 1 have said. 

She’s an adultress ; I have said with whom : 
i More, she’s a traitor ; and Camilio is 
A federary with her; and one that knows 
What she should shame to know herself. 

But with her most vile principal, that she’s 
A bed-swerver, even as bad as those 
That vulgars give bold titles ay, and privy 
To this their late escape. * 
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Her . .. No, by ray life. 

Privy to none of this : How wit} this grieve you, 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge^ that 
You thus have publish’d me? Gentle ray lord, 

You scarce can right me throughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon . No, no ; if I mistake 

In those foundations which,! build upon. 

The center is not big enough to bear 
A school-boy’s top.— Away with her to prison: 

He, who shall speak for her, is afar otf guilty, 

But that he speaks. 

Her. There’s some ill planet reigns : 

I. must be patient, till the heavens look 
With an aspect more favourable.— Good my lords, 

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are; the want of which vain dew. 
Perchance, shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg’d here, which burns 
Worse than tears drown : ’Beseech you all, my 
lords, 

With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me ; — and so 
The king’s will be perform’d 1 
Leon . Shall I be heard ? 

{To the Guard*.) 
Her . Who is’t, that gees with me ? — ’Beseech 
your highness, 

My women may be with me; for, you see. 

My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools ; 
There is no cause ; when you shall know, your 
mistress . 

Has deserv’d a prison, then abound in tears, 

As I come out : this action I now go on, 

Is for my better grace. — Adieu, my lord : 

1 never wish’d to see you sorry; now, 

I trust, I shall. — —My women, come; you have 
Leon . Go, do your bidding; lienee. [leave. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
1 Lord. ’Beseech your highness, call the queen 
again. 

a nf. Be certain what you do, sir; lest your justice 
Prove violence ; in the which three great ones suffer. 
Yourself, your queen, your son. 

1 Lord. For her, my lord, — 

I dare my life lay down, and will do’t, sir, 

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless 
P the eyes of heaven, and to you ; 1 mean. 

In this which you accuse her. 

Ant. If it prove 

She’s otherwise, I’ll keep my stables where 
I lodge my wife : Til go in couples with her; 

Than when I feel, and see her, no further trust her; 
For every inch of woman in the world. 

Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh, is false. 

If she be. 

Leon. Hold your peaces. 

1 Lord. Good my lord,— 

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves : 
You are abus’d, and by some putter-on, [lain, 
That will be damn’d for’t; ’would I knew the vil- 
I would land damn him: Be she honour-fiaw’d, — 
I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven ; 

The second, and the third, nine, and some five ; 

If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t: by mine ho- 
nour, 

I’ll geld them all; fourteen they shall not see. 

To hr, ng false generations : they are co-heirs; 

And 1 had rather glib myself, than they 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon. * * Cease ; no more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose : I see't, and feel’t. 

As you feel doing thus ; and see withal 
The instruments that feeL * 

Ant. If it be so. 

We need no grave to bury honesty ; 

There’s not a grain of it, the face to sweeten 
Of the wnole dungy earth. 

Leon. What! lack I credit? 


1 Lord. I had rather you did lack, than l, my 
lord, ■ 

Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your suspicion; 

Be blam'd for’t how you might. 

Leon. _ > Why, what need wt 

Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counsels ; but our natural goodness 
Imparts this : which, — if you, (or stupified, 

Or seeming so in skill,) cannot, or will not. 

Relish as truth, like us; inform yourselves. 

We need no more of your advice: the matter, 

I 1 he loss, the gain, the ordering on’t, is all 
Properly ours. 

r - Ant . * And T wish, my liege. 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it. 
Without more overture. 

Leon. How could that be ? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou wort born a fool. Camille’s flight. 

Added to their familiarity, 

(Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 
That lack’d sight only, nought for approbation. 

But only seeing, all other circumstances 

Made up to the deed,) doth push on this proceeding : 

Yet, for a greater confirmation, 

(For, in an act of this importance, ’twere 

Most piteous to be wild,) I have despatch’d in post, 

To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 

Cleomenes ana Dion, whom you know 
Of stuff d sufficiency: Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all; whose spiritual counsel had. 
Shall stop, or spur me. Have I done well? 

1 Lord. Well done, my lord. 

Leon. Though I am satisfied, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 
G^e rest to the minds of others ; such as he, 

Whose ignorant credulity will not 

Come up to the truth : So have we thought it good. 

From our free person she should be confin’d; 

Lest that the treachery of the two, fled hence. 

Be left her to perform. Come, follow us; 

We are to speak in public : for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant. {Aside.) To laughter, as I take it. 

If the good truth were known. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same.— -The outer Room of a 
Prison. 

Enter Paulina and Attendants . 

Paul. The keeper of the prison, — call to him 

[Exit an Attendant, 

Let hiui have knowledge who I am. — Good lady I. 
No court in Europe is too good^for thee, 

What dost thou then in prison ?-r-Now, good sir. 
Re-enter Attendant with the Keeper. 

You know me, do you not? 

Keep. For a worthy lady 

And one whom I much honour, 

Paul. Pray you, then. 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Keep. I may not, madam ; to the contrary 
I have express commandment. 

Paul Here’s ado. 

To lock up honesty and honour from 
The access of gentle visitors ! — Is it lawful. 

Pray you, to see her women ? any of them*?'* 

Emilia? 

Keep. So please you, madam, to put * 

Apart these your attendants, I shall bring; 

Emilia iorth. 

Paul. I pray now, call her — 

Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Attend* 

Keep . And, madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul Well, be it so, pr’ythee. [Exit Keeper 
Here’s such ado to make no stain a stain. 

As passes colouring. 
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Re enter Keeper , with Emilia. 

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady? 

Emil. As well as one so great, and so forlorn. 
May hold together : on her frights, and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 

She is, something before her time, deliver’d. 

Paul. A boy? 

Emil. A daughter; and a goodly babe. 

Lusty, and like to live: the queen receives 
Much comfort in’i : says. My poor prisoner, 

I am innocent as you. 

Paul. I dare he sworn : 

These dangerous unsafe lunes o’the king I beshrew 
them! 

He must be told on’t, and he shall: the office 
Becomes a woman best ; I’ll take’t upon me : 

If I prove honey-month'd, let my tongue blister; 
And never to my r< d- look’d anger be 
The trumpet any more: — Pray yon, Emilia, 
Commend my best obedience to the queen; 

If she dares trust me with her little babe. 

I’ll show’t the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th’ loudest : We do not know 
How lie may soften at the sight o’the child ; 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

Emil . Most worthy madam, 

Your honour, and your goodness, is so evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue; there is no Ldy living, 

So meet for this great errand : Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room, I’ll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer; 

Who, but to-day, hammer'd of this design; 

But durst not tempt a minister of honour. 

Lest she should be denied. 

Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 

I’ll use that tongue I have : if wit flow from it, 

As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubted 
I shall do good. 

Emil. Now be you blest for it ! 

I’ll to the queen: Please you, come something 
nearer. ^ [babe, 

Keep. Madam, ift please, the queen to send the 
I know not what I shall incur, to pass it. 

Having no warrant. 

Paul. Y on need not fear it, sir : 

The child was prisoner to the womb ; and is, 

By law and process of great nature, thence 
Free’d and enfranchis’d : not a party to 
The anger of the king; nor guilty of. 

If any be, the trespass of the queen. 

Keep. I do believe it 

Paul. Do not you fear : upon 

Mine honour, I will stand ’twixt you and danger. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Leontes, Anticonus, Lords, and other 
Attendants. 

Leon. Nor night nor day, no rest : It is but 
weakness 

To bear the matter thus; mere weakness, if 
The cause were not in being ; — part o’the cause, 
She, the adultress j — for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level of my brain, plot-proof: but she 
I can hook to me : Say, that she were gone, 

Given to (he fire, a moiety of my rest 

Might come to me again. Who’s there ? 

\AUen. My lord ? (Advancing.) 

Leon. How does the boy ? 

I Alien. ^ He took good rest to-night; 
* IS hov’d, his sickness is discharg’d. 

Helenes*! ' T °“ e 

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 

He straight declin'd, droop’d, took it deeply ; 
Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself; 


Threw off his spirit, Iris appetite, his sleep, 

And downright languish’d. — Lea \ e me solely : — go. 
See how he fares. [Exit Attend.] — Fy, fy! no 
thought of him; — 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty ; 

And in his parties, his alliance, — Let him be. 

Until a time may serve : for present vengeance. 
Take it on her. Camilla ana Polixenes 
Laugh at me ; make their, pastime at mv sorrow ; 
They should not laugh, if i could reach them; not 
i Shall she, within my power. 

Enter Paulina, ivitk a Child. 

3 Lord. You must not enter. 

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to 
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas, [me : 
Than the queen’s life ? a gracious innocent soul ; 
More free, than lie is jealous. 

Ant. That’s enough. 

1 Attend. Madam, he hath not slept to-night, 
commanded 

None should come at him. 

Patti Not so hot, good sir ; 

I come to bring him sleep. ^ ’Tis such m you, — 
That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh 
At each luS needless heaving s,-— such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking : I 
Do come with words as med'cinal as true ; 

Honest as either ; to purge him of that humour 

That presses him from sleep. 

Leon. What noise there, ho? 

Paid. No noise, my lord ; but needful conference 
A bou t some gossips tor your highness. 

Leon. How? — — 

Away with that audacious lady: Antigonns, 

I charg’d thee, that she should not come about me; 

I knew, she would. 

Ant. I told her so, my lord. 

On your displeasure’s peril, and on mine, 

She should not visit you. 

Leon. What, canst not rule her ? 

Paul. From all dishonesty, he can: in this, 
fUnless lie take the course that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing honour), trust it, 

He shall not rule me. 

Ant. ■ Lo you now ; yon hear ! 

When she will take the rein, I let her run; 

But she’ll not stumble. 

Paul. Good my liege, I come, — 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician, 

Your most obedient counsellor ; yet that dare 
Less appear so, in comforting your evils. 

Than such as most seem yours : — 1 say, I come 
From your good queen. 

Leon. Good queen ! 

Paul Good queen, my lord, good queen : I say, 
good queen; 

And would by combat make her good, so were I 
A man, the worst about you. 

Leon . t ■* Force her hence. 

Pazd. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
First hand me: on mine own accord, 111 off; 

But, first, I’ll do mine errand. — The good queen. 

For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter; 
Here ’tis ; commends it to your blessing. 

C Laying down the child.' 
Leon. ^ : . Out ! 

A mankind witch ! Hence with her, out o’door: 

A most intelligencing bawd 1 
Paul Not so : 

I am as ignorant in that, as you 

In scucntitling me : and no less honest 

Than yon are hmd ; which is enough. I’ll warrant, 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon. Traitors! 

Will you not push her out? Give her the bastard - 
Thou, dotird (to Ant ig onus), thou art woman- tir’d, 
nnrodsted 
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By thy dame Partlet here, — take up the bastard; 
Tak't nr>, I say ; give’t to thy crone. 

Paul. t For ever 

Un venerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak’st up the princess, by that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon’t: 

Leon. He dreads his wife. 

Paul. So, I would, you did ; then ’twere past all 
You d call your children yours. [doubt, 

Leon. v A nest of traitors I 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Nor I ; nor any, 

But one, that’s here ; and that’s himself: for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s, 

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander, 

W hose sting is sharper than the sword’s ; and will not 
(For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
H 1 cannot be com pel I’d to’t,) once remove 
Tite rout of his opinion, which is rotten. 

As ever oak, or stone, was sound. 

Leon. A callat, 

Of boundless tongue ; who late hath beat her hus- 
band, 

And now b’lits me ! — This brat is none of mine ; 

It is the issue of Polixenes : 

He no with it; and, togetuer with the dam. 

Commit them to the fire. 

Paul. It is yours ; 

And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge, 
So like you, ’tis the worse. — Benold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father; eye, nose, lip, 

The trick of his frown, his forehead ; nay, the valley, 
Tiie pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek; his 
smiles; 

The' very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger: — 
And thou, good goddess nature, which hast made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast 
Tim ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all colours 
No yellow lift; lest she suspect, as he does. 

Her children not her husband’s! 

Leon, A gross hag! — 

And, luzel, thou art worthy to be haug’d, 

That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the husbands. 

That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

Leon. Once more, take her hence 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. Til have thee burn’d. 

Paul. I care not : 

It is an heretic that makes the fire, 

Not she, which burns in't. I’ll not call thee tyrant; 
B it this most cruel usage of your queen 
(Not able to produce more accusation 
Thau your own weak-hing’d fancy,) something sa- 
vours * 

Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon. On your allegiance. 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant, 
Where were her life ? she durst not call me so, 

If she did know me one. Away with her. 

Paid. I pray you, do not push me ; 111 be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord; ’txs yours; Jove send 
'.her'.' 

A better guiding spirit ! — What need these hands ? — 
You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 

So, so : — Farewell ; we are gone*. f [Exit. 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this. — 
My child ? away with’t ! — even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence. 

And see it instantly consum’d with fire; 

Ev en thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight : 
Within this hour bring me word ’tis done, 

(And by good testimony,) or I’ll seize thy life. 

With what thou else calrst thine: If thou refuse. 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so; 


The bastard brains with these my propei hands 
Shall 1 dash out. Go, take it to the fire ; 

For thou sett’st on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, sir? 

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please, 

Gan clear me iu’t. 

1 Lord. We can; my royal liege. 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon. You are liars all. . [credit 1 

1 Lord. ’Beseech your highness, give us betiei 
VVe have always truly serv’d you; and beseech 
So to esteem of us : and on our knees we beg, 

(As recompense of our dear services. 

Past, and to come,) that you do change this purpose ; 
Which, being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue: We all kneel. 

Leon. I am a feather for each wind that blows:—* 
Shall 1 live on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father? Better burn it now. 

Than curse it then. But, be it ; let it live : 

It shall not neither.— You, sir, come you hither; 

( To Antigonm.\ 

You, that have been so tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife, there. 

To save this bastard’s life : for ’tis a bastard, 

So sure as this beard’s grey, — what will you adven- 
To save this brat’s life ? [tare 

Ant. * Any thing, my lord, 

That my ability may undergo. 

And nobleness impose : at least, thus much ; 

I’ll pawn the little blood which I have left, 

To save the innocent: any thing possible. 

Leon. It shall be possible : swear by this sword 
Thou wilt perforrr my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my lord. 

Lean. Mark, and perform it; (see’st thou?) for 
Of any point in’t shall not only be [the fail 

Death to thyself, but to thy lewd tongu’d wife; 
Whom, for this time, we pardon. We enjoin thee. 
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desert place, auite out 
Of our dumiuions ; and that there thou leave it. 
Without more mercy, to its own protection, 

And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee, — 

On thy soul’s peril, and thy body’s torture 
That thou commend it strangely to some place, 
Where chance may nurse, or end it : Take it up. 

Ant. I swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. — Come or, poor babe: 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens. 
To be thy nurses ! W olves, and bears, they say. 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like offices of pity. — Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed doth require ! — and blessing, 
Against this cruelty, fight on thy side. 

Poor thing, condemn'd to loss ! 

[Exit, with the Child. 

Leon. ' No, !' n not rear 

Another’s issue. 

1 Alien. Please your highness, posts, 

From those yon sent to the oracle, are come 
An hour since : Cleomeues and Dion, 

Being well arriv’d from Del phoa, are both landed. 
Hasting to the court. 

I Lord. So please you, sir, their speed 

Hath been beyond account, 

Leon. Twenty-three days 

They have been absent : ’Tis good speed ; foretels. 
The great Apollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ; 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most d isloyalla#: for, as she hath 
Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives, 

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me ; 

And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt^ 
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ACT III. 

Scene 1 .—The same. A Street in some Town, 
Enter Cleomenes and Dion. 

Cleo. The climate’s delicate ; the air most sweet; 
Fertile the isle; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion. I shall report. 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 
(Methinks, I so should term them,) and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i the offering ! 

Cleo. But, of all, the burst 

And the ear-deafening voice o’the oracle. 

Kin to Jove’s thunder, so surpris’d my sense. 

That I was nothing. 

Dion. If the event o’the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen, — 0, be’tso!— 

As it hath been to us, rare, pleasant, speedy. 

The time is worth the use on’t. 

Cleo. Great Apollo, 

Turn all to the best! These proclamations, 

So forcing faults upon Hermione, 

I little like. 

Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end, the business: When the oracle, 
(Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up,) 

Shall the contents discover, something rare 

Even then will rush to knowledge. Go, — fresh 

horses ; — 

And gracious be the issue ! [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. A Court of Justice. 
Leontes, Lords, and Officers, appear properly 
seated. 

Leon . This sessions (to our great grief, we pro- 
nounce,) 

Even pushes ’gainst our heart : The party tried, 
i The daughter of a king; our wife; and one 
Of us too much belov’d. — Let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice ; which shall have due course. 

Even to the guilt, or the purgation. 

Produce the prisoners. 

Oft. It is his highness’ pleasure, that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. — Silence ! 

Hermione is brought in, guarded; Paulina and 
Ladies , attending. 

Leon. Read the indictment. 

Ojffi. Hermione , queen to the worthy Leontes, 
king of Sicilia, thou art here accused and ar- 
raigned of high treason, in committing adultery 
with Polixenes, kino of Bohemia ; and conspiring 
with Camilla to * take away the life of our sove- 
reign lord the king, thy royal husband: the pre- 
tence iv hereof being by circumstances partly laid 
open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faith and 
allegiance of a true subject , didst counsel and 
aid them, for their better safety, to jiy away by 
night. 

& e l* Sjnce ™bat I am to say, must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation ; and 
The testimony on my part, no other 
But what conies from myself; it shall scarce boot me 
lo say, Not guilty : mine integrity 
Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it. 

Be so receiv’d. But thus, — If powers divine 
Behold our human actions (as they do), 

I doubt not then, but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience.— -You, my lord, best know, 
fVV ho least will seem to do so,) my past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true. 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than history can pattern, though devis’d. 

And play d, to take spectators: For behold me,— 

A. fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety ot the throne, a great king’s daughter. 


The mother to a hopeful prince,— here standing. 

To prate and talk for life, and honour ’fore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which I would spare ; for honour, 
’Tis a derivative from me to mine, 

And only that l stand for, I appeal 
To your o wn conscience, sir, be'tore Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace. 

How merited to be so ; since he came. 

With what encounter so uncurrent I 

Have strain’d to appear thus: if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour ; or, in act, or will, 

That way inclining ; harden’d be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near’st of kin 
Cry, Fy upon my gravel 

Leon. I ne’er heard yet. 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did. 

Than to perform it fii st 

Her. # That’s true enough ; 

Though ’tis a saying, sir, no t due to me. 

Lem. You will not own it. 

Her. More than mistress of, 

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

(With whom I am accus’d,) I do confess, 

I lov’d him, as in honour he requir’d ; 

With such a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love, even such, 

So, and no other, as yourself commanded : 

Which not to have done, I think, had been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude [spoke, 

To you, and toward your friend ; whose love had 
Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely 
That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 

I know not how it tastes ; though it be dish’d 
For me to try how : all I know of it 
Is, that Camillo was an honest man ; 

And, why he left your court, the gods themselves. 
Wotting no more than I, are ignoraut. 

Leon. You knew of his departure, as yon know 
What you have underta’en to do in’s absence. 

Her. Sir, 

You speak a language, that I understand not: 

My life stands in the level of your dreams. 

Which I’ll lay down. 

Leon. Your actions are my dreams; 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 


For as 

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself. 

No father owning it, (which is, indeed. 

More criminal in thee than it,) so thou 
Shalt feel our justice ; iu whose easiest passage, 
Look for no less than death. 

H e f : . . , , , Sir, spare your threats ; 

The bug, which you would fright me with, I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity : 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went : My second joy, 

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 
I am barr’d, like one infectious: My third comfort, 
Starr’d most unluckily, is from my breast. 

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth, 

Haied out to murder ; Myself on every post 
Proclaim’d a strumpet : with immodest hatred. 

The child-bed privilege denied, which ’longs 
To women of all fashion Lastly* hurried 
Here to this place, i’the open air, before 
I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege, 

* ell me what blessings I have here alive, a 

That I should fear to die? Therefore, proceed. 

But yet hear this ; mistake me not:— No * life, 

I prize it not a straw but for mine honour, 
(Which I would free,) if 1 shall be condemn’d 
Upon surmises ; all proofs sleeping else. 

But what your jealousie wake . j le n yoll 
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Tis rigour, ami no* law.— Your honours all, 

| do refer me to the oracle ; 

Apollo be my judge. 

1 Lord. This your reqnest 

altogether just: therefore, bring forth, 
nd in Apollo’s name, h;s oracle. 

f Exeunt certain Officers. 
Her. The emperor of Russia was my father: 

, that he were alive, and here beholding 
Bis daughter’s trial! that he did but see 
The flatness of my misery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge ! 

Re-enter Officers, with Cleomenes and Dion. 

Offi . You here shall swear upon this sword of 
justice. 

That you. Cleomenes and Dion, have [brought 
Been both at Delphos : and from thence have 
This senl’d-iip oracle, by the hand deliver’d 
Of great Apollo’s priest: and that since then. 

You have not dar’d to break the holy seal. 

Nor read the secrets in’t. 

Cleo. Dion. AH this we swear. 

Lean. Break up the seals, and read, 

Offi. (Reads.) Hermione is chaste. Polixenes 
blameless Camilla a true subject. Leontes a jea- 
lous tyrant, his innocent babe truly begotten ; and 
the kmg shall live ivithout an heir, if that, which 
is lost , be not found. 

Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo! 

Her . Praised! 

Leon . Hast thou read truth ? 

Offi. Ay, my lord; even so 

As it is here set down. 

Leon. There is no truth at all i’the oracle: 

The sessions shall proceed ; this is mere falsehood. 

Enter a Servant hastily. 

Serv>. My lord the king, the king! 

Leon. What is the business? 

Serv. O sir, I shill be hated to report it: 

The prince your sou. with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen's speed, is gone. 

Leon . How! gone? 

Serv. Is dead. 

Leon. Apollo's angry ; and the heavens them- 
selves [now there? 

Do strike at my injustice. (Hermione faints.) How 
Paul. This news is mortal to the queen: — Look 
down, 

And see what death is doing. 

Leon. Take her hence ; 

Her heart is but overcharg'd; she will recover,— 

I have too much believ’d mine own suspicion: — 
'Beseech ymi, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. — Apollo, pardon 

[Exeunt Paulina and Ladies, with Herm. 
Mv great profaneness ’gainst thine oracle !— 

I’ll reconcile me to Polixenes ; 

New woo my queen ; recal the good Camillo; 
Whom l proclaim a man of truth, of mercy : 

For, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody tboughtsand to revenge, I chose 
Camillo f »r the minister, to poison 
My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My swi It command, though 1 with death, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done: he, most humane. 
And fill'd with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp’d my practice ; quit his fo. tunes here. 
Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 
Of all uncertainties himself commended* 

No richer than his honour: — 1 low he glisters 
Thorough my rust ! and how his piety 
' ; Does my deeds make the blacker ! . . • 


Re niter Paulina. 


Woe the while I 


O, cut my lace ; lest my heart, cracking it, 

Break too ! 

I Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me? 
What wheels ? racks ? fires ? What flaying? boiling 
In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer torture 
Mast 1 receive ; whose every word deserves 
To taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies,— 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine 1 — 0, think, what they have done* 
And then run mad, indeed ; stark mad! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but apices of it. 

That thou betray’dst Polixenes, ^twas nothing; 

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant. 

And damnable ungrateful : nor was’t much, 

Thou would’st have poison’d good Carnillo’s honour, 
To have him kill a king; poor trespasses. 

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter. 

To be or none, or little ; though a devil 
Would have shed water out of fire, ere don’t: 

Nor is’t directly^ laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince , whose honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one so tender,) cleft the heart 
That could conceive, a gross and foolish sire 
Blemish’d his gracious dam : this is not, no, 

Laid to thy answer : But the last,— O lords, 

When I have said, cry, woe. ! — the queen, the queen, 
The sweetest, dearest creature’s dead ; and ven- 
geance for’t 
Not dropp’d down yet. 

1 Lord. The higher powers forbid! 

Paul . Isay, she’s dead; I’ll swear’t: if word, 
nor oath, 

Prevail not, go and see : if you Can bring 
Tincture, or lustre, in her lip, her eye, 

Heat outwardly, or breath within, i’ll serve you 
As I would do the gods. — But, O thou tyrant ! 

Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees. 

Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting. 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

Leon. Go on, go on : 

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv’d 
AH tongues to talk their bitterest. 

1 Lord. Say no more; 

Howe'er the business goes, you have made fault 
I’the boldness of your speech. 

Paul. I am sorry fort ; 

All faults I make, when l shall come to know them, 
I do repent : Alas, I have show’d too much 
The rashness of a woman*: he is touch’d [help. 
To the noble heart. — What’s gone, and what’s past 
Should be past grief: Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beseech you; rather 
Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 
Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege,. 
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman : 

The love I bore your queen, — lo, fool again ! — 
i’ll speak of her no more, nor of your children; 

I’ll not remember you of my own lord, 

Who is lost too : Take your patience to you. 

And I’ll say nothing. 

Leon. Then didst speak hut well, 

When most the truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee Pr'ytbee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen, and son : 

One grave shall be for both : upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual : Once a day I’ll visit 
Toe chapel where ftf^ he; and tears, shed there. 
Shall he my recreation : So long as 
Nature will bear&p with this exercise. 

So lorg I daily vow to use it. Come. 

Arid lead me to these sorrows. [Exeunt 
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I 

III 
1 


Sckne Ilf. — Bohemia. A desert Country t.*ar the 
Sea. 

Enter A NTICONUS, with the Child; and a Mariner. 

Ant . Thou art perfect then, our ship hath touch’d 
The deserts of Bohemia V I upon 

Mar. Ay, my lord; and lear 

We have landed in ill time ; the skies look grimly, 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience, 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 
Arid frown upon us. (aboard ; 

Ant Their sacred wills be done ! — go, get 
Look to thy bark ; HI not be long, before 
1 call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste : and go not 
Too far i’the land ; ’tis like to be lontf weather ; 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Ot prey, that keep upon't. 

Ant. Go thou away ; 

I’ll follow instantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 

To be so rid o'the business. [Exit. 

Ant. Come, poor babe 

I have heard, (but not believ’d,) the spirits of the 
dead 

May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear’d to me last night; for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 

So fill’d, and so becoming : in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin, where I lay : thrice bow’d before me; 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her: Good Antigonus, 

Since fate, against thy better disposition , 

Hat \ made thy person for the thrower-out 
Of my pour babe , according to thine oath , — 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Is counted lost, for ever, Perdita, 
l pr ijthee, call l : for this ungentle business. 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne er shaft see 
. Thy wife Paulina more and so, with shrieks. 
She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myself; and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys : 
Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously, 

I will be squar’d by this. I do believe, 

Hermione hath suffer’d death; and that 
Apollo Would, this being indeed the issue 
Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid, 

Either for life, or death, upon the earth 
Ol its right father. — Blossom, speed thee well ! 

, ; [Laying down the child) 

I here lie ; and there thy character : there these ; 
t _ r . . . . . ■ [Laying down a bundle. 

Which# may, if fortune please, both breed Uiee 
. , ,.„P rett y» . . (wretch, 

And still rest thine.- The storm begins: — Poor 

I bat, for thy mother’s fault, art thus expos’tf 
To loss, and what may follow : — Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and most accurs’d am I, 

IV> be by oath enjoin’d to this. — Farewell ! 

T¥ * r0VVns more aud more ; thou art Lke to have 
A lullaby too tough : J never saw 
The hea vens so dim by day. A sa vage clamour ?— - 
Weil may I get aboard !— This is the chace ; 
l am gone lor ever. [Exit, pursued by a bear. 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. I would, there were no age between ten 
snd three and twenty; or that youth would sleep 
out the rest : for there is nothing in the between 
but. gettmg wenches with ch id, wronging the an- 
erentfy, stealing, fighting. — Hark you now !- — - 
Would any but these boiled brains of nineteen, and 
wo and twenty, hunt this weather ? They have 
caret away two of my best sheep ; which, I fear, 


the wolf will sooner find, than the master: if any. 
where I have them, ’tis by the sea side, brow zing 
on ivy. Good luck, a n't be thy will ! what have 
we here ? ( Taking up the child.) Mercy on’s, a 
barne; a very pietty barne! A boy. ora child, 1 
wonder? A pietty one; a very pretty one : Sure, 
some scape: though I am not bo-.kish. yet 1 can 
read waiting gentlewoman in the scape. This has 
been some stair work, some trunk work, souk* be- 
hind-door-work : they were wanner, that got this, 
than the poor thing is here. I’ll take it up tor pity • 
yet I’ll tarry till my son come; he hollaed but even 
now. Whoa, ho hoa ! 

Enter Clown. 

Ch. Hilloa, loa ! 

Shep. What, art so near? If thon'lt see a thing 
to talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come 
hither. What ailest thou, man ? 

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea, and by 
land ; — but I am not to say, it is a sea, for it is now 
the sky ; betwixt the firmament audit, you cannot 
thrust a bodkin’s point. 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would, you did but see how it chafes, how 
it rages, bow it takes up the shore ! but that’s not 
to the point: O, the most piteous cry of the poor 
souls ! sometimes to see ’em, and not to see 'em : 
now the ship boring the moon with her main mast ; 
and anon swallowed with yest and I'mtn, as you’d 
thrust a cork into a hogshead. And t ien for the 
laud- service,- — To see how the bear tore out his 
shoulder-bone , how he cried to me for help, and 
said, his name was Antigonus, a nobleman : — But 
to make an end of the ship: — to see how the sea 
fiap-dragoned it : — but, first, how the poor souls 
roared, and the sea mocked them; — and how the 
poor gentleman roared, and the bear mocked him, 
both roaring louder than the sea, or weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy? 

Clo. Now, now; I have not winked since I saw 
these sights: the men are not yet odd under water, 
nor tiie bear half dined on the gentleman ; he’s at it 
now. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have helj * d the 
old man I 

Clo. f would you had been by the ship side, to 
have helped her; there your charity would have 
lacked footing. ‘ (Aside.) 

Shep. Heavy matters I heavy matters ! but look 
thee here, boy. Now bless thyself; fiuu inet’st 
with things dying, I with things new born. Here's 
a sight for thee; look thee, a bearing cloth for a 
squire’s child ! Look thee here; take up, take tip, 
boy; open t. So, let’s see ; It vyas told me, I 
slum id be rich by the fairies : this is some change- 
ling: — open’t: vv hat’s within, boy ? 

Clo. You’re a made old man; if the sins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you’re well to live. Gold l 
all gold ! 

Shep This is fairy gold, boy, and ’twill prove so: 
tip with it, keep it close; home, home, the next 
way. We are lucky, boy, and to be so still, re- 
quires nothing but secrecy. — Let my sheep go;— 
Come, good boy, the next way home. 

Ola. Go you the next way with your findings; 
I’ll go see il the bear be gone from the gentleman, 
and how much be hath eaten: they tire never curst, 
but when they are hungry : if there be any of him 
left. I’ll bury it. 

Shep. fuat's a good deed: If thon may *st discern 
by that which is left of him, what he is, tbten me to 
the sight of him. (him i’the gmind. 

Ch. Marry, will I: and yon shall help to put 
, Shep. Tis a lucky day, boy; and welt d> good 
deeds on’t. [Exeunt 
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Scene 2. 

Of go (I and bad ; that make, and unfold error, 

Now take upon me, in the uatne of Time, 

To use my wings. ^ Impute it not a crime. 

To me, or my swift passage, that 1 slide 
O’er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap; since it is in my power 
To overthrow law, and in one self- born hour 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom: Let me pass 
Tile same l am, ere ancient’st order was. 

Or what is now received : I witness to 
The times that brought them in; so shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning; and make stale 
The glistering of this present, as my tale 
Now seems to il. Your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glass ; and give my scene such growing. 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The edicts of his fond jealousies ; so grieving, 

That he shuts «p himself ; imagine me, 

Gentle spectators, that I now may be 
In fair Bohemia , and remember well, 

I mentioned a son o’the king’s, which Florizel 
I now name to you ; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with woud’ring : what of her ensues, 

I list not prophecy ; but let Time’s news 
Be known, when ’tis brought forth a shepherd’s 

daughter, 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is the argument of time : Of this allow, 

If ever you have spent time worse ere now ; 

If never yet, that Time himself doth say, 

He wishes earnestly, you never may. [ Exit . 

Scene I. — The same. A Itoom in the Palace 
of Polixenes. 

Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 

Pal. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more im- 
portunate: ’tis a sickness, denying thee any thing ; 
a death, to grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years, since I saw my country : 
though I have, for the most part, been aired abroad, 
I desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the peni- 
tent king, my master, hath sent for me: to whose 
feeling sorrow’s 1 might be some allay, or I o’er- 
vveen to think so ; which is another spur to rny 
departure. 

Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out 
the rest of thy services, by leaving me now: the 
need l have of thee, thine own goodness hath made; 
better not to have had thee, than thus to want thee : 
thou, having made me businesses, which none, with- 
out thee, can sufficiently manage, must either stay 
to execute them thyselt, or take away with thee 
the very services thou hast done ; which, if I have 
not enough considered, (as too much I cannot,) to be 
more thankful to thee, shall be my study ; and my 
profit therein, the heaping friendships. Of that fatal 
country Sicilia, pr’ythee speak no more : whose very 
naming punishes me with the remembrance of that 
penitent, as thou call’st him, and reconciled king, 
my brother ; whose loss of his most precious queen, 
aud children, are even now to be afresh lamented. 
Say to me, when saw’st thou the prince Florizel, 
my son ? Kings are no less unhappy, their issue not 
being gracious, than they are in losing them, when 
they have approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince t 
tVhnt his ha poier affairs may be. are to me un own : 
but 1 have, nrissingly, noted, he is of late much re- 
tired from court ; ana is less frequent to his princely 
* exercises, than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. ( have considered so much, Camillo ; and 
with some care ; so far, that I have eyes under my 
Services, which look upon his removed ness : from 
whom 1 have this intelligence ; That he is seldom 
from the house of a most homely shepherd ; a man, 
they say, that from very nothing, and beyond the 
imagination of his neighbours, is grown into an un- 
speakable estate. 

Cam. I have heard, air, of such a man who hath 


a daughter of most rare note . the report of her is 
extended more, than can be thought to begin from 
such a cottage. 

Pol. That’s likewise part of my intelligence. But, 
I fear the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou 
shalt accompany us to the place : where we will, not 
appearing what we are, have some question with 
the shepherd ; from whose simplicity, I think it not 
uneasy to get the cause of mv son's resort thither. 
Pr’ythee, # he my present partner in this business, 
and lay aside the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command, 

Pol , My best Camillo!— We must disguise our- 
selves. [ Exeunt . 


Scene II . — The same. A Road near the Shepherd's 
Cottage . 

Enter Autolycus, singing. 

When daffodils leg into peer, 

With, heigh! the doxy over the dale 
TV. ky. then comes in the sweet o'tke year ; 

For the red blood reigns in the winter’s pale. 


The white sheet bleaching on the hedge,— 

With, key! the sweet birds, OJioio they sing ! — 
Roth set my pugging tooth on edge ; 

For a quart of ale is a dish for a Icing. 

The lark , that tirra lirra chants,— 

With, hey ! with, hey! the thrush and the gay ; — 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts. 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 


I have served prince Florizel, and, in my time, wore 
three pile: hut now I am out of service : 


But shall 1 go mourn for that, my dear ? 

The pale moon shines by night : 

And, when 1 wander here and there , 

I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live 
And hear the sow skin budget; 

Then my account I well may give, 

And in the stocks avouch it. 


My traffic is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to 
lesser linen. My father named me, Autolycus; 
who being, as I am, littered under Mercury, waa 
likewise a snopper-up of unconsidered triiles : With 
die, and drab, I purchased this caparison ; and my 
revenue is the silly cheat: Gallows, aud knock, are 
too powerful on the highway : beating, and hanging, 
are terrors to me; for the life to come, I sleep out 
the thought of it. — A prize 1 a prize ! 


Enter Clown. 


Clo . Let me see : — Every ’leven wether— tods ; 
every tod yields— -pound and odd shilling: fifteen 


hundred shorn,— What comes the wool to? 

Aut. 1 f the springe hold , the cock’s mine. (Aside.) 
Clo. I cannot dbT without counters. — Let me 
see; what am l to buy for our sheep-shearing lea^l?’ 
Three pound of sugar; five pound of currants : 
rice, — What will this sister of mine do with rice?' 
But my fatlier hath made her mistress of the feast,/ 
and she lays it on. She hath made me four-and-. 
twenty nosegays for the shearers: three- man song- 
men all, and very good ones ; but they are most of i 
them means and bases: but one Puritan amongst: 
them, and he sings psalms to hornpipes. I must 
have saffron, to colour the warden pies; mace 
dates , — none; that’s out of my note: nutmegs, 
seven ; a race , or two , of ginger; but that I may 
beg :—four pound of primes, and as many of 
raisins o' the sun. - y / V ** 

Aut. O, that ever I was born ! 

{Grovelling on the ground.)' 

Clo. I’the name of me, 

Aut. 0, help me, help me! pluck but off these- 
rags ; a rid » 

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of more - 
rags to lay on thee, rather than have these off. 

Aut. O, sir, the loathsomeness of them offends. 
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a»e more than the stripes I have received, which are 
mighty ones, and millions. 

O/o. Alas, pocr man ! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. 

Aut. 1 am robbed, sir, and beaten; my money 
and apparel ta’en from me, and these detestable 
things put upon me. 

Clo. What, by a horse-man, or a foot-man? 

Aut. A foot-man. sweet sir, a font-man. 

Clo. Indeed, he should be a foot-man, oy the gar- 
ments he hath lei t with thee : if this be a horse- 
mams coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend me 
lhy baud. I’ll help thee : come, lend me thy hand. 

. , , , . (Helping him up.) 

Aut. 0! good sir, tenderly, oh! 

Clo. Alas, poor soul. 

Aut. 01 good sir, softly, good sir: I fear, sir, 
my shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo, How now ? canst stand ? 

Jwrf. Softly, dear sir; ( picks his pocket.) good 
sir, sottly ; yon ha’ done me a charitable office. 

for thee D ° St laCk ^ n ‘° ney ? * have a Iittle mone y 
Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you, sir: 
lhave a kinsman not past three quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I was going; 1 shall there have 
money, or any thing I want. 'Offer me no money, I 
^ r /?/ you : tliat kM® my heart [you ? 

Uo. What manner of fellow was he that robbed 
i lei l ow > s ‘ r * that ^ ^ ave known to go about 
with trol-rny-dames : 1 knew him once a servant of 
t . J ponce ; I cannot tell, good sir, for w hich of his 
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipped out of 
the court 

Clo. His vices, you would say ; there’s no virtue 
Whipped out of court: they cherish it, to make it 
stay there : and yet it will no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices I would, say, sir. 1 know this man 
well: he hath been since an ape-bearer; then a 
process-server, a bailiff; then he compassed a mo- 
tmn of the prodigal son, and married a tinker’s wife 
within a mile where my land and living lies, and. 
having flown over many knavish professions, he set 
tied only m rogue: some call hitu Autolycus. 

C/o, Out upon him! Prig, for my life, prig: he 
haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

_Aut. Alery true, sir; lie, sir, he ; that’s the rogue 
that put me into this apparel. 

i N j°f ar ; 10r 1 e cowardly logue in all Bohemia; 
if you had but looked big, and spit at him, he’d have 
run. 

Aut I must confess to you, sir, I am no fighter; 

I am false of heart, that way; and that he knew, I 
warrant him. * 

Clo. How do you now? 

, Au , 1 much better than I was ; I can 

Stano, and walk: I will even take my leave of you, 
and pace softly towards my kinsman’s. 

I bring thee on the way ? 

Aut. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir. 

for' our s J hr p .^r e ‘ 1; ‘ mUSt S ° ^ ^ 
Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir l-~[Exit CIoum.1— 

m L P Z;n 18 n0t emn * h , t0 P« rchase your spice. 1 

A - y0l, , at ycur sheep-shearing too: if I 
make not this cheat bring out another, and the 
•hearers prove sheep, let me be unrolled, and my 
«»me put in the book of virtue ! y 


Jog on. jog on , the foot-path way. 

And merrily hent the stile -a • 

A merry heart goes all the day , 

Your sad tires in a mile-a. [Exit. 

III. —The same. A Shepherd's Cottage . 
Flojuzel and Perdita. 

y ° Ur TT 1 ] veeds to each part of you 
’ & ve 5 \ m shepherdess ; but Flora ' 
eermg m A prfl’s f ont. This your sheep-shearing 
*a« a meeting of the petty gods, ® 


re And you the queen on*t 

P e f: Sir, my gracious lord, 

ly l o chide at your extremes, it not becomes me : 

O, pardon, that I name them: your high self, 

T fhe gracious mark o’the land, you have obscur’d, 
le With a swain’s wearing ; ami me, poor lowly maid 
Most goddess-like prank’d up : but that our feast* 
In every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
r- To see you so attired ; sworn, I think, 

?- To show myself a glass. 
e XX P 0 ' I bless thejime, 

When my good falcon made her flight across 
.) I hv father’s ground. 

rp Per ' # . rrt . _ Now »'*e afford you cause . 
i o me, the difference forges dread ; your greatnes 
r > Hath not been us’d to fear. Even now 1 tremble 
lo think, your father, by some accident, 

Should pass this way, as you did ; O, the fates ! 
d How would he look, to see his work, so noble, 

a bound up > What would he say ? Or how 
I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence ? 

: ■; ' 'Apprehend 

- Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves, 

- Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
[ J he shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 
r Became a bull, and bellow’d ; the green Neptunt 
o an< ^ Seated ; and the fire- rob’d god, 
t Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain, 
f A? I seem now : f I’heir transformations 
i Were never for a piece of beauty rarer; 

' Nor in a way so chaste ; since my desires 
Run not before mine honour; nor my lusts 
‘ Burn hotter than my faith. 

• v Per ‘ ... t , 0 but, clear sir, 

1 our resolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
i Oppos’d, as it must be, by the power o’tlie king ; 

One of these two must be necessities, 

Which then will speak ; that you must change this 
purpose. 

Or I my life. 

r TJl0u (Jearest Perdita, 

With these forc’d thoughts, I pr’yfhee, darken not 
l he mirth o’the feast: Or I’ll be thine, my fair 
Or not my father’s; for I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine : to this I am most constant, 
though destiny say, no. Be merry, gentle ; 

Mrangle such thoughts as these, with any thing 
i hat you behold the while. Your guests are coining : 
Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have sworn shall come. 

G t P 6 T* ... O lady fortune, 

otand yon auspicious ! 

Enter Shepherd , with Polixenes and Camillo, 
disguised; Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and others. 

^ ee » yonr guests approach : 
Address yourself to entertain them sprightly, 

And let’s be red with mirth. 

6’AejD. Fy daughter! when my old wife liv’d, upon 
1 his day, she was both pantler, butler, cook : 

Both dame and servant: welcom’d all; serv'd all * 
Would sing her song, and dance her turn : now 
here, ' . 

At upper end o’the table, now, i’the middle ; 

0» Jw shoulder, and his; her face ofre 

With labour; and the thing, she took to quench it. 

She would to each one sip : Yon are retir’d, 

At* if you were a feasted one, and not 
r J he hostess of the meeting ; Pray you, bid 
1 hese unknown friends to ns welcome ; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 

Lome, quench your blushes; and present yourself 
‘7™ y°» are, mistress o’fhe feast : Come on. 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing. 

As your good flock shall prosper. & 

Her. . We2come, sir! (To Polixenes.) 



WINTER’S TALE. 


It is my father’s will, I should take on me 

The hostess-ship o’the day : — Y cure welcome, sir l 

(To CamilloS 

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. — Reverena 
sirs, 

For you there’s rosemary, and rue : these keep 
Seeming, and savour, all the winter long: 

Grace, and remembrance v be to you both, 

And welcome to otir shearing 1 
Pol. Shepherdess, 

<A fair one are you,) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per . Sir, the year growing ancient, — 

Nor yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, — the fairest flowers o’the 
season 

Are our carnations, and streak’d gillyflowers', 
'Which some call nature’s bastards: of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren ; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 

Do you neglect them ? 

Per. For I have heard it said, 

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean : so, o’er that art. 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock ; 

And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race ; This is an art 
Yvhich does mend nature,— change it rather: but 
The art itself is nature. 

Per. . So it is. 

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyflowers, 
And do not call them bastards. 

Per. I’ll not put 

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them : 

No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
fiiis youth should say, ’twere well; and only there- 
fore 

Desire to breed by me. — Here’s flowers for you ; 

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 

The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun. 

And with him rises weeping ; these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age : You are very welcome. 

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per . Out, alas ! 

You’d be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. — Now, my 
fairest friend, 

I would I had some flowers o’the spring, that might 
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours ; 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing:— O Proserpina, 

For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let’st fall 
From Dis’s waggon 1 daffodils. 

That come before th? swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim, 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes, 

Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids : bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one! O, these I lack. 

To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend. 

To strew him o’er and o’er. 

Flo. What? like a corse? 

Per. m No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on ; 
Not like a corse : or if, — not to be buried. 

But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your 
flowers : 

Melhinks I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun’ pastorals : sure, this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 


0 p* What you do, 

fc>till betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
rd have you do it ever : when you sing. 

I'd have you buy and sell so; so give alms; 

Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs, 
lo sing them too : When you do dance, I wish yon 
A wave o'the sea, that you might ever dq 
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, and own 
No other function : Each your doing, 

So singular in each particular. 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds 
Phut all your acts are queens. 

Per . O Doricles, 

1 our praises are too large : but that your youth. 

And the true blood, which fairly peeps through it, 
Do plamly give you out an unstain’d shepherd; 

\Y ith wisdom 1 might fear, my Doricles, 

i on woo'd me the false way. 

* t , „ I flunk, you have 

As little skill to fear, as I have purpose 
To put you to’t. — But, come ; our dance, I pray : 
Yonr hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair, 

That never mean to part, 

Der. PH swear for ’em. 

Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass, that ever 
Ran on the green-sward : nothing she does, or seems. 
But smacks^ of something greater than herself; 

Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her something 
That makes her blood look out: Good sooth, she hk 
The queen of curds and cream. 

Clo. Come on, strike up. 

For. Mopsa must be your mistress : marry, garlic. 
To mend her kissing with. — 

Mop. Now, in good time* 

Clo. Not a word, a word; we stand upon our 
manners. — 

Come, strike up. [AfwsaV. 

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 
Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what 
Fair swain is this, which dances with your daughter? 
Shep. They call him Doricles; and he boast* 
himself 

To have a worthy feeding : but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it; 

He looks like sooth : He says, lie loves my daughter ; 
I think so too; for never gaz’d the moon 
Upon the water, as he’ll stand, and read. 

As ’twere, my^ daughter’s eyes: and, to be plain, 

I think, there is not half a kiss to choose. 

Who loves another best 
Pol She dances featly. 

Shep. So she does any thing; though 1 report it,. 
That should be silent : if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that. 

Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. 0 master, if you did but hear the pedlauati 
the door, you would never dance again after a tabor 
and pipe; no, the bagpipe could not mo«e you : he 
sings several tunes, faster than you’ll tell money; he 
utters them as he had eaten ballads, and all mean’s 
ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better: he shall come 
in : I love a ballad but even too well; ifit be doleful 
matter, merrily set down, or a very pleasant thing 
indeed, and sung lamentably. 

Serv. He hath songs, for man, or woman, cf all 
sizes; no milliner can so fit his customers with 
gloves : he has the prettiest love-songs for maids; so 
without bawdry, which is strange : with such deli- 
cate burdens of dildos and fadings: jump hen 
and thump her; and ,wbere some stretch- mouth’d 
rascal would, as it were, mean mischief, and break 
a foul gap into the matter, he makes the maid to 
answer, fP hoop, do me no harm, good 
him off, slights -hipa, with Whoop, 
good man. «$*** t ? * 

Pol. This i3 a brave fellow. 
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Cb. Believe me, tliou talkest of an admirable- 
conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares? 

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours fthe 
rainbow ; points, more than all the lawyers m Bo- 
hemia can learnedly handle, though they come to 
him by the gross; inkles, caddisses, cambrics, 
lawns : why, he sings them over, as they were gods 
or goddesses ; you would think, a smock were a 
she-angel ; he so chants to the sleeve-hand* and the 
work about the square orft. 

Clo. Pry thee, bring him in ; and let him approach 
singing. 

Per. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous 
words in his tunes. 

Clo. You have of these pedlers, that have more 
in ’em than you’d think, sister. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

Enter Autolycus, singing. 

Lawn , as white as driven snow; 

Cyprus , black as e'er was crow ; 

Gloves , as sweet as damask roses ; 

Masks for faces, and for noses ; 

Bugle bracelet, necklace-amber, 

Perfume for a lady's chamber : 

Golden qitoifs, and stomachers , 

For my tads to give their dears; 

Pins, and poking-sticks of steel, 

What maids lack from head to heel : 

Come, buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy; 

Buy lads, or else your lasses cry ; 

Come, buy, &c. 

Clo. If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou 
sTiould’st take no money of me ; but being enthrall’d 
as I am, it will also be the bondage of certain ri- 
bands and gloves. 

Mop. I was promised them against the feast; but 
they come not too late now. 

Dr. He hath promised you more than that, or 
there be liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you ; may 
be, he has paid you more ; which will shame you to 
give him again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids? will 
they vvear their plackets, where they should bear 
their faces? Is there not milking-tirne, when you are 
going to bed, or kiln-hole, to whistle off these se- 
crets; but you must be tittle-tattling beibre all our 
guests? Tis well they are whispering: Clamour 
your tongues, and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done. Come, you promised me a 
tawdry-lace, and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Clo. Have I not told thee, how 1 was cozened by 
the way, and lost all my money ? 

Aut. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad ; 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose nothing 
here. 

Aut. I hope so, sir; for I have about me many 
parcels of charge. 

Clo. What hast here? ballads? 

Mop • l*ray now, buy some : I love a ballad in 

nnt, a’-hfe ; fir then we are sure they are true. 

Aut. Here’s one to a very doleful tune, How a 

surer’s wife was broi ghtto bed of twenty money- 
^ags at a burden ; and how she longed to eat adder’s 
beads, and toads carbonadoed. 

Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

Aut. Very true ; and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer! 

Aut. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, one mistress 
Taleporter.; and five or six honest wives' that were 
present: Why should I carry lies abroad? 

Mqp. ’Pray you now, buy it. 

Cw^ome on, lay it by : And let’s fitst see more 
ballads we'll buy the other think's anon. 

AitA Here^ -another ballad. Of a fish that ap- 
pcared upon the cqast, on Wednesday the fourscore 
of April, forty thousand fathom above water, and 


sung this ballad against the hard hearts of maids ; 
it was thought, she was a woman, and was turned 
into a cold fish, for she would not exchange flesh 
with one that loved her : The ballad is very pitiful, 
and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Fivp justices’ hands at it; and witnesses 
more than my pack will hold 

Clo. Lay it by too : Another. 

Aut This is a merry ballad ; but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones, 

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one ; and goes 
to the tune of, Two maids wooing a man : there’* 
scarce a maid westward, but she sings it; ’tis in 
request, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both sing It; if thou'Ii bear a part, 
thou shalt hear; ’tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on t a month ago, 

Aut. I can bear my part ; you must know* ’tis my 
occupation : have at it with you. 


A. Get you hence, for I must go; 

Where, it Jits not you to know. 

D . Whither! M. O. whither! D. Whit tor f 
M. It becomes thy oath full well 
Thou to me thy secrets tell : 

D. Me too, let me go thither 

M. Or thou go'st to the. grange , or mill: 

D. If to either, thou dost ill. 

A. Neither. D. What, neither ? A. Neither* 
J). Thou hast sworn my love to be; 

M. Thou hast sworn it more to me: J 

Then, whither go'st t say, whither? 

Clo. We’ll have this song out anon by ourselves : 
My father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and 
we’ll not trouble them : Come, bring away thy pack 
after me. Wenches, I’ll buy for you both : Pedler, 
let’s have the first choice. — Follow me, girls. 

Aut. And you shall pay well for ’em. (Aside.) 

Will you buy any tape, 

Or lace j or your cape, 

My dainty duck , my dear-ad 
Any silk, any thread, 

Any toys jbr your head. 

Of the new'st, and jin st, Jin' st wear a? 
Come to the pedler ; 

Money's a medler, 

That doth utter ail men's ware- a. 

[Exeunt Clown, Autolycus , Dorcas, and Mopea 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shep- 
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have 
made themselves all men of hair; they call them- 
selves saltiers ; and they have a dance which the 
wenches say is a gallimaufry of gambols, because 
they are not in’l; but they themselves are o’the 
mind (if it be not too rough lor some, that kno .v little 
but bowling,) it will please plentifully. 

Shep. Away! we’ll none on’t; here has been too 
much humble foolery already : — 1 know, sir, we 
weary you. 

Pol. You weary those that refresh us: Pray, let’* 
see these four threes of herdsmen. 

, Serv. One three of them, by their own report, 
sir, hath danced before the king; and not the worst 
of the three, but jumps twelve foot and a half by 
the squire. . 

Shep. Leave your prating; since these good men 
are pleased, let them come in ; but quickly now, 
Se/rv . Why, they stay at door, sir. \Exit* 

Re enter Servant , with twelve Rustics ; habited 
like Satyrs. They dance , and then exeunt. 

Pol. 0, father, you'll know more of that hero. 
: : ■ ; after. — 

Is it not too far gone ?— Tis time to part them, — 
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He's simple, and tells much. [Aside.) How now, 
lair shepherd? 

Your heart is full of something 1 , that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To ioad my she with knacks : I would have ransack’d 
The pedier’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 

And nothing- marled with him : if your lass 
interpretation should abuse ; and call this, 

Your lack of love, or bounty ; you were straited 
For a reply, at least, if you make a care 
Of nappy holding her. 

/Vo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are: 

The gilts,, she looks from rue, are pack’d and lock’d 
Up in my heart; which I have given already. 

Rut not deliver’d. — 0, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime lov’d ; l take thy hand; this hand. 
As soft as dove’s down, and as white as it; 

Or Ethiopia u’s tooth, or the fann’d snow, 

That’s bolted by the northern blasts twice o’er. 

Pol. What, follows this ? — 

How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand, was fair before I — I have put you out: — 
But, to your protestation; let me hear 
What you profess. 

Flo. Do, and be witness to’t. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Than he, and men ; the earth, the heavens, and all; 
That, — were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 
Thereof most worthy ; were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve ; had force, and know- 
ledge, 

More than was ever man’s, — I would not prize them, 
W ithout her love : for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her service, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol . Fairly offer’d. 

Cam . This shows a sound affection. 

Shep. But, my daughter. 

Say you the like to him? 

Per. I cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean better : 

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cutout 
The purity of his. 

She?). Take hands, a bargain ; — 

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness to’t: 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo.. 0, that must be 

l’ the v irtue of your daughter : one being dead, 
l shall have more than you can dream of yet; 
Enough then for your wonder: But, come on. 
Contract us ’fore these witnesses. 

Shop. Come, your hand > 

And. daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, ’beseech you j 

Have you a father? 

Flo. I have : But what of him ? 

Pol. Knows he of this? 

Flo. He neither does, nor shall. 

Pol. Methmks, a father 
Is, at tiie nuptial of his son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more ; 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable affairs? is be not stupid 
VVith age, and altering rheums ? Can he speak? hear? 
Know man from man ? dispute his own estate ? 

Lies he not bed- rid ? and again does nothing, 

But what he did being childish? 

Flo. No, good sir; 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed, 
Than most have of his age, 

Pol. By my white beard, 

You offer hirn, if this be so, a wrong 

Something uufiiial: Reason, iny son 

Should choose himself a wife; but as good reason. 


The father (all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity,) should hold some counaiil 
In such a business. 

Flo. I yield all this ; 

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir. 

Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 

Fol. Let him know’t 

Flo. He shall not. 

Fol. Pr’ythee, let him. 

Flo. b No, he must not 

Shep. Let him, my son ; he shall not need to griev# 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Come, come, he must not 

Mark our contract. 

F ol. Mark your divorce, young sir, 

„ ( Discovering hbmetf.) 

Whom son I dare not call; thou art too base 
lo be acknowledg’d: Thou a sceptre’s heir, 

1 hat thus affect’st a sheep-hook ! — Thou, old traitor, 
I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. — And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft ; who, of force, must know 
The royal fool thou cop’st with ; — 

Shep. , O, my heart ! 

Pol. I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with briars 
and made 

More homely than thy state.— -For thee, fond boy,— 
If 1 may ever know, thou dost but sigh, 

’That thou no more shalt see this knack, (as never 
I mean thou shalt,) we’ll bar thee from succession; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin, 

Far than Deucalion off:— Mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. — Thou churl, for this time* 
Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 
From the dread blow of it. And you, enchantment — 
Worthy enough a herdsman; yea, him too. 

That makes himself, but for, our honour tnerein. 
Unworthy thee, — if ever, henceforth, thou 
These rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 

I will devise a death as cruel for thee, 

As thou art tender to’t. lEactA 

Per. Even here undone ! 

I was not much afeard": for once, or twice, 

I was about to speak ; and tell him plainly, 

The self-same sun, that shines upon his court, 

Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. — Wili’fc please you, sir, be gone? 

[To Floriztl) 

I told you, what would come of this : Beseech you, 
Of your own state take care : this dream of mine,— 
Being now awake, I’ll queen it no inch further. 

But milk my ewes, and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, father r 

Speak, ere thou diest. 

Shep. I cannot speak, nor think, 

Nor dare to know that which I know. — 0. sir, 

[To Florizel) 

You have undone a man of fourscore three, 

That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 

To die upon the bed my father died, 

To lie close by his honest bones: but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay roe 
Where no priest shovels in dust. — 0 cursed wretch ! 

[To Perdita ) 

That knew’st this was the prince, and would st ad- 
venture 7* 

To mingle faith with him. — Undone I undone l 
If 1 might die within this hour, I have liv’d 
To die when I desire. [Exit. 

Flo. Why look you so upon me ? 

Tarn buf sorry, not afeard j* delay’d, 

But nothing alter’d! : What I was, lam: 

More straining on, for plucking back; not followiny 
Mv leash unwillingly. 

'Cam. Gracious my lord. 

You know yotnr father’s temper : at this time 
He will at tew no speech, — which, I do guess 
You do not purpose to him; — and as hardly 
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W ill he endure your Sight as yet, I fear: 

Then, till the fury of his highness settle. 

Come not before him. 

Flo . I not purpose it, 

I think, Camillo. 

Cam. Even he, my lord. 

Per, How often have I told you, ’twould be thus ? 
How often said, my dignity would last 
But till ’twere known r 

Flo . It cannot fail, but by 

The violation of my faith: And then 
Let nature crush the sides o’the earth together, 

And mar the seeds within ! — Lift up thy looks;— 
From my succession wipe me, father! I 
Am heir to thy affection. 

Cam . Be advis’d. 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy : if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason; 

If not, my senses, better pleas’d with madness. 

Ho bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is desperate, sir. 

Flo. So call it: but it does fulfil my vow; 

I needs must think it honesty. Camillo, 

Nor for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d ; for all the sun sees, or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fair belov’d : Therefore, 1 pray you, 

As you have ever been my father’s honour’d friend. 

When he shall miss me (as, in faith, 1 mean not 

To see him any more,) cast your good counsels 

Upon his passion : Let myself ana fortune 

Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 

And so deliver. I am put to sea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore ; 

And, most opportune to our need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepar’d 
For this design. What course I mean to hold, 

Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam . 0, my lord, 

I would your spirit were easier for advice, 

Or stronger for your need. 

Flo. Ha rk, Perdita.— ( Takes her aside . ) 
I’ll hear you by and by. . ( To Camillo.) 

Cam. He’s irremovable. 

Resolv’d for flight: Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to serve my turn ; 

Save him from danger, do him love and honour ; 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Flo. # Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with curious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. (Goinal) 

Pam. Sir, I think, 

•You have heard of my poor services, i’the love 
That I have borne your father ? 

.. Flo. Very nobly 

Have you deserv’d : it is my father’s music, 

To speak your deeds: not little of his care 
To have them recompens’d as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord. 

If you may please to think I love the king; 

And, through him, what is nearest to him, which is 
j our gracious self; embrace but my direction, 

/ rr — - - ’ "’edp ‘ ‘ 


(If you 
May si 


. pore ponderous and settled project 
day suffer alteration,) on mine honour 
I’ll point you where you shall have such receiving 
As shall become your highness; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress ; (from the whom, 1 see, 
There’s no disjunction to be made, but by, 

As heavens forefend! your ruin:) marry her; 

And (with ray best endeavours, in your absence,) 
Ypur discontenting father strive to qualify, 

Ahd bring him up to liking. 

.... How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may call thee something more than man. 
And, after that, trust to thee. 


Cam . Have yon thought o% 

A place, whereto you’ll go ? 

Flo. Not any yet: 

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do; so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind, that blows. 

Cam. t ' Then list to me : 

This follows, — if you will not change your purpose* 
But undergo this flight; — make for Sicilia : 

Aud there present yourself, and your fur princess, 
(For so, I see, she must be,) Tore Leontes , 

She shall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Mefhinks, I see 
Leontes, opening his free arms, aud weeping 
His welcomes forth : asks thee, the son, iorgivene 
As ’twere i’the father’s person : kisses the hands 
Of your fresh princess : o’er and o’er divides 
’Twixt his unkindness and his kindness ; the 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow. 

Faster than thought, or time. 

Flo. . Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam . 4 Sent by the king, your father. 

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver. 

Things known betwixt us three, I’ll write you 
p down ; 

The which shall point you forth at every sitting. 
What you must say; that he shall not perceive. 

But that you have your father’s bosom there. 

And speak his very heart. 

Flo. ' lam bound to you , 

There is some sap in this. 

Cam. * A course more promising 

Than a wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores ; mostcertai* 
To miseries enough; no hope to help you; 

But, as you shake off one, to take another : 

Nothing so certain as your anchors; who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you, 

Where you’ll be loath to be: Besides, you know 
Prosperity is the very bond of love; 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of these is true .* 

I think, affliction may subdue the cheek. 

But not take in the mind. 

Cam. Yea, say you so? 

There shall not, at your father’s house, these seven 
Be born another such. fveara. 

ol Fto. My good Camillo, 

bhe is as forward of her breeding, as 
I’the rear of birth. 

Cam. ^ 1 cannot say, ’tis pity 

She lacks instructions ; for she seems a mistress 
1 o most that teach. 

toftr* t , Y our pardon, sir, for this : 

Hi blush you thanks. 

Flo. My prettiest Perdita. — 

But, O, the thorns we stand upon !— Camillo, 

Preserver of my father, now of me ; 

J he medicine of our house !— how shall we do? 

We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son; 

Nor shall appear in Sicily 

„ Cam - „ , . My lord 

l? e ar none of this : I think, you know, rny fortune* 

Ho all he there : it shall be so my care 

lo have you royally appointed, as if 

The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir, 

lhat you may know you shall not want,— one word. 

{They talk aside.) 
Enter Autolycus. 

Aut. Ha, ha ! what a fool honesty is ! and trust, 
i j SW n rn ^ rot ^ er J a v «?ry simple gentleman ! I have 
sold all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit stone, not 
a riband glass, pomander, brooch, table book* 
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ballad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tye, bracelet, horn- 
rbg, to keep my pack from fasting: they throng 
who should buy first; as if my trinkets had been 
hallowed, and brought a benediction to the buyer; 
by which means, 1 saw whose purse was best in 
picture ; and, what I saw, to my good use, I re- 
membered. My clown (who wants but something 
to be a reasonable man,) grew so in love with the 
wenches’ song, that he would not star his pettitoes, 
till he had both tune and words ; which so drew 
the rest of the herd to me, that all their other 
senses stuck in ears: you might have pinched a 
placket, it was senseless; 'twos nothing to geld a 
cod-piece of a purse ; I would have filed keys off, 
that hung in chains : no hearing, no feeling, but my 
sir’s song, and admiring the nothing of* it. So that,- 
in this time of lethargy, I picked and cut most of 
their festival purses : and had not the old man come 
in with a whoobub against his daughter and the 
king’s son, and scared my choughs from the chaff, 
I Had not left a purse alive in the whole army. 

(Cam. Flo . and Per. come forward.) 

Cam . Nay, but my letters by this means being 
there 

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And those, that you'll procure from king 
Leontes,- — 

Cam. Shall satisfy your father. 

Per. Happy be you ! 

All, that you speak, shows fair. 

Cam. Who have we here ? 

(i Seeing Autolycus.) 
We’ll make an instrumentof this ; ouut 
Nothing, may give us aid. 

Aid, If they have overheard me now, — why 
hanging. {Aside.) 

Cam. How now, good fellow ? why shakest thou 
go? Fear not, man ; here’s no harm intended to thee. 

Aid. I arn a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam. Why, be so still ; here’s nobody will steal 
that from thee : Yet, for the outside of thy poverty, 
we must make an exchange : therefore, disease thee 
instantly, (thou must think, there’s necessity in t,) 
and change garments with this gentleman : Though 
the pennyworth, on his side, be the worst, yet hold 
thee, there’s some boot. 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir:— I know ye well 
enough. {Aside.) 

Cam. Nav, pr’yfchee, despatch : the gentleman 
is half flayed already. 

Aid. Are you in earnest, sir? — I smell the trick 
of it. — {Aside.) 

Flo. Despatch, I pr’ythee. 

Aut. Indeed, l have earnest; but I cannot with 
conscience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. — 

(Flo. and Autol. exchange garments.) 
Fortunate mistress, — let my prophecy 
Come home to you I— you must retiie yourself 
Into some covert: take your sweetheart's hat, 

And pluck it o’er your brows; muffle your face; 
Dismantle you ; and as you can, dishken 
The trui h of your own seeming; that you may 
(For l do fear eyes over you,) to shipboard 
Get undescried. 

Per. I see, the play so lies, 

That I must bear a part. 

Cam . No remedy, — 

Have you done there ? 

Flo. Should I now meet my father, 

He would not call me son. 

Cam. Nay, you shall have 

No hat Come, lady, come.— Farewell, my friend. 

Aut Ad eu, sir. 

Flo. () Perdita, what h ive we twain forgot? 

Fray you, a word. {They converse apart.) 

[Cam., W hat i do next, shall be, to tell the king 

(Aside.) 

Ofthiii' ; escape,: and' whither they are bound ; 
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail. 


j To force him after : in whose company 
I shall review Sicilia for whose sight 
I have a woman’s longing. 

Flo. Fortune speed us !-— 

Thus we set on, Garni ilo, to the sea-siae. 

Cam. The swifter speed, the better, 

[Exeunt Florisel , Perdita , and Camilla. 

Aid. I understand the business, l hear it; To 
have an open ear, a quick eye, and a tumble hand, 
is necessary for a cut- purse , a good nose is requi- 
site also, to smell out work for the other senses, 1 
see, this is the time that the unjust man doth thrive 
What an exchange had this been, without boot? 
what a boot is here, with this exchange ? Sure, the 
gods do this year connive at us, and we may do any 
thing extempore. The prince himself is about a 
piece of iniquity ; stealing away from, his father, 
with his clog at his heels : If I thought it were not 
a piece of honesty to acquaint the king withal, l 
would do’t: I hold it tjie more knavery to conceal 
it: and therein am I constant to my profession. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Aside, aside; — here is more matter for a hotbrain: 
every lane’s end, every shop, church, session, hang- 
ing, yields a careful man work. 

Clo. See, see; what a man you are now I tnere 
is no other way, but to tell the king she’s a change- 
ling, and none of your flesh and blood. 

Skep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Skep. Go to then. 

Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood, 
your flesh and blood has not offended the king: 
and, so, your flesh and blood is not to be punished 
by him. Show those things you found about her; 
those secret things, all but what she has with her : 
This being done, let the law go whistle; I warrant 
you. 

^ Skep. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, ami 
his son’s pranks too ; who, I may say, is no honest 
man neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to 
make me the king's brother in-law. 

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off 
you could have been to him ; and then your blood hail 
beeu the dearer, by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. Very wisely. ; puppies ^ [Aside. 

Skep. Well; let us to the king; there is that in 
this fardel, will make him scratch his beard. 

Aut. I know not what impediment this complaint 
may be to the flight of' my master. 

Clo. ’Fray heartily he be at palace. 

Aut. Though I am not naturally honest, I am so 
sometimes by chance : — Let me pocket up my ped- 
Ier’s excrement. {Takes off his false beard.) flow 
now. rustics ? whither are you bound ? 

Skep. To the palace, an it like your worship. 

Aut. Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the 
condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your ages, of what having, breeding, 
and any thing that is fitting to be known, discover. 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy: Let me 
have no lying; it becomes none but tradesmen, and 
they often give us soldiers the lie : but we pay them 
for it with stamped coin, not stabbing steel : there- 
fore they do not give us the lie. 

Clo. Your wo; ship had like to have given ns one, 
if you had not taken yourself with the manner. 

Skep. Are you a courtier, an't like you, sir? V 

Aid. Whether it like me or no, l am a courtier. 
See’st thou not the air of the court, .in these en fold- 
ings ? hath not my gait in it, the measure of the 
cou rt ? receives not thy nose court-odou r fi om me ? 
reflect I not on thy baseness court contempt? 
Think’st thou, for that I insinuate, or tojse from thee 
thy business, I am therefore no courtier? I am 
courtier, cap-a-pe; and one that will either pusli 
on, or pluck back thy business there : wheieupon 1! 
command thee to open thy affair. 
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Act V* 


Shep, My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aut What advocate hast thou to him? 

Skep. I know not, an’t like you. 

Clo. Advocate’s the court- word for a pheasant; 
*ay , you have none. [hen. 

Skep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cork nor 
Aut'How biess’d are we, that are not simple men 1 
Yet nature might have made me as these are. 
Therefore 111 not disdain. 
do. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Skep. His garments are rich, but he wears them 
iirut handsomely. 

Oio. He seems to be the more noble in being fan- 
tastical ; a great man, I’ll warrant; I know, by the 
picking on’s teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there? what’s i’the fardel? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Skep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel, 
and box, which none must know but the king; and 
which he shall know within this hour, if I may 
come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Skep. Why, sir? 

Aut . The king is not at the palace ; he is gone 
aboard n nesv ship to purge melancholy, and air 
himself: For, if thou be’st capable of ’things se- 
rious, thou must know the king is full of grief. 

Skep. So ’tissaid, sir; about his son, that should 
have married a shepherd’s daughter. 

Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand* fast, let 
him fly; the curses he shall have, the tortures he 
shall feel, will break the back of man, the heart of 
Clo. Think you so, sir? [monster. 

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter; but those, that are 
germane to him, though removed fifty times, shall 
all come under the hangman : which though it be 
great pity, yet it is necessary. An old sheep- 
whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to have his 
daughter corne into grace] Some say, he shall be 
stoned ; but that death is too soft for him, say I : 
Draw our throne into a sheep-cote ! all deaths are too 
few, the sharpest too easy. 

Clo. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you hear, 
an’t like you, sir? 

Aut. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive ; 
then, ’nointed over with honey, set on the head of 
a wasp’s nest; then stand, till he be three quarters 
and a dram dead ; then recovered again with aqua- 
vitae, or some other hot infusion; then, raw as he 
is, and in the hottest day prognostication proclaims, 
shall he be set against a brick- wall, the sun- looking 
with a southward eye upon him; where he is to 
behold him with flies blown to death. Bat what 
talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose miseries 
aye to be smiled at, their offences being so capital ? 
Tell me, (for you seem to be honest plain men.) 
what have you to the king : being something gently 
considered, I’ll bring you where he is aboard, ten- 
der your persons to his presence, whisper him in 
your behalfs; and, if it be in man, besides the king, 
to effect your suits, here is man shall do it. 

Clo. He seems td be of great authority ; close 
with him, give him gold; and tuough authority be 
a stubborn bear, yet he is oft let! by the nose with 
gold : show the inside of your purse to the outside 
oi uis hand, and no more ado: Remember stoned, 
and flayed alive. 

Skep. Ant please you, sir, to undertake the 
business for us, here is that gold 1 have : I’d make 
it as miich more; and leave tuis young’ man in pawn 
till I bring it you. 

Aut Alter £ have done what I promised ? 

Skep. Ay, sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety:— Are you a 


party in this business “ 

Clo. In some sort, sir: but though my case 
be a pitiful one, I hope I shad not be flayed out 
of it. . ' ‘ ; 

Ant 0, that’s the case of the shepherd’s son:— 


Hang him, he’ll be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort : good comfort * we must to the 
king, and show our strange sights: he must know, 

. ’tis none of you# daughter nor my sister; we are 
gone else. Sir, I will give you as much as this old 
man does, when the business is performed ;. and 
remain, as lie says, your pawn, till it be brought 
you. 

Aut I will trust you. Walk before toward th 
sea-side ; go on the right baud ; 1 will hut look 
upon the hedge, and follow you. 

Clo. We are blessed in this man, as I may say 
even blessed. 

Skep. Let’s before, as he bids us: he was pro- 
vided to do us good. [Exeunt Shepherd and down* 
Aut. If I had a mind to be honest, i are, for- 
tune would not suffer me ; she drops bo dies in my 
mouth. I am courted now with a double occasion; 
gold, and a means to do the prince my master 
good; which, who knows how that may turn back 
to my advancement? I will bring these ’two motes, 
these blind ones, aboard hint:, if he think it fit to 
shore them again, and that the complaint they have 
to the king concerns him nothing, let him call me, 
rogue, for being so far officious; for I am proof 
against that title, and what shame else belongs to’t; 
to him will I present them, there may be matter 
in it. [Exit 

ACT V. 

Scene 1. — Sicilia . A Room in the Palace of 
Leontes. 

Enter Leontes, Cleomenes, Dion, Paulina, and 
others. 

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have per* 

^ form'd 

A saint-iike sorrow: no fault could you make, 

Which you have not redeem’d; indeed, paid down 
More penitence, than done trespass; at the last. 

Do, as the heavens have done ; forget your evil ; 
With them, forgive yourself. 

Leon . Whilst I remember 

Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them ; and so stih think of 
The wrong I did myself : which was so much, 

That heirless it hath made my kingdom; and 
Destroy’d the svveet’st companion that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paid. True, too true, my lord • 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world, 

Or from the all, that are, took something uood, 

To make a perfect woman ; she, you kill'd* 

Would be unparallei'd, 

Leon. I think so. Kill’d ! 

She J kill’d? I did so: but thou strik’si me 
Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought: now, good now 
Say so but seldom. 

Cleo. Not at all, good lady. 

You might have spoken a thousand things, thai 
would 

Have done tue time more benefit, and grac’d 
Your kindness better. 

P ai d. You are one of those. 

Would have him wed again. 

Dion. If you would not so, 

i ou pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign dame ; consider little, 

What dangers, by his highness’ fail of issue, I 

May d r op u pon his kingdom, and de voor 
luce r tain lookers on. What were more holy 
Than to rejoice, the former queen is welt? 

What holier, than, — for royalty’s repair, 

Tor present comfort and tor future good,— 

To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to’t? 

Paul. There is none worthy. 

Respecting her, that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have their secret purposes : 
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For has not the divine Apollo said, 

1s t not tiie tenor of his oracle, 

Thai king Leontes shall not have an heir, 

Till Ids lost child be found ? which, that it shall. 

Is all as monstrous to our human reason, 

As rny Antigonus to break his grave, 

And come again to me; who, on my life. 

Did per,°h with the infant f Tis your counsel, 

Mv loro should to the heavens be contrary. 

Oppose against their wills. — Care not for issue; 

(To Leantes .) 

The crown will find an heir : Great Alexander 
Left his to, the worthiest; so his successor 
Was like to be the best. 

Leon. Good Paulina, — 

Wiio hast the memory of Hermione, 

1 know, in honour, — O, that ever I 

Had squar'd me to thy counsel ! — then, even now, 

I might have look'd upon my queen's full eyes; 

Ha ve taken treasure from her lips, — 

Paul. And left them 

Afore rich, for what they yielded. 

j Leon. Thou speak’st truth. 

No more such wives ; therefore, no wife : one worse. 
And better us’d, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corpse : and, on this stage, 
i Where we offenders now appear,) soul vex’d, 
Begin, And why to ms'! 

Paul . * Had she such power, 

She had just cause. 

Leon. She had ; and would incense me 

To murder her I married. 

Paul. I should so : 

Were l the ghost that walk’d, I’d bid you mark 
Her eye ; and tell me, for what dull part in’t 
You chose her: then I’d shriek, that even your 
ears 

Should rift to hear me; and the words, that follow’d, 
.Should he. Remember mine. 

Leon. Stars, very stars, 

And ail eyes else dead coals 1 — fear thou no wife, 
l’il have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you swear 

Never to marry, but by mv free leave? 

Leon. Never, Paulina; so be bless’d my spirit ! 

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to his 

Cleo. You tempt him over much. loath. 

Paul. . ^ Unless another. 

As like Hermione as is her picture. 

Affront his eye. 

Cleo. Good madam,— 

Paul . I have done. 

Yet, if mv lord will marry, — if you will, sir. 

No remedy, but you will; give me the office 
To choose you a queen : she shall not be so young 
As was your former; but she shall be such, 

As, walk’d your first queen's ghost, it should take 
To see her in your arms. (joy 

Leon. My true Paulina, 

We shall not marry, till thou bidd’st us. 

Paul. . .That 

Shall be, when your first queen’s again in breath ; 
Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent . One, that gives out himself prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princess, (she 
The fairest I have yet beheld,) desires access 
To your high presence. 

j Leon. What with him ? he comes not 

Like to his father’s greatness : his approach. 

So out of circumstance, and sudden, tells us, 

’Tis not a visitation fram’d, but forc’d 
By need, and accident. What train? 

Gent. But few. 

And tiiose but mean. 

Leon. His princess, say you, with him ? 

Gent. Ay; the must peerless piece of earth, I 
That e er the sun shone bright on. [thiuk, 

Paul. 0 Hermione, 


As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better, gone; so must thy grave 
Give way to what’s seen now. S.r, you yourself 
Have said, and writ so, (but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme,) she had not been , 

Nor was not to be equaltd; — thus your verse 
Flow’d with her beauty once ; ’tis shrewdly ebb’d, 
To say, you have seen a better. 

Gent. Pardon, madam 

The one 1 have almost forgot ; (your pardon,) 

The other, when she has obtain’d your eye, 

Will have your. tongue too.. This is such a creatar* 
Would she begin a sect, might quench the aseal 
Of all professors e;se; make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul. How? not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a woman 
More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Leon. Go, Cieomenes; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends. 

Bring them to our embracement. — Still ’tis strange, 
[Exeunt Cieomenes, Lords , and Gentleman. 
He thus should steal upon us. 

Paul. Had our prince 

(Jewel of children.) seen this hour, he had pair’d 
Well with this lord; there vv.as not full a month 
Between their births, 

Leon. Pr’ythee, no more ; thou kaowbst, 

He dies to me again, when talk’d of: sure, 

When I shall see tnis gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider taut, which may 
Unfurnish me of reason. — They are come.— 

Re-enter Cleomenes, with Florizel, Perditi, 
and Attendants. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, priuce; 

For she did print your royal father off. 

Conceiving you : were I but twenty-one. 

Your father’s image is so hit in you. 

His very air, that! should call you brother. 

As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly 
By us perform’d. before. Most dearly welcome ! 

A nd your lair princess, god dess 1 — O, alas I 
I lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do I and then I lost 
(All mine own folly,) the society. 

Amity too, of your brave father; whom. 

Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look upon. 

Flo. By his command 

Have I here touched Sicilia ; and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, a friend. 

Can send his brother : and, but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times,) hath somethin# 
His wish’d ability, he had himself [seized 

The lands and waters ’twixt your throne and liis 
Measur’d, to look upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bade me say so,) more than all the sceptres, 

And those that bear them, living 
Leon. O, my brother, 

(Good gentleman !) the wrongs I have done thee, 
stir 

Afresh within me : and these thy offices, 

So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behiud-hand slackness ! — Welcome hither. 
As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too 
Expos’d tins paragon to the fearful usage 
(At least, ungentle,) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man not worth her pains ; much less 
The adventure of her person? 

Flo. Good my lord. 

Sue came from Libya. 

| Leon. Where the warlike Sit aln«4 

That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d, and lov’d ? 

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence; from him, 
whose daughter 

His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her: thence 
(A prosperous south-wind friendly,) we have cross’d, 1 . 
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To exeni’e the charge my father gave me. 

For visdiug your -highness : my best train 
1 have f. on. your Sicilian shores dismiss’d ; 

W ho for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir, 

But my arrival, and my wife’s, in safety 
Here, where we are. 

Leo. n. The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air, whilst you 
.Do climate here! You have a holy father, 

A graceful gentleman : against whose person, 

So sacred as it is, I have done sin : 

For which tiie heavens, taking angry itote, 

Have left me issueless ; and your lather’s bless’ d 
(As he from heaven merits it,) with yon, 

Worthy his goodness. What might I have been, 
Might 1 a son and daughter now have look’d on, 
Buch goodly things as you ? ■' * 

Enter a Lord . 

Lord. Most noble sir. 

That, which I shall report, will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himself, by me : 

Desires you to attach his son ; who lias 
l His dignity and duty both cast off,) 

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd’s daughter. 

Leon. * . Where’s Bohemia? speak. 

Lord. Here in the city ; I now came from him: 

I speak, amazcdiy ; and it becomes 
My marvel, and my message. To your court 
Whiles he was hast’ning, (in the chase, it seems. 
Of this fair couple,) meets he on the way 
The father of this seeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray’d me; 

Whose honour, and whose honesty, till now. 
Endur’d all weathers. 

Lord \ Lay’t so to his charge ; 

He’s with the king your father. 

Leon. Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo, sir; I spake with him; wno now 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the earth ; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak; 
Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

•Per. O, my poor father!— 

The heavens set spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon * You are married? 

Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be ; 

The stars, 1 see, will kiss the valleys first: 

The odds for high aud low’s alike. 

Leon. My lord. 

Is this the daughter of a king ? 

She is, 

When once she is my wife. [speed, 

Leon. That once, 1 see, by your good father’s 
Will come on very slowly. I am sorry, 

sorry, you have broken from his liking, 

Where you were tied in duty: and as sorry, 

Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty, 
ihat you might well enjoy her. 

ni^‘i , . . Dear, look up: 

1 hough fortune, visible an enemy, 

Should chase us, 'with my father; power no jot 
Hath she to change our loves. — "Beseech you, sir, 
lit member since you ow’d no mure to time 
i^an l do ntnv : with thought of such affections, 
6tep forth mine advocate ; at your request, ' 

My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

-i* n Would he ao so, I’d beg your precious 
Which he counts but a trifle. [mistress, 

Paul. Sir, my liege, 

our eye hath too much youth in’fc : not a month 
uhore your queen died, she was more worth such 
il han what yon ibok on now. [gazes 


Leon. I thought of her. 

Even in these looks I made. — But your petition 

(To Florist bI^ 

Is yet unanswer’d : I will to your father; 

Your honour not o’erthrown by your desires, 

I am a friend to them, and you : upon which errand 
1 now go toward him; therefore, follow me. 

And mark what way I make : Come, good my lord 

[Exeunt, 

Scene II. — The same . Before the Palace . 

Enter Autolycus and a Gentleman. 

Aid. ’Beseech you, sir, were you present at this 
relation ? 

1 Gent. I was by at the opening of the fardel, 
heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how he 
found it : whereupon, after a little amuzedness, we 
were all commanded out of the chamber; only this, 
methought I heard the shepherd say, he found the 
child. 

Aid. I would most gladly know the issue of It 

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the busi- 
ness:— But the changes I perceived in the king, 
and Camillo, were very notes of admiration : they 
seemed almost, with staring on one another, to tear 
the cases of their eyes ; there was speech in their 
dumbness, language in their very gesture: they 
looked, as they had heard of a vvur[d ransomed, or 
one destroyed: A notable passion of wonder ap- 
peared in them ; but the wisest beholder, that knew 
no more but seeing, could not say, if the import- 
ance were joy, or sorrow : but in the extremity of 
the one, it must needs be. 

Eider another Gentleman . 

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows 
more : The news, RogeroT 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : The oracle is 
fulfilled; the king’s daughter is found ; such a deal 
of wonder has broken out within this hour, that bai- 
iad-makers cannot be able to express it. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

Here comes the lady Paulina’s steward; he can 
deliver you more.— How goes it now , sir ? this 
news, which is called true, is so like an old tale, 
that the verity of it is in strong suspicion : Has the 
king found his heir ? 

3 Gent. Most true; il ever truth were pregnant 
by circumstance : tiiat, which you hear, you’ii swear 
you see, there is such unity in the proofs. The 
mantle of queen Hermione : her jewel about the 
neck of it :— the letters oi Antigonus, found with 
it, which they know to be his character : — the ma- 
jesty ol the creature, in resemblance of the mother; 
—the affection of nobleness, which nature shows 
above her breeding, and many other evidences, 
proclaim her, with all certainty, to be the king’s 
daughter. Did you see the meeting of the two 

2 Gent. No. ‘ [kings? 

*3 Gent. Then have you lost a sight, which was 
to be seen, cannot be spoken of. There might you 
have beheld one joy crown another ; so, and in such 
manner, that, it seemed, sorrow wept to take leave 
ol them ; lor their joy waded in tears. There was 
casting up ol eyes, holding up of hands ; with 
countenance of such distraction, that, they were to 
be known by garment, not by favour. Our king, 
being ready to leap out of himself for joy of his 
lound daughter , as if that joy were now become a 
loss, cries, O, thy mother , thy mother l then' asks 
Bohemia lorgiveness; then embraces his son- in- 
law ; then again worries he his daughter, with ciip- 
ping her ; now he thanks the old shepherd, which 
stands by, like a weather bitten conduit of many 
kings’ reigns. I never heaid of such another en- 
counter, which lames report to follow it, and un* 
does description to do it. 

_ 2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonos, 
that carried hence the child? 
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3 Gent. Like an old tale still ; which will have 
matter to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not 
an ear open: He was tom to pieces with a bear: 
this avouches the shepherd’s son; who has not only 
his innocence (which seems much,) to justify him, 
but a handkerchief, and rings, of his, that Paulina 
knows. [lowers ? 

1 Gent. What became of his bark, and his fbl- 

3 Gent. Wrecked, the same instant of their 
master’s death ; and in the view of the shepherd : 
so that all the instalments, which aided to expose 
the child, were even then lost, when it was found. 
But, O, the noble combat, that, ’twixt joy and sor- 
row, was fought in Paulina ! She had one eye de- 
clined for the loss of her husband ; another elevated, 
that the oracle was fulfilled : She lifted the princess 
from the earth ; and so locks her in embracing, as 
if she would pin her to her heart, that she might no 
more be in danger of losing. 

1 Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the 
audience of kings and princes ; for by such was it 
acted. - , . ■ „ ’ , 

3 Gent. One of the prettiest touches of all, and 
that which angled for mine eyes, (caught the water, 
though not the fish,) was, when at the relation of 
the queen’s death, with the manner how she came 
to it, (bravely confessed and lamented by the king,) 
how attentiveness wounded his daughter : till, from 
one sign of dolour to another, she did, with an 
alas! I would fain say, bleed tears; for, I am sure, 
my heart wept blood. Who was most marble 
there, changed colour ; some swooned, all sorrow- 
ed : if all the world could have seen it, the woe had 
been universal. 

I Gent. Are they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent. No : the princess, hearing of her mo- 
ther’s statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, — 
apiece many years in doing, and now newly per- 
formed by that rare Italian master, Julio Romano; 
who, haa he himself eternity, and could put breath 
into his work, would beguile nature of her custom, 
so perfectly lie is her ape : he so near to Hermione 
hath done Hermione, that, they say, one would 
speak to her, and stand in hope of answer : thither, 
with all greediness of affection, are they gone ; and 
there they intend to sup. 

1 Gent. I thought, she had some great matter 
there in hand ; for she hath privately, twice or thrice 
a day, ever since the death of Hermione, visited' 
that removed house Shall we thither, and with 
our company piece the rejoicing? 

3 Gent. Who would be thence, that has the 
benefit of access ? every wink of an eye, some 
new grace will be born: our absence makes us 
unthrifty to our knowledge. Let’s along. 

[Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Aut. Now, had t not the dash of my former 
life in me, would preferment drop on my head. I 
brought, the old man and his son aboard the prince; 
told him, I heard him in Ik of a fardel,* and I 
know not what: but he at that time, overfund of 
the shepherd's daughter,, (so he then took her to be,) 
who began to be much sea-sick, and himself little 
better, extremity of weather continuing, this mys- 
tery remained undiscovered. But tis all one to me : 
for had 1 been the finder-out of this secret, it 
would not have relished among my other discredits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown . 

Here come those I have done good to against my 
will, and already appearing in the blossoms of their 
fortune. 

Shep. Come, boy; I am past more children ; but 
thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo. You are well met, sir : You denied to fight 
with me this other day, because I was no gentleman 
born : See you these clothes? say, you see them 
not, and think me still no gentleman born : you j 
: ' were best say, these robes are not gentlemen born. ' { 
Gi ve me the lie ; do ; and try whether I am not j 

ow a geutlemau born. 




Aut. T know, you are now, sir, a gentleman bom. 

Clo. Ay, and have been so an$ time these four 

Shep. And so have I, boy, [hours. 

Clo. So you have : — but I was a gentleman born 
before my father: for the king’s son took me by 
the hand, and called me, brother ; and then the 
two kings called my father, brother: and then the 
prince, my brother, and the princess, my sister, 
called my father, father; and so we wept; and 
there was the first gentleman like tears that ever 
we shed. 

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay; or else ’twere hard luck, being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly beseech yon, sir, to pardon me 
a j e C uults * have committed to your worship, 
and to give me your good report to the prince my 
master. 

Shep. Pr’ythee, son, do; for we must be gentle, 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the 
prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any is in 
Bohemia. 

Shep. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clo. Not swear it, now J am a gentleman? Let 
boors and franklins say it, I’ll swear it 

Shep. How if it be false, son? 

Clo. If it be ne’er so false, a true gentleman 
may swear it in the behalf of his friend And I'll 
swear to the prince thou art a tall fellow of thy 
hands, and that thou wilt not be drunk; but I 
know, thou art no tail fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt be drunk; but 1*11 swear it: and X 
would, thou would’st be a tall fellow of thy hands, 

Aut. I will prove so, sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow: 
If I do not wonder, how thou darest venture to be 
drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me not.— 
Hark! the kings and the princes, our kindred, are 
going to see the queen’s picture. Come, follow us: 
we’ll be thy good masters. [Exeunt 

Scene III. — The same. A Room in Paulina 1 $ 
House. 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Flokizel, Perdita, 

Camillo, Paulina, Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon. O, grave and good Paulina, the great 
That I have had of thee I . [comfort 

Paid. What, sovereign sir, 

I did not well, I meant well : All my services. 

You have paid home : but that you have vouchsaf'd. 
With your crown’d brother, and these your con- 
tracted 

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit. 

It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon. ' 0 Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble: But we came 
To see the statue of our queen ; your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities ; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon. 

The statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she liv’d p eerie at. 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe, 

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon, 

Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lonely apart : But here it is : prepare 
To see the life as lively mock’d. as ever 
Still sleep mock’d death.: behold ; and say, ’tis well. 

[Paulina undraws a curtain, and discovers M 
I like your silence, it the more shows off [statue.) 
Your wonder : But yet speak: — first, you, my liege, 
Comes it not something near ? 

Leon. Her natural posture] 

Chide me, dear stone; that I may say, indeed. 

Thou art Ji^rrcione : or rather, thou art she. 

In thy not chiding ; for she was as tender. 
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As infancy,' and grace. — But yet, Paulina, 

Hcrmione was li&t so much wrinkled ; nothing 
iSo aged, as this seems. 

Pol. 0, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver’s excellence ; 
Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes her 
As she liv’d now. 

Leon. As now she might have done. 

So much to tny good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood. 

Even with such life of majesty, (warm life, 

As now it coldly stands,) when first I woo’d her ! 

I am ashamed : Does not the stone rebuke me, 

For being more stone than it? — O, royal piece. 
There’s magic in thy majesty ; which has 
My evils conjnr d to remembrance ; and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits, 
Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per. And give me leave ; 

And do not say, ’tis superstition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. — Lady, 

Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 

Give me that hand of yours, to kiss.. 

Paul. 0 patience; 

The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour’s 
Not dry. 

Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on ; 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away. 

So many summers, dry : scarce any joy 
Did ever so long live; no sorrow, 

But kill’d itself much sooner. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 

Let him that was the cause of this have power 
To take oft’ so much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul. Indeed, my lord, 

If l had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the stone is 
I’d not have show’cl it. (mine,) 

Leon. Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer shall you gaze on’fc; lest your 
May think anon, it moves. (fancy 

Leon. Let he, let be. 


Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already— 
What was he that did make it?— See, my lord, 
WoiiM von not deem, it breath’d ? and that those 
Did verily bear blood? (veins 

P ol Masterly done : 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. Tiie fixure other eye has motion in’t. 

As we are mock’d with art 
Paul. • I’ll draw the curtaiu ; 

My lord s almost so far transported, that 
He’ll think anon, it lives. 

Leon. 0 sweet Paulina, 

Make me to think so twenty years together; 

No settled senses of the world can match 
X lie pleasure of that madness. Left alone. 

Paul. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d 
you : but 

I could afflict you further. 

Leon. Do, Paulina; 

Ivor this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort.— Still, methinks, 

I here is an air conies from her: what fine chisel 
Uuld ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me, 
*or I will kiss her. 

Paul. Good, my lord, forbear: 

J he ruddiness upon her lip is wet; 

*}{ ar d yo« kiss it ; stain your own 
With •oily nainting: shall I draw the curtain? 

Leon. No, not these twenty years. 

K . , r ; , . So long could 1 

Stand by, a looker on. 

f ^aul. Either forbear, 

t presently the chapel ; or resolve you 
more amazement: if you can behold it. 

I’ll make the statue move indeed, descend, 

And take you by the baud : but then you’ll think, 

I protest against ' I ain assisted 
By wicked powers. 


‘ ^ A:.t 


Leon. What you can make her dc* 

I am content to look on: what to speak, 

1 am content to hear; for ’tis as easy 
To make her speak, as move. 

Paul. It is requir’d, 

You do awake your faith: then, all standstill; 

Or those, that think it is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leon. Proceed ; 

No foot shall stir. 

Paul. Music ; awake her ; strike.--* 

(Music.) 

’Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more; approach; 
Strike all that look upon with. marvel. Come ; 

I’ll fill your grave up: stir; nay, come away ; 
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. — You perceive, she stirs : 

( Hermione comes down from t/ie pedestal.) 
Start not: her actions shall be holy, as, 

You hear, my spell is lawful : do not slum her. 

Until you see her die again; for then 
You kill her double : Nay, present your hand; 
When she was voting, you woo’d her ; now, in age. 
Is she become the suitor. 

Leon. _ O, she’s warm ! (Embracing her.) 
If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck ; 

If she pertain to life, let her speak too. 

Pol. Ay, and make’t manifest where she has liv’d. 
Or, how stol’n from the dead ? 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told you, should be hooted at 
Like an old tale ; but it appears, she lives, 

Though yet she Sj.eak not _ Mark a little while. — 
Please you to interpose, fair madam : kneel. 

And pray your mother’s blessing. — Turn, good lady 
Our Ferdita is found. 

(Presenting Per dita, toho kneels to Hermione.' 
Her. You gods, look down, 

And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
U. on my daughter's head I — Tell me, mine own, 
YVhere hast thou been preserv’d? where liv’d? 
how found 

Thy father’s court? for thou slndt hear, that I, — 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou Vast in being, — hav e preserv’d 
Myself to see the issue. 

Paul. There’s time enough for that* 

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. — Go together, 
j You precious winners ail; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I, an old turtle, 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough ; and the* a 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 

Lament, till I am lost. 

Leon . 0 peace, Paulina: 

Th at should’st a husband take by my consent, 

As I by thine, a wife: this is a match, 

And made hetween’s by vows. Toon hast iouttA 
mine; 

But how, is to be question’d : for I saw her, 

As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, said manf 
A prayer upon her grave : I’ll not seek far 
(For him, I paitly know his mind,) to find thee 
•An honourable husband: — Come, Camilla, 

And take her by the hand : whose worth and ho- 
ls richly noted ; and here justified (ne*<y 

By us, a pair of kings. — Let's from this place.— 
What?— Look upon my brother both your par* 
dons, 

That e’er I put between your holy looks 
My ill suspicion.— This your son in-law. 

And son unto the king, (whom h< avens directing,) 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. — Guod Paulina, 
Lead us from hence ; where we may leisurely 
Each one demand, and answer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, since first 
We were dissever’d : Hastily lead away. [Exeunt* 



COMEDY OF E RRORS. 

On a ca :ful revision of the Allowing scenes, I do not hesitate to pronounce them the composition of tw* 
unequal writers. Shakspeare had undoubtedly a share in them; but that the entire play was no work of bis, is ** 
otmii'in which (as Beiudirt says) « lire cannot melt out of me; I will die in it at the stake." Thus, as we ar* 
informed by Aulas Gellius, lib. iii. cap. 3, some plays wen* absolutely ascribed to Plautus, which in truth had only 
been (retract a: & el txpoata) retouched and polished by him. 

In this comedy we rind more intricacy of plot than distinction of character; and our attention is less forcibly 
engaged, because we can gm ss in great measure how the denouement will be brought about. Yet the subject 
appears to have been reluctantly dismissed, even in this last and unnecessary scene; where the same mistakes II* 
continued, till the power of affording entertainment is entirely lost. Steevem. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


80 LINUS, Duke of Ep/iesus. 

JKGEON , a Merchant if Syracuse. 

S tain Brothers , and Sons 
to JEgeon and JEniiiia. 
but unknown to each 
other. 

DR.OMIO of Ephesus, ( twin Brothers, and Attendants 
JDH0M10 of .Syracuse, t on the two Antipkolus's. 
BALTHAZAR, a Merclianl. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1— -A Hall in the Duke’s Palace . 
Enter Duke, JSceon, Gaoler , Officers, and other 
Attendants. 

JBge. Proceed, Suiinus, to procure my fall. 

And, hv the doom of death, end woes and all. 

Duke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more; 

I am not artial to infringe our laws : 

The enmity and discord, which oflate 
Spuing from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To tin rohants, our wed dealing countrymen, — 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 

Have seal'd his rigorous statutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ ning looks. 

Pm , since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 

It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 

Both by the -Syracusans and ourselves. 

To admit ho traffic to our adverse towns : 

Nay, more, 

If any, born at Ephesus, be seen 
At any Syracusan marts and fairs; 

Again, if any Syracusan born 
Come to tiie hay of Ephesus, he dies, 

His goods confiscate to the dune’s dispose 
Unless a thousand marks be levied. 

To quit the penalty, and to ransom him. 

Thy substance, valued at the highest rate, 

Caimot amount unto a hundred marks; 

Therefore by law thou art condemn’d to die. 

JEye. Yet this' my comfort; when your words 
are done, 

My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

Duke. Well. Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause 
Why thou depavtedst from thy native home; 

And for what cause thou cam'st to Ephesus. 

A heavier task could not have been impos’d. 
Than I to s eak my griefs unspeakable: 

Yet that the world may witness, that my end 
Was wrought by nature, uot by vile offence, 

PH utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was I horn ; and wed 
Unto a woman, hapj v but for me. 

And by me too, bad not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy; our wealth increas’d, 
h prosperous voyages 1 often made 
To Epidaumurn, till my factor’s death; 

And he (great care of goods at random left) 

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse : 
Prom whom my absence was not six months old. 
Before herself (almost at tainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear.) 

Had made provision for her following me. 


ANGELO, a Goldsmith. 

A Merchant, Friend to Antipholvs of Syracuse. 

FINCH, a Schoolmaster and a Conjurer . 
jEMILIA, Wife to JEueun, an Abbess at Ephesus* 
ADRIAN A, Wife to Autipholus of Ephesus . 

LUC IAN A, her Sister. 

LUCE, her Servant. 

A Courtesan . 

Gaoler , Officers , and other Attendants. 

- Ephesus , 

And soon, and safe, arrived where ! was. 

There she had not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 

And which was strange, the one so like the othe , 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self same inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike : 

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys. 

Made daily motions for our home return: 

Unwilling I agreed ; ala3, too soon. 

We came aboard : 

A league from Epidaumnm bad we sail’d, 

Before the always wind obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm ; 

But longer did we not retain much hope , 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Winch, though myself would gladly have embrac d, 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come. 

And piteous plamings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc’d me to seek delays for them and me 
And this it was, — for other means was none.— 

The sailors sought for safety by our bout, 

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us* 

My wife, more careful for the latter-born. 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast. 

Such as sea-faring men provide for storms; 

To him one of the other twins was bound. 

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 

The children thus dispos’d, my wile and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d. 
Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 

Were carried towards Corinth, as we i bought 
At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 

Dispers’d those vapours that oftrnded us; 

Ana, by the benefit of his wish'd light. 

The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us. 

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 

But ere they came,-— 0, let me say no more l 
Gather the sequel by that went before. fto: 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man. do not break off 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

Mye. O, had the go-ds done so, 1 had not now 
Woitnily terittjd;tbem( merciless to us! 

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five icugu 
We were encounter’d by a mignty rock; 



S at sta . nds on tricks, whei 
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Which being violently borne upon, 

• Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst, 

St> that, in this unjust divorce of us, 

Fortune had left to both of ns alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

Her part, poor soul! seeming as burdened 
With lesser weight; but not with lesser woe. 

Was carried with more speed before the wind; 
And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ship had seiz’d on us ; 

And, knowing whom it was their hap to save, 

(Save helpful welcome to their shipwreck’d guests ; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey. 

Had not their bark been very slow of sad. 

And therefore homeward did they bend their 
course. — 

Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. [for, 

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowesfc 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall’n of them, and thee, till now. 

Mge. My youngest boy^ and yet my eldest care. 
At eighteen years became inquisitive 
After his brother : and importun’d me, 

That his attendant, (for his case was like, 

Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name,) 

Might bear him company in the quest of him . 

Whom whilst l labour’d of a love to see, 
l hazarded the loss of whom I lov’d. 

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 
Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought, 

Ur that, or any place that harbours men. 

But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were i in my timely death. 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke. Hauless riBgeon, whom the fates have 
mark a 

To bear the extremity of dire mishap! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws. 

Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

Which princes, would they, may not disannul. 

My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But though thou art adjudged to the death. 

And passed sentence may not be recall'd, 

But to our honour's great disparagement. 

Yet will I favour time in what I can : . 
iher-efore, merchant, 1’ii limit thee this day. 

To seek thy help by beneficial help : 

I ry all the friends thou hast in Ephesus : 

Beg thou, or borrow to make up the sum, 

And live ; if not, then thou art doom’d to die : 

Gaoler, take him to thy custody. 

Gaol. I will, my iord. 

hopeless, and helpless, doth ^Egeon wend, 
cut to procrastinate his lifeless end. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A Public Place. 

Enter Antifholds and Dromio of Syracuse, and 
a Merchant. 

I P^u# Theref ° re, / ive out » y° u are of Epidarunum, 
Juest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 

Inis very day, a Syracusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 

“ And not being able to buy out his life. 

According to the statute of the town 
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west, 
here is y<mr money that I had to keep. 

A 4* f; S \h } bear lt toe Centaur, where we host, 

l } rom "> tl!1 1 come to thee. 

W itbm this hour it will be dinner-time : 

1 ill that, i il view the manners of the town, 

Heruse. the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 

And then ret irn, and sleep within mine inn * 

For with long travel 1 am stiff and weary. ’ 

Crst thee a Way. 3 


j Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your 
word. 

And go indeed, having so good a mean. { Exit 

Ant. S A trusty villain, sir; that very off. 

When I am dull with care and melancholy, 

Lighteus iny humour with his merry jests. 

What, will you walk with me about the town. 

And then go to my inn, and dine with me ? 

Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o’clock, 

Please yon. I’ll meet with you upon the mart. 

And afterwards consort you till bed-time ; 

My present business calls me from you now. 

Ant. S. Farewell till then : I will go lose myself. 
And wander up and down, to view the city. 

Me?\ Sir, I commend you to your own content. 

Ant. S, He, that commends me to mine own 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. fcontent. 
Ho the world am like a drop of water. 

That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 

Who, falling there to find his fellow forth. 

Unseen, inonisitive, confounds himself: 

So I, to find a mother, and a brother. 

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Here comes the almanack of my true date.— 

What now ? How chance, thou art return’d so soon? 
Dro. E. Return'd so soon! rather approach’d 
too late : 

The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit : 

The clock has strucken twelve upon the bell. 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek: 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold ; 

The meat is cold, because you come not home ; 

You come not home, because you have no stomach? 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast* 

But we, that kuow what ’tis to fast and pray, ” 

Are penitent for your default to-day. * 

^ nL f St °P in y° ur wind ’ sir i tell me this, I prat 
Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 
Ero. E.^ O— sixpence, that I had o’ Wednesday 

To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper ? — 

The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not. 

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now: 

J ell rne, and daily not, where is the money'/ 

VV e being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody ? 

Dro. E. 1 pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner : 

I (rom my mistress come to yon in post: 

If I return, I shall be post indeed; 

r or she will score your fault upon my pate 

Me thinks^ your maw, like mine, should be your 

Ancl strike ^ou home without a messenger. 

Ant. 6. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out 
of season ; 

Reserve^ them till a merrier hour than this: 

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Vro.E. To me, sir'? why you gave no gold to 

A . * i t foolishness. 

Ant S. Gome on, sir knave, have done your 
And tell me, how thou hast dispos’d thy charge, 

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from 
the mart 

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner: 

My mistress, and her sister, stay for yon. * 

Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me, 

Or'istnhiirfKL 01 ’ „ b !. s !; 0 _ w ’ d , n ' y ra0l ‘ e y ; 


n r 7 »**«! *.» tuuu uausi oi me r 

uro.^j. J have some marks of yours upon my pate 
gome of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders, 
cut not a thousand marks between you both.— 
it 1 should pay your worship those again, 
•rerchance, you will not bear them patiently. 
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Act II. Scene 2. 

Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks ! what mistress, 
slave, hast thou ? ^ _ [Phoenix; 

Pro.E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at the 
She that doth fast, till you come home to dinner. 
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant 8. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto r 
face, 

Being' forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. 

Pra. E. What mean you, sir? for God’s sake, 
hold your hands ; 

Nay, an you will not, sir, I’ll take my heels. [Exit. 

Ant. 3. Upon my life, by some device or other, 
The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 

They say, this town is full of cozenage ; 

As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working sorcerers, that change the mind. 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body; 
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many such like liberties of sin ; 

If it prove so, I wilt be gone the sooner. 

I’ll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave ; 

I greatly fear, my money is not safe. [Exit. 

ACT II. 

Scene L — A public Place . 

Enter A dria na and Luciana. 

Adr. Neither my husband, nor the slave return’d, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock. 

Luc . Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret: 

A man is master of his liberty: 

Time is their master; and, when they see time. 
They’ll go, or come: If so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty than ours be more? 
Luc. Because their business still lies out o’door. 
Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ilL 
Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There; s none, but asses, will be bridled so, 
Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d with woe. 
There’s nothing, situate under heaven’s eye, 

But hath its bound, in earth, in sea, in sky : 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls. 

Are their males’ subject, and at their controls ; 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these. 

Lords of the wide world, and wild wat’ry seas, 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls. 

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 

Are masters to their females, and their lords; 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This senitnde makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear 
some sway. 

Luc. Ere I learn love, I’ll practise to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband start some other where? 
Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 
Adr. Patience, unmov’d, no marvel though she 
pause ; 

They can be meek, that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity. 

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry; 

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain, s 
As much, or more, we should ourselves complain : 
So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpless patience wotild’st relieve me : 
But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left, 
f Luc. Well, 1 will. marry one day. but to try 
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 
Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and 
that my two ears can witness. 

Adr . Say, didst thou speak with him ? know’st 
thou his mind ? 

Pro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear; 


m 

Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not 
feel his meaning? 

Pro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too 
well fed his blows ; and withal so doubtfully, that 
I could scarce understand them. 

Adr. But say, I pr’ythee, is he coming hpme ? 

It seems, he hath great care to please his wife. 

Pro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is honi* 
mad ! 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain? [stark mad: 
Pro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad ; bat, sure, he’« 
When I desir’d him to come home to dinner. 

He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold : 

} Tis dinner-time , quoth T ; My gold , quoth he : 

Y our meat doth burn , quoth I ; My gold , quoth he; 
Will yozi come home? quoth I ; My gold , quoth he : 
Where is the thousand marks I gave thee , villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd; My gold , quoth he; 
My mistress, sir, quoth T; Rang up thy mistress ; 
I know not thy ?nistress ; out on thy mistress / 
Luc. Quoth who? 

Pro. E. Quoth my master: 

I know , quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistress >— 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders ; 

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him 
home. 

Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Back, slave, or I .will break thy head across. 
Pro. E. And he will bless that cross with other 
beating : 

Between you I shall have a holy head. [home. 
Adr. Hence, prating peasant; fetch thy master 
Pro. E. Am I so round with you, as you with me. 
That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither; 
If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. 

[Exit 

Luc. Fy, how impatience lowereth in your face * 
Adr. His company must do his minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it : 

Are my discourses dud ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr’d. 
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hardL • 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait? 

That’s not my fault, he’s master of my state ; 

What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin’d? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures : My decayed fair^ 

A sunny look of his would soon repair: 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home; poor I am but his stale. 
Luc. Self-harming jealousy I — fy, beat it hence 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs di* 
peuse. 

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere; 

Or else, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sister, you know, he promis’d me a chain 
Would that alone alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 

I see, the jewel, best enamelled, 

Will lose his beauty; and though gold ’bides still 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
\V ear gold : and so ’no man, that hath a name. 

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye. 

I’ll weep what’s left away, and weeping die., 

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy , 

[ Exeunt 

Scene II.— The same . 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant . S. The gold, I gave to Dromio, is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out 
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By computation, and mine host’s report, 

1 could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
1 sent him from the mart : See, here he comes. 

Enter Drom/o of Syracuse . 

How now, sir? is votir merry humour alter’d? 

As von love strokes, so jest with me again, 

You know no Centaur? yon receiv’d no gold? 
x wr mistress sent to have me home to dinner ? 

IMy house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad, 
inm: thus so madly thou didst answer me t 
llro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such 
a word r [since. 

§• «°w. even here, not half an hour 

_ o. 1 did not see you since you sent me hence. 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. S. Viliam, thou didst deny the gold’s re- 
ceipt; 

And fold’st me of a mistress, and a dinner; 

For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeas’d. 

f/ro. o. I am glad to see you in this merry vein : 
What meaivs this jest? I pray you, master, tell me. 
Ant. & Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in the 
teeth r 

Thitik’st thou, I jest? Hold, take then that, and 

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God’s sakifno“w your jest 
is earnest : J 

Upon what bargain do yon give it me ? 

Ant. 6. Because that I familiarly sometime 
Do use you for mv .ml, and chat with you, 

Yonr sanciness will jest upon my love, 

And make a com non of my serious hours. 

- Slm shm ™> ie f foolish gnats make sport, 
But cieep m crannies, when he hides his beams. 

If you .will jest with me, know my aspect. 

Ami fashion your demeanour to my luoks. 

°r I will heat this method in your sconce. 

Imfitrihr fT U ?°° ifc . ; 80 y° u leave 

f i a l/” * ,* ad mother have it a head : an you use 
these blows long, 1 must get a sconce for my head 

ny <Ser°: ‘Slut ’ r° r e se seek J whin’ 

n lf)r ^ sjr > why am I beaten? 

Ant. b Dost t.mu not know ? 

aZ‘ % S 0t !!T; ,1 ir ^ bllt , tbat I ani beaten. 

Ant. S. isliall l tell you why? 

«4^§^a7hS; ere,bre ’ for ’ th ™ 

;v&*-~ f0r *?** me ; and 
For urging it the second time to me. 

“ J)r °' wf w“»riT e ever any man thns beafen out 

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither 
. . rhyme nor reason ? ner 

Well, str, I thank you. 

*?* Ti mnk me » sir? for what? 

forU,is “-thing, that you 

nothhtf 1 11 ma ( k ? y°» amends next, to give you 
notmng (or sonwhung. But say, sir,’ is if dinne? 

Ant f f 0 : t’. , thi *. the meat wants th7l 

rSt f jy* 1 *- *l r > ‘hen 'twill be dry. 

A>,i S. VooMeVson? 1 Pray y °". ei,t D °“ e ° {it ' 
' me another 1 dryVastivf y<M cb<denc ‘ an< * P“fehase J 


Act 11. 


I n M/ * fee not do it by fine and recovery? 

Dro. S. Yes to pay a fine for his peruke 

recover the lost hair of another man. * ' ° d 

.> Anf ' 9\ Why »s 'Hme such. a niggard of hair 

as it is, so plentiful an excremei t ? * ' ■ 

«« k ?** Because it is a blessing that he bestow* 

? r * and , Vl ' ba . t f,e hath scanted men in hair 

he hath given them in wit. llRlr > 

haiJ”than\v'r‘ y ’ but tbere ’ s « man hath more 

-R ro - A Sot a man of those lint lie hath the 'wit 

deidrrs witlm^wt'' 1 hairy c plain 

heWtM^I'ki 1 ^^ tileS00nerloSt: Y “ 

Ant. S. for what reason?* 

A° f o* 5 >r two ’ and sounfJ ones too. 

| %oli;i’ 0 zTzl\ l?r: ' y ' o,s - 

Ant, S Nay, not sure, in a tiling falsinsc. 

Dro. 8. Certain ones, then. & 

Ant. S. Name them. 

Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he spend* 

tl,at at Ly - WffS 

th$uf;i^!: K :!‘ is tirae i,ave 
reo^-rt&b/umuie: 

Aw?. S. But your reason was not substantial why 
there is no time to recover ’ 

Ant. S. I knew ’twould he a bald conclusion- 
But soft! who wafts us yonder? conclusl «a- 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholns, louk strange and fmw« . 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet ufecto f * 
j * am P 0 ^ Adriana, nor thv wife ^ * 

i -onidstvow. 


, * '"j 1 '"iKun g. 

fh^re/s a time dor all things. ‘° jeS ‘ in g0od 
«o chAc-J d “ ret have demeiJ that > before yoa were 
A^it S. By what rule, sir? 

»./;f .fe axsir - - p»» 

S Let s hear it. 

‘■W SSiS SS& 


r P . ” *'^“-vveicome to thv hand 

rhat never meat swe. t-savour’d in th*y taste" 

Unless I spake, look'd, touch'd, or car v’d to thee 
How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes1t 
nt Jn ar n the, ? estra ^ d from thyself; % 

T ?r a -j *?% be . ,n b r strange to me, 

I hat, undividable, incorporate 

A? ^ tt 5 r f t l ian tl) y seifs better part. 

Ah do not tear away thyself from me; 

For know, my love, as easy may'st thou fall 
A drop of water in the hreaking gnlph f 
And take unrmngled thence that drop again 
Without addition, or diminishing, P g * 

Hfi a d e f ? m me I t h >* elr * atld nut me too 
o, Tri l 1 e f^ y would it touch thee to the quick 
ohouldst thou but hear 1 were licent imH ? ** 

[ And that this body, consecrate to thee 
V^«nid a A UStsh ? wld . be contaminate 

And from mytClmMt';^ ‘"fi? bm ’ w > 

utiTh k i ‘ with a divtilig vZ? iB& 

t ‘ 10a do it 

My blood ,s mingled with the crime of’lust • 

uod 1 ,^ Z*^%^ **; 

Bang str, unpetod by thy contagio’n. 

■ wjtfflttc su~a *> «< 
i ■ ‘ p-K K S3;- > ■ ‘~ 5 . 

As Strange unto your town, as to your talk ■ * * 


Act III Scene 1* 
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Luc. Fy, brother! how the world is chang’d with 
voti ! 

When were yon wont to use my sister thus? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. S. By Dromio? 

Dro. 8. By me ? [him,— 

Adr. By thee ; and this thou didst return from 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows, 

Denied my house for his, me for his wife. _ 

Ant. 8. Did you converse, sir, with this gentle- 
woman ? 

What is the course and drift of your compact? 

Dro. 8. I, sir? I never saw her till tnis time. 

Ant. S. Villain, thou best; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. S. I never spake with her in all my life. 

Ant.- 8. How can she thus then call us by our 
names, * 

Unless it be by inspiration? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity. 

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 

Abetting him to thwart me in mv mood ? 

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, 1 will fasten on this slee ve of thine : 

Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine; 

Whose weakness, married to thv stronger state. 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss; 

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thv sap, and live on thy confusion. 

Ant. 8. To me she speaks ; she moves me for her 
theme : 

What, whs I married to her in my dream? 

Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this? 

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty. 

I’ll entertain the offer’d fallacy. 

Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for 
dinner. 

Dro. S. O, for my beads! I cross me for a 
sinner. 

This is the fairy land -O, spite of spites ! — 

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites; 

If we obey them not, this will ensue, 

They'll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 
Luc. Why prat’st thou to thyself, and auswer’st 
not? [sot? 

Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou 
Dro. 8. I am transformed, master, am not I ? 
Ant. 8 I think, thou art, in mind, and so am I. 
Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind, and in my 
shape. 

Ant. 8. Thou hast thine own form. 

Dro. i S. No, I am an ape, 

Luc. If thou art chang’d to aught, ’tis to an ass. 
Dro. 8. Tis true ; she rides me, and I long for 
grass, 

Tis so, l am an ass; else it could never be, 

But I should know her, as well as she knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will l be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn.— 
Corne, sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate: — 
Husband, I'll dine above with yon to day, 

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter. — 
Come, sister: — Dromio, play th* porter welt. 

Ant. 8. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking? mad, or well advis’d? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d ! 

Til say as they say, and pers *ver so. 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. 8. Master, shall I be porter at the gate? 
Adr. Ay; and let none enter, lest I break your 
pate. 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholu®, we dine too late. 

■ . [Mreunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I .—The set, m* 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio ofEphem 
Angelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you must xci 
us all ; 

My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours • 
Say, tiiat I linger’d with you at your shop. 

To see the making of her carkanet. 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

But here’s a villain that would face me down;- 
He met me on the mart : and that I beat him. 


I hou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by 

Ibis? [1 fcnow: 

Dro. E. bay what you will, sir, but I know what 
That yon beat me at the mart, I have your iiand to 
show : [gave were ink. 

It the skm were parchment, and the blows you 
Your own hand- writing would tell you what I think. 

Ant. E. I think, thou art an ass. 

Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear. 

I should kick, being kick'd ; and being at that pass. 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an 
ass. 

Ant. E. You are sad, signior Balthazar: ’Fray 
God, our cheer [here. 

May answer my good will, and your good welcome 

Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your 
welcome dear. [fish. 

Ant. E. 0, signior Balthazar, either at flesh or 
A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 

Bal. Good nn-at, sir, is common ; that every 
churl affords. 

Ant. E. And welcome more common; for that’s 
nothing but words. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a 
merry feast [ing guest: 

Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host, and morespar- 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good 
part; [heart 

Better cneer may you hav r e, but not with better 
But, soft; my door is lock’d; Go bid them let ua 
in. [Jen I 

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, 

Dro. 8. ( Within.) Mome, malt-horse, capon, 
coxcomb, idiot, patch I 

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the 
hatch : [such store. 

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou cull’st for 
When one is one too many? Go, get thee from 
the door. 

Dro . E. What patch is made our porter? My 
master stays in the street. 

Dro. S. Let him walk from whence he came, lest 
he catch cold on's feet. 

Ant. E. Who talks within there? ho, open the door. 

Dt J. 8. Right, sir, I’ll tell you when, an you’ll 
tell me wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wherefore ? for my dinner? I have not 
din’d to-day. 

Dro. S. Nor to day here you must not; come 
again, when you may. 

Ant. E. What art thou, that keep’st me out from 
the house I owe ? 

Dro. S. The porter for this time, sir, and • my 
name is Dromio. 

Dro. E. O villain, Chon hast stolen both mine 
office and my name ; [blame. 

The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle 
If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place, 

Thou wonldst have chang’d thy lace for a name, or 
thy name for an ass. 

Luce. (Within.) What a coil is there ! Dromio, 
who are tho.se at the gate ? 

Dro. E. Let my master in, Luce. 

Luce. Faith no; he comes too late; 
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Anti so tell vour master. 

Dro. K * 0 lord, T must laugh:— 

Have at you with a proverb. — Shall I set in^ny 
staff? [can you tell? 

Luce. Have at yon with another: that’s, — When ? 
Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce,. Luce, thou 
hast answer'd him well. 

Ant. R Do you hear, you minion ? you’ll let us 
in, I hope? 

Luce. I thought to have ask’d you. 

Dm 8. And you said no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help; well struck; there was 
blow for blow. 

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce . Can you tell for whose sake? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce. Let him knock till it ache. 

Ant. E. You’ll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 
door down. 

Luce. What needs all this, and a pair of stocks 
in the town ? 

Adr. (Within) Who is that at the door, that 
keeps all this noise ? [unruly boys. 

J)ro. S. By my troth, your town is troubled with 
Ant. E. Are you there, wife ? you might have 
come before. [door. 

Adr. Your wife, sir knave ! go, get you from the 
Dm E. If you went in pain, master, this knave 
would go sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, tor welcome; 

we would fain have either. 

Bal. In debating which was best, we shall part 
with neither. 

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master; bid 
them welcome hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that we 
cannot get in. 

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your gar- 
ments were thin. 

Your cake here is warm within; you stand here in 
the cold : [and sold. 

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought 
Ant. E. Go, fetch me something, I'll break ope 
the gate. . [your knave’s pate. 

Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I’ll break 
Dro. E. A man may (break a word with yo , sir ; 
and words are but wind; [behind. 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not 
Dro. 8. It seems thou wantest breaking: Out 
upon thee, hind 1 

Dro. E. Here’s too much, out upon thee ! I pray 
thee, let me in. 

Dro. S . Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 
fish have no 'fin. [crow. 

Ant. E. Well, I’ll break in: Go; borrow me a 
Dro. E. A crow without a feather; master, mean 
you so ? [feather: 

For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without a 
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow to- 
gether. (ci ow. 

Ant. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron 
Bal. Have patience, sir; O, let it not be so ; 
Herein you war against your reputation, 

And draw within the compass of suspect 
The unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this,— Your long experience of her wisdom, 
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty. 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown; 
And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you. 
Be rul’d by me ; depart in patience, 

A pd let us to the Tiger all to dinner : 

And, about evening, come yourself alone, 

To know the reason of this strange restraint 
If by strong hand you offer to break in. 

No# it the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made on it ; 

Ami that supposed by the common rout 
Against your yet uncalled estimation. 

That may with foul intrusion enter in. 


And dwell upon your grave when you are dead : 

For slander lives upon succession ; 

For ever hous’d, where it once gets possession. 

Ant. E. You have prevail’d; I will depart is 
quiet, 

And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 

1 know a wench of excellent discourse,—* 

Pretty and witty ; wild and yet, too, gentle 
There will we nine : this woman that I mean 
My wife (but 1 protest, without desert,} 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal; 

To her will we to dinner.— Get you home. 

And fetch the chain ; by this, I know, ’tis made : 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 

For there’s the house ; that chain will I bestow 
(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife ' 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste : 
Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 

I’ll knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me. 
Ang. I'll meet you at that place, some hour 
hence. 

Ant . E. Do so; this jest shall cost m? some 
expense. [Exeunt 

Scene II.— The same. 

Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Syracuse. 
Luc. And may it be, that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office ? shall, Antipholus, hate, 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot? 

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinate ? 

If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 

Then, for her wealth’s sake, use her with more 
kindness : 

Or. if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth; 
Muffle your false love with some show of blind, 
ness : 

Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator ; 

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger: 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 

Be secret-false : What need she be acquainted ? 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 

’Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed. 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 

Alas, poor women! make ns but believe, 

Being compact of credit, that you love us; 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again 
Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife ; 

*Tis holy sport, to be a little vain, 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant. S. Sweet mistress, (what your name is else, 
I know not, 

Nor by what wonder you do hit on mine,) 

Less, in your knowledge, and your grace, you 
show not, 

Than our earth’s wonder ; more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak; 

Lav open to my earthly gross conceit, 

Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your words' deceit. 
Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you. 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 

Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your power I’ll yield 
But if that I am I, then well I know. 

Your weeping sister is no wife of mine. 

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, far more, to yoti do 1 decline. 

0, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note. 

To drown me in thy sister’s floqd of tears; 

Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dcte : 

Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs. 
And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie; 

And. w that glorious ^opposition, flunk 


. 
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He gains by death, that hith such means to die 
Let love, being light, be drowned if she sink I 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reason so? 
Ant, S. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do no,t 
know. 

Luc. It is a fault, that springeth from your eye. 
Ant . S. For gazing on your beams, fair "sun, 
being by. [your sight. 

hue* Gaze where you should, and that will clear 
Ant, 8. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on 
night 

j Luc* Why call you me love ? call my sister so. 
Ant* S. Thy sister’s sister. 

Lue. That’s my sister. 

Ant. S . No ; 

It is thyself, mine own seifs better part ; 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart ; 
My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim, 

My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s claim. 

Luc. Ail this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. 8. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee : 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life ; 

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife: 

Give me thy hand. 

Luc. O, soft, sir, hold you still ; 

I'll fetch my sister, to get her good will. „ [Exix 

Enter , from the house of Antipholus of Ephesus , 1 
Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ant * 8. Why, how now, Dromio ? where run’st 
thou so fast? 

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio? 
am I your man ? am I myself? 

Ant. 8. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
art thyself. 

Dro. 8. I am an ass, 1 am a woman’s man, and 
besides my self. [thyself? 

Ant. S. What woman’s man? and how besides 
Dro. 8. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to 
a woman; one that claims me, one that haunts me, 
one that will have me. 

Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee? 

** Dro. 8. Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay 
to your horse ; and she would have me as a beast : 
not that, I being a beast, she would have me ; but 
that she, being a very beastly creature, lays claim 
Ant. S. What is she ? [tome. 

Dro. 8. A very reverent body; ay, such a one 
as a man may not speak of, without he say, sir- 
reverence : I have but lean luck in the match, and 
yet is she a wondrous fat marriage ? 

Ant. 8. How dost thou mean, a fat marriage ?. 
Dro. 8. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen-wench, and 
all grease ; and I know not what use to put her to, 
but to make a lamp of her, and run from her by 
her own light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow 
in them, will burn a Poland winter : if she lives 
till doomsday, she’ll burn a week longer than the 
whole world. 

Ant. S. What complexion is she of ? 

Dro. S. Swa **t, like my shoe, but her face nothing 
like so clean kept; For why, she sweats, a man may 
go over shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant. 8. That’s a fault, that water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, sir, ’tis in grain; Noah's flood could 
Ant . 8. What’s her name ? [not do it. 

Dro. 8. Nell, sir; — but her name and three 
quarters, that is, an ell and three quarters, will not 
measure her from hip to hip. 

Ant. S . Then she bears some breadth? 

Dro, S. No longer from head to foot, than from 
hip to hip : she is spherical, like a globe; I could 
find out countries in her. 

Ant, S. In what part of her body stands Ireland ? 
Dro. S. Marry, sir, in her buttocks ; l found it 
out by the bogs. 

Ant. 8. Where Scotland ? 

Dro. S. I found it by the barrenness ; hard, in the 
palm of the hand. 

Ant. 8. Where France ? 


Dro. S. In her forehead ; armed and reverted, 
making war against her hair. 

Ant. 8. Where England? 

Dro. S. I looked for the cha cliffs, but I cordd 
find no whiteness in them ; but 1 guess, it stood in 
her chin, by the salt rheum that ran between Franco 
and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spain ? [her breath. 

Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not; but T felt it, hot in 
Ant. 8. Where America, the Indies? 

Dro. 8. 0, sir, upon her nose, all o’er embei 
lished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining 
their rich aspect to the hot breath of Spain; who sent 
whole armadas of carracks, to be ballast to her nose 
Ant. 8. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands? 
Dro. S. 0, sir, I did not look so low. To con- 
clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me; 
called me Dromio; swore, I was assured to her; 
told me what privy marks I had about me, as the 
mark on my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the 
great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran 
from her as a witch . and, I think, if my breast 
had not been made of faith, and my heart of steel, 
she had transfcrn>>d me to a curtail’dog, and made 
me turn i’the wheel. 

Ant. 8. Go, hie thee presently, post to the road : 
And if the wind bk w any way from shore, 

I will not harbour in this town to-night. 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart. 

Where I will walk till thou return to me. 

If every one know us. and we know none, 

’Tis time, I think, tv irudge, pack, and be gone. 

Dro. 8. As from <x bear a man would run for life. 
Sc *fly l from her, that svould be my wife. [Exit, 
Ant. 8. There’s none but witches do inhabit here ; 
And therefore ’tis high time that I were he.:vce. 

She, that doth call me husband, even my sou 
Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace. 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse. 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself: 
j But, lest myself be guijty to self wrong, 

1*11 stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 

| Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Master Antipholns ? 

Ant. S. Ay, that’s my name. 

Ang. I know it well, sir ; Lo, here is the chain*:. 
I*thonght to have ta'en you at the Porcupine : 

The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 

Ant. S. What is your will, that I shall do with 
this ** . [for you. 

Ang. What please yourself, sir ; I have made it 
Ant. 8. Made it forme, sir! I bespoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times yon 
have : 

Go home with it, and please your wife withal; 

And soon at supper-time I'll visit you, 

‘ And then receive my money for the chain*. 

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now, * 
For fear you ne’er see chain, nor money, more. 

Ang. You are a merry man, sir; fare you well. 

[Exit. 

Ant. S. What I should think of this I cannot 
But this I think, there’s no man is so vain, [telle- 
That would refuse so fair an offer'd chain. 

I see, a man here needs not live by shifts. 

When in the streets he meets such golden gills. 

I’ll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay ; 

If any ship put out, then straight away. [I£*t& 

ACT IV. 

Scene l.—The same 

Enter a Merchant , Angelo, and an Officer. 
Mer. You know, since Pentecost the sum isdu*. 
And since I have not much importun’d you ; 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make present satisfaction. 
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Or I'll attach you by this officer, 

Ang. Even just the sum, that I do owe to yon. 

Is growing to me by Antipholns : 

And in the instant, that I met with you. 

He had of me a chain ; at five o’clock, 

I shall receive the money for the same: 

Pteaseth you walk with me down to his house, 

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter AntjpBolus of Ephesus , and Dkomio of 
Ephesus. 

v Off That labour may you save ; see where he 
comes. • [thou 

Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith’s house, go 
And buy a rope's end ; that will 1 bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 

For locking me out of my doors by day. — 

But soft, 1 see the goldsmith : — get thee gone; 

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a vear ! I buy 
a rope! [Exit Dromio. 

Ant. E. A man is well holp up, that trusts to 
you : 

I promised your presence, and the chain; 

But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me ; 
Belike, you thought our love would last too long, 

I< it were chain’d together; and therefore came 
not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the note. 
How much yourchain weighs to the utmost carat ; 
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion ; 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand delated to this gentleman : 

1 pray you, see him presently discharg’d, 

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant. E. ( am not furnish'd with the present 
money; 

Besides, I have some business in the town : 

Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on (he receipt thereof; 

Perchance, I will be there as soon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her your- 

a * x» xr , . [time enoughs 

Ant. A. No ; bear it with yon, lest i come not 
Ang. VV ell, sir, I will : have you the chain 
about your 

Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope yon have : 

Dr else yon may return without your money. 

Ang. May, come, I pray you, sir, give me the 
chain ; 

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman, ! 

And I, to blame, have ht>ld him here too long. 

Ant. E. Uood lord, you use this dalliance, to 
excuse 

Y oar breach of prorrm e to the Porcupine : 

I should have chid you for not bringing it. 


“ke a snrevv, you first begin to brawl. 

Ailer. *1 he hour steals on : I pray you, sir, de- 
s patch. [chain — 

Ang. Y ou hear how he imphrtunfes me; the 
Ant. E Why, give it to my wife, and fetch 
your money. [now; 

Ang. Oome, come, you know, I gave it you even 

E .ther send the chain, or send me by some token. 
Ant.E. Fy i now you run this humour out of 
breath : 

Come, where's the chain? I pray you. let me see 
Mtr. My business cannot brook this dalliance : 

Good sir, say, whe’r you’ll answer me, or no ; 

(I not, 1 11 leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E I answer you J What should I answer 
you r 

Ang The money, that you owe me for the chain. 
Anl E l owe you none, till l receive the chain. 
Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour 
since. 

Ant. E. You gave me none; you wrong me 
much to say so. f 

Ang You wrong me more, sir, in denying it} 


Consider, hovr it stands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit 
Off. I do; and charge you, in the duke’s aam« 
to obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation : — 

Either consent to pay this sum for me. 

Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to .pay thee that I never had! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st 
Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer ; 

I would not spare my brother in this case, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off. I do arrest you, sir ; you hear the suit. 

Ant. E. I do obey thee, till I give thee hail 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport ns de tr 
As all the metal in your shop will answer, 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 

1 hat stays but till her owner comes aboard. 

And then, sir, bears away : our frawghtage, sir, 

I have convey’d aboard ; and l have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua- vita*. 

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind 

Blows fair from land: they stay for nought at all. 

But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant. E. How now! a madman? Why, thou 
peevish sheep, 

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftnge. 
Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a 
rope ; 

And told thee to what purpose, and what end. 

Dro. 8. You sent me, sir, for a rope’s end as soon: 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure, 
And teach your ears to listen will) more heed. 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight ,, 

Give, her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
1 hat’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry, ? 

There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it; 

1 ell her I am arrested in the street. 

And that shall bail me: hie thee, slave; be goie. 

On, officer, to prison, till it come. 

[Exeunt Merchant, Angelo, Officer , and Ant.E 
D™' To Adriana! that is where we din’d, 
j Where Dovvsabei did claim me for her husband; 

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 

Ihither I must, although against my will, 
l or servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. [Exit. 

Scene ll—The same . 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Av- luciana, did he tempt thee so? 
rn, thou perceive austerely in ids eye, 

I hat he did plead m earnest, yea or no ? 

*». red » or pale ; or sad, or merrily ? 

W hat observation mad’st thou in this case, 

Uf his heart’s meteors tilting in his face Y 

itf jv rst > denied you had in him no right 
Aclr. He meant, he did me none ; the more mv 
spite. 3 

^ 8 wore he, that he was a stranger here. 

7 r * “J** * n J e « e swore, though yet forsworn he 
Luc. 1 hen pleaded 1 for you. (were. 

rZ r ‘ tw i T u - And what «»»<* he? 
Luo. That love, I begg’d for you, he begg’d of 

Acfr. VV iffi^ what persuasion did he tempt thy 

^Euc. With words, that in an honest suit^dght 
hi st he did pra.se my beauty ; then, my speech? 

A dr. Did st speak him fair ? 

a If r i r !! ave P, atI ence, I beseech 
Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still; 
tongue, though not mv heart, shall have hit 
TuV 8 d efo rmed, crooked, old, and sere, [will; 
ill- fac a, worse-bodied, shapeless every where, 
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VtciotMt, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind ; 
Stigmalical in making, worse in mind. 

Luc. W ho would be jealous then of such a one ? 
No evil lost is wail’d When it is gone. 

Adr. Ah l but I think him bettei than I say, 

And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse: 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries away ; 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do 
curse. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse, 

JDro. S. Here, go ; the desk, the purse ; sweet 
now, make haste. 

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath? 

Dro , S . By running fast. 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he well? 
Dro. S. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse than hell: 
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him. 

One, whose hard heart is button'd up with steel; 

A (tend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ; 

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff; 

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that coun- 
termands 

The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands; 
A hound, that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot 
well ; (hell. 

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to 
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 

Dro, S. I do not know the matter; he is Vested 
on the case. (suit. 

Adr. What, is he arrested? tell me, at whose 
Dro. S. i know not at wnose -suit he is arrested, 
well; _ [can I tell: 

But he’s in a suit of buff, which Vested him, that 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money 
in the desk ? 

Adr. Go fetch it, sister. — This I wonder at 

[Exit Luciana . 

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt:— 

Tell me, was he arrested on a band? 

Dro. 8. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing; 
A chain, a chain; do you not hear it ring? 

Adr. W hat, the chain ? [gone. 

Dro. S No, no, the bell: Vis time, that I were 
It was two eie I left him, and now the clock strikes 
oue. (hear. 

Adr. The hours come back! that did I never 
Dio. S. O, yes, if any hour meet a sergeant, a 
’turns back for very fear. 

Adr . As if time were in debt! how fondly dost 
thou reason ? 

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more 
than he’s worth, to season. 

Nay, he’s a thief too : have you not heard men say, 
That time comes stealing on by night and day ? 

If he be in debt, and theft, and a sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day : 

Enter Luciana, 

Adr. Go, Dromio; there’s the money, bear it 
straight ; 

And bring thy master home immediately.— 
Come, sister ; 1 am press’d down with conceit ; 
Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. [Eieunt 

Scene til. — The same. , 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. There’s not a man I meet, but doth 
salute me 

As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some render money to me, some invite me ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 

Some offer me commodities to buy: 

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop. 

And show'd me silks that he had bought forme 
And; therewithal, took measure of my body. 

Sure these are but imaginary wiles. 

And Lapiaodsorcerers inhabit here 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for.* 
What, have you got the picture of old Adam new 
apparell'd ? [thou mean? 

Ant. S. What gold is this ? What Adam dost 

Dro. S . Not that Adam, that kept the paradise 
but that Adam, that keeps the prison : he, that go 
in the calfs-skin, that was killed for the prodiga 
he, that came behind you, sir, like an evil ang 
and bid you forsake your liberty 

Ant. S. I understand thee not. 

Dro. S. No ? why, 'tis a plain case : be that went 
like a base-viol, in a case of leather; the man, sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, 
and Vests them ; he, sir, that takes pity on decayed 
men, and gives them suits of durance ; be, that seta 
up his rest to do more exploits with his mace, than 
a morris-pike. 

Ant.S. What ! thoa mean’st an officer ? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band; h© 
that brings any man to answer it, that breaks bis 
band; one, that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and says, God give you good rest ! 

Ant. S. Weil, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is 
there any ship puts forth to-night? may we be 
gone? 

Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an hour 
since, that the bark. Expedition, put forth to night; 
and then were you hindered by the sergeant, to tarry 
for the hoy, Delay: Here are the angels that you 
sent for, to deliver you. 

Ant. S . Tiie fellow is distract, and so am I; 

And here we wander in illusions; 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence ! 


■ Enter a Courtezan . 

Cour. Well met, well met, master Antipholus. 

I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now: 

Is that the chain you promis’d me to-day ? 

Ant. S. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee tempt me not! 
Dro. S. Master, is this mistress Satan r 
Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil’s dam; 
and here she comes in the habit of a light wench ; 
and thereof comes that the wenches say, Goa 
damn me , that’s as much as to say, God make 
me a light ivench. It is written, they appear to men 
like angels of light : light is an effect of fire, and fire 
will burn ; ergo , light wenches will burn ; Come not 
near her. [sir. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry. 
Will you go with me ? We’ll mend our dinner here 
Dro. S. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat, or 
bespeak a long spoon. 

Ant. S. Why, Dromio? 

Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon, that 
must eat with the devil. 

Ant. S. Avoid then, fiend! what tell’st thon m« 
of supping ? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress: 

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine yon had at dinner* 
Or, for my diamond, the chain yon promis’d; 

And I’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. S. Some devils ask but the paring of one’* 
nail, ■ ■ ■ ' ■ ; 

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous. 
Would have a chain. 

Master, be wise; an’ if you give it he , 

The de\*l will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain; 

I hope, you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Ant . & Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio, let 

Dro. S. §iy pride, says the peacock : Mistress, 
that you know. 

C Exeunt Ani. S. and Dro . 8. 
Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is maA . 
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Else would he never so demean himself: 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 

And for the same he promis’d me a chain; 

oth one, and other, he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 

(Besides this present instance of his rage,) 

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner, 

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 
Belike, Iris wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the door against his way. 

My way is now, to hie home to his house, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic, 

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce 
My ring away : This course 1 fittest choose; 

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Exit, 

Scene 17 .— The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus , and an Officer, 
Ant . E. Fear me not, man, I will not break away ; 
11 give thee, ere I leave thee, so mtich money 
To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood today; 

And will not lightly trust the messenger, 

That I should be attach’d in Ephesus : 

I tell you, ’twill sound harshly in her ears. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, with a rope's end . 
Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the money. 
How now, sir? have you that I sent you for? 

Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will pay them 
all. 

Ant, E. But where’s the money? 

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the monejf for the rope. 
Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 
Dro. E. I’ll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 
Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 
Dro. E. To a rope’s end, sir ; and to that end am 
I return’d. 

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome 
you. . ( Beating him.) 

Offi. Good sir, be patient. [adversity. 

Dro. E. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient; I am in 
Off. Good now, hold thy tongue. [hands. 

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his 
Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Dro. E. I would 1 were senseless, sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, 
and so is an ass. 

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it 
by my long ears. I. have served him from the hour 
of my nativity to this instant, and have nothing at 
his hands for my service but blows: When I am 
cold, he heats me with beating : when I am warm, 
he cools me with beating. I am waked with it, when 
I sleep; raised with it, when I sit; driven out of 
doors with it, when I go from home; welcomed! 
home with it, when I return : Nay, 1 bear it on my 
shoulders, as a beggar wont her brat ; and, I think, 
when he hath lamed me, I shall beg with it from 
door to door. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, and the Courtezan , 
with Pinch, and others. 

Ant. E. Come, go along; my wife is coming 
yonder. 

Dro. E. Mistress, respice fnem, respect your 
end ; or rather the prophecy, like tiie parrot, Beware 
the rope's end. 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? ( Beats him) 

(Jour. How say you now? is not your husband mad? 
Adr. His incivility confirms no less. — 

Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 

Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

Imq, Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks ! 
Cour Mark, how he trembles in his ecstacy ! 
Pinch, Give me your hand, and let me feel your 

jt'.i ?i>v. i 


Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within thii 
man, 

To yield possession to my holy prayers, 

Ana to thy state of darkness Me thee straight * 

1 conjure thee hy all the saints in heaven. 

Ant . E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am not 
mad. 

Adr. 0 } that thou wert not, poor distressed soul » 
Ant. E. You, minion, you, are these your eug. 
tomers ? 

Did this companion with the saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 

And 1 denied to enter in my house ? 

Adr. 0 husband, God doth know, you din’d sd 
home, 

Where ’would you had remain’d until this time, 

Free from these slanders, and this open shame ! 
Ant. E. I din’d at home! Thou villain, what 
say’st thou ? ^ [home. 

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at 
Ant. E. Were not my doors lock’d up, and I shut 
out? [shut out 

Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock’d, and you 
Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me there ? 
Dro . E. Sans fable, she herself revil’d you there. 
Ant. E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
scorn me? y [you. 

Dro. E. Certes, she did ; the kitchen- vestal scorn’d 
Ant. E. And did not 1 in rage depart from thence? 
Dro. E. In verity you did; — my bones hear wit- 
ness, 

That since have felt the vigour of Ids rage, 

Adr. Is’t good to sooth him in these contraries ? 
Pinch . It is no shame ; the fellow finds his vein.. 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
Ant. E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to 
arrest me. 

Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you, 

By Dromio here, who came in haste tor it. 

Dro. E. Money by me ? heart and good-will you 
might, 

But, surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant. j E. Went’st not thou to her for a purse of 
. ducats? 

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 

Luc. And I am witness with her, that she did. 
Dro. E. God and the rope-maker, bear me wit- 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! [ness, 
Pinch . Mistress, both man and master is possess’d ; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room. 
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth 
to-day ; 

And why dost thou deny the hag of gold? 

Adr. i did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no gold; 
But l confess, sir, that we were lock’d out. 

Adr . Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false in 
both. 

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all; 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 

To make a loathsome abject scorn ol me ; 

But with these nails HI pluck out these lake eyes. 
That w%uld behold me in this shameful sport, 

[Pinch and his Assistants hind Ant . E. and 
4 pro . E. 

A dr. O, bind him, bind him, let him not come 
near me. [within him. 

Pinch . More company the fiend is strong 
Luc. Ah me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks! 
Ant, E. What, wilt thou murder me? Thou 
gaoler, thou, 

I am thy prisoner; wilt thou suffer them 
To mate a rescue ? 

Off. Masters, let him ^ 

. . . ' ” ' "'him.' 


He is mv prisoner, and you shall not have hiu 
Pinch, Go, bind this man, foi he is frantic „„ 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer? 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 


too. 
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Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

Off. He is my prisoner; if I let him go. 

The debt he owes w ill be requir’d of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee, ere I go from thee : 
Rear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
(rood master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house.— O most unhappy day l 
Ant, E. O most unhappy strumpet! 

Dro . B. Master, 1 am here enter’d in bond for you. 
Ant, E. Out on thee, villain ’ wherefore dost thou 
mad me, ? 

Dro . E. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, 
Good master; cry, the devil. — 

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 
Adr. Go, bear him hence.— Sister, go you with 
me. — 

[Exeunt Pinch and Assistants, with Ant. E. 
and Dro . E. 

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith : Do you know him ? 
Adr. 1 know the man : What is the sum he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr . ^ Say, how grows it due ? 

Off. Due for a chain, your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not. 
Cour. When as your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring, 

(The ring 1 saw upon his finger now,) 

Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it 
Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is, 
f long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, with his rapier 
drawn , and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Luc . God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again. 
Adr. And come with naked swords; let’s call 
more help, 

To have them bound again. 

Off. Away, they’ll kill tis. 

[Exeunt Officer , Adr. and Luc. 
Ant. S. I see, these witches are afraid of swords. 
Dro. S. . Sue, that would be your wife, now ran 
from you. (from thence: 

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff 
l long, that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night, tliey will 
surely do us no harm; you saw, they speak us fair, 
give us gold: methinks, they are such a gentle 
nation, that but for the mountain of mad flesh that 
claims marriage of me, I could find in my heart to 
stay here still, and turn witch. f 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the tow: 
Therefore away, to get our stuff' aboard. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — The same. 

Enter Merchant and Angelo. 

Any. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you; 
Gut, I protest, he had the chain of me. 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the city? 
Any. Of very reverent reputation, sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city ; 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of Syracuse . 
Any. ’Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck, 
x Which he forswore, most monstrously, to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me, I’ll speak to him. — 
jSignior Antipholus, I wonder much. 

That you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 
And not witnout some scandal to yourself. 

With ci-cu instance, and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, wuich now you wear so openly : 
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment. 


You have done wrong to this my honest friend; 

! Who, but for staying on our controversy. 

Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day : 

This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 

Ant . E. I think 1 had ; I never did deny it 
Mer. Yes, that you did, sir; and forswore it too. 
Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it, or forswear it? 
Mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did heat 
thee ; 

Fy on thee, wretch ! ’tis pity, that thou liv’st 
To walk, where any honest men resort. 

Ant. i S'. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus: 
I’ll prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. 

Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

(They draw 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake he is 
mad ; — 

Some get within him, take his sword away: 

Bind Dromio too, and* bear them to my house, 

Dro. S. Run, master, run; for God’s sake, take 
a house. 

This is some priory : — In, or we are spoil’d. 

[Exeunt Ant . S. and Dro 8. to the Priory. 

Enter the Abbess. 

Abb. Be quiet, people : Wherefore throng you 
hither? 

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence: 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 

And bear him home for his recovery. 

Any. I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mer. I am sorry now, that I did draw on him. 
Abb. How long hath this possession held the man ? 
Adr. This week lie hath been heavy, sour, sad. 
And much, much different from Ihe man he was ; 
But, till this afternoon, his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck at 
sea? . ■ ' ■ 

Buried some dear friend? Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love ? 

A sin, prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is lie subject to? 

Adr. To noue of these, except it be the last; 
Namely, som^ love, that drew him oft from home. 
Abb. You should for that have leprehended him, 
Adr. Why, so I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough, 

Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy of our conference: 

In bed, he slept not for iny urging it ; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 

In company, I often glanced it: 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it, that the man was mail: 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 

It seems, his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing: 
And therefore comes it, that his head is light. 

Thou suy’st., his meat was sauc’d witli thy upbraid- 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions, [ingt: 

Thereof the raging fire ol lever bred ; 

And what’s a fever but a fit of madness ? 

Thou say’st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawl* 1 
Sweet recreation barr’ch what doth ensue. 

But moody and dull melancholy, 

(Kinsman to grjflt comfortless despair;) 

And, at her heels, a huge inlectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life ? 

In iood ? in sport, iud. tile-preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast J 
The consequence is then, thy jealous fits 
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Have scar’d thy husband from the use of wits. 
hue . She never reprehended him but mildlv, 
in-n he demean’d himself rough, rude and wMclly. — 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not ? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. — 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Abb . No, nut a creature enters in my house. 
Adr. Theu, let your servants bring my husband 
forth. 

Abb. Neither ; he took this place, for sanctuary, 
And it shall privilege him from your hands, 

Till I have brought him to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse, 

Diet his sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient; for I will not let hiin stir. 

Till I have used the approved means 1 have. 

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a formal man again: 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A. charitable duty of my order ; 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here; 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness, 

To separate the husband and the wife. 

Abb. Be quiet, and depart, thou shalt not have 
him. [Exit Abbess, 

hue. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 
Adr. Come, go; I will fall prostrate at his feet. 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither, 

And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 

Mer. By this, 1 think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, 1 am sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 

Theplaee of death and sorry execution. 

Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Aug. Upon what cause ? 

Mer. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant. 
Who put unluckily into this bay, 

Against the laws and statutes of this town, 

Beheaded publicly for his offence. 

Any, See, where they come ; we will behold his 
. death. 

hue. Kneel to the duke, before he pass the abbey. 

Enter Duke, attended; iEGEON, bare-headed; 
with the Headsman and other Officers. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the 
abbess! 

Duke. Blip is a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 

It cannot he, that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. ivlay^it please your grace, Antipholus, my 

Whom I made lord of me and all I had. 

At your important letters, — this ill day 
on mo j* outltt g*o»s fit of madness took him; 

i S P e ™ te Iy he hurried through the street, 

(With him his bondman all as mad as he,) 

^ouig displeasure to the citizens, 

JJy rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Kings, jewels, any thing his rage did like, 

Unce did 1 get him bound, and sent him home, 

Whilst to take order for the wrongs l went, 
ihat here and there his fury had committed. 
u°u’ i v * 0 ^ n °t by what strong escape, ' 

We broke from those that had the guard of him; 

And, with his mad attendant and himself, 

7l acil cue with ireful passion, with drawn swoids, 
and, madly bent on us, 
tmasad a* away; till, raising of more aid, 
i e L* me aaa * n *° kiad them : then they fled 
* D to this abbey, whither we pursm-d them ; 

And here the abbess shuts the gate* on ns, 

And wiii not suffer os to fetch him out. 


Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, must gracious duke, with thy command. 
Let him be brought forth, and home fie nee for help, 
Duke. Long since, thy husband serv’d me in mj 
wars; \ 

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed. 

To do him all the* grae* and good I could. — - 
Go some of you, knock at the abbey-gale. 

And bid the lady abbess come to me ; 

I will determine th s before i stir. 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv. 0 mistress, mistress, shift and save your- 
self! 

My master and his man are both broke loose, 

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor. 
Whose beard they ha ve singed off with brands of fire; 
And ever as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair: 

My master preaches patience to him, while 
His man with scissors nicks him like a fool . 

And, sure, unless you send some present help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr. Peace, fool, thy master and his man are here 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Serv. Mistress, upon tny life, I tell you true; 

I have not breath’d almost, since I did see it. 

He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you. 

To scorch your face, and to disfigure y or ; 

(Cry within.) 

Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress ; fly, be gone. 

Duke . Come, stand by me, fear nothing : Gna^i 
with halberds. 

Adr. All me, it is my husband ! Witness you, 
That he is borne about invisible : 

Even now we hous’d him in the abbey here ; 

And now he’s there, past thought of human reason. 


Enter Antipholus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, oh, grant 
me justice ! 

Even for the service that long since I did thee. 
When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life : even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice, 
JEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see tny son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ani.E. Justice, sweet prince, against that wo- 
man there. 

She, whom thou gav’st to me to he my wife ; 

That ha;h abused and dish inour’d me, 

Even in the strength and height of injury ! 

Beyond imagination is U.* wrong. 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 
Duke. Discover how, and thou sualt find me just 
Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors 
upon me, 

While she, with harlots, feasted in my house. 

Duke. A grievous fault : Say, woman, didst 
, , SIK (sister, 

Adr. No, my good lord : — myself, he, and my 
To-day did dine together : so befit i my soul, 

As this is false, he burdens me withal ! 

hue. Ne’er may 1 look on day, nor sleep on night, 
But she tells to your highness simple truth! 

Any. O perjur'd woman ! they are both forsworn 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

Ant. E My liege, I am advised what I say ; 
Neither disturb’d with the effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire. 

Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 
rhis woman lock’d me out this day from dinner: 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with her 
Could witness it. for he was with me then ; 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 

Promising to bring it to the Porcupine, 

Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 

Oitr dinner dime, and he not coming thither, 

I went to seek him ; in the street ) met him; 
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And in his company, that gentleman. 

There did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me down, 
That I this day of him receiv’d the chain, 

Which, God ne knows, I saw not: for the which. 
He did arrest me with an officer. 

I did obey, and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats: he with none return’d. 

Then Tardy I bespoke the officer, 

To go iu person with me to my house. 

By the way we met 

My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 

Or vile confederates ; along with them 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d yil- 

A meer anatomy, a mountebank, [Iain, 

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller ; 

A needy, hollow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man: this pernicious slave. 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer; 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 

And with no face, as ’twere, outfacing me. 

Cries out, I was possess’d : then altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ; 

And in a dark, and dankish vault at home 

There left me and my man, both bound together ; 

Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds iu sunder, 

l gain’d my freedom, and immediately 

Ran hither to your grace ; whom I beseech 

To give me ample satisfaction 

For these deep shames and great indignities. 

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with 
him, 

That he dined not at home, but was locked out 
‘Duke. But had he such a chain of thee, or no? 
Any* He had, my lord : and when he ran in here. 
These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Mar. Besides, I will be sworn, these ears of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him. 

After you first forswore it on the mart. 

And thereupon I drew uiy sword on you; 

And then you lied into this abbey here, 

From whence, 1 think, you are come by miracle. 

Ani.E. I never came within these abbey walls. 
Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me ; 

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven I 
And this is false, you burden me withal. 

Duke. What an intricate impeach is this! 

I think, you all have drank of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been ; 
If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly; — 
You say, he dined at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying : — Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro. E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the 
Porcupine. 

Cour. He did, and from my finger snatch’d that 
ring. 

Ant. E. ’Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of 
her. 

Duke . Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 
Cour. As sure, my liege, as i do see your grace. 
Duke . Why, this is strange : — Go call the abbess 
hither; 

I think, you are all mated, or stark mad. 

[Exit an Attendant. 
JEge . Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a 
word : 

Haply, J see a friend will save my life. 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt. 
JEge. Is uot your name, sir, call’d Antipholus V 
And is not that your bondman, Dromio? [sir, 
Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman. 
But lie, l thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords ; 

Now am I Dromio, and his man, unbound. 

JEge, I am sure, you both of you remember me. 
Dro . E '. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you ; 
For lately vve were bound, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir? 

JEge. Why look you strange on me? you know 
me welt. 

Ant. E. I never saw you in ray life till now. 


JEge. Oh ! grief hath chang’d me s»nce you raw 
me last; 

And careful hours, with Time’s deformed hand. 

Have written strange defeatures in my face : 

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

Ant. E. Neither. 

JEge. Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

JEge. I am sure, thou dost 

Dro. E. Ay, sir? but I am sure, I do not ; and 
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to 
believe him. 

JEge. Not know my voice! O, time’s extremity 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitfed my poor tengue. 

In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 

Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap consuming winter’s drizzled snow. 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left* 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

AH these old witnesses (I cannot err y ) 

Tell me. thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant E. I never saw my father in my life, 

JEge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy 
Thou know’si, vve parted; but, perhaps, my son. 

Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant . E. The duke, and all that know me in the 
city, 

Can witness with me that it is not so ; 

I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

.During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa; 

I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Re-enter the Abbess f with A ntiph olu s^Syracusan, 
and Dromio, Syracvxan. 

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much 
wrong’d. ( All gather to see him.) 

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive 
me. 

Duke. One of these men is genius to the other; 

And so of these : Which is the natural man, 

And which the spirit ? Who deciphers them ? 

Dro. SL I, sir, am Dromio; command him away. 
Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio: pray, let me stay. 

Ant. S. jEgeon, art thou not? or else his ghost? 
Dro. S. 0, mv old master I who hath bound him 
here : 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose hjs bonds 
And gain a husband by his liberty :— 

Speak, old riEgeon, if thou he’st the man. 

That had’st a wife once called ^Emilia, 

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons; 

0, if thou be’st the same ./Egeon, speak. 

And speak unto the same iEmilia ! 

JEge. If I dream not, thou art iEmilia; 

If thou art she, tell me, where is that son. 

That floated with thee on the fatal raft? 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I, 

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them. 

And me they left with those of Epidamnum: 

What then became of them, I caunotteil; 

1, to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here begins this morning story right ; 
These two Antipholus’s, these two so like, 

And these two D rondo’s, one in semblance,— 

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea. — 

These are the parents to these childr • 

Which accidentally are met together 
Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth 1st 
Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came fron Syracuse. 
Duke. Stay, stand apart; X know not which is* 
which, [lord.. 

Ant E. 'i came from Corinth, my 
Dro. E. And I with him. 
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Ant.E. Brought to this town by that most fa- 
mous warrior, 

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day * 
Ant. S. I. gentie mistress. , , . - 

Adr. And are not you my husband t 

Ant . E. No, 1 say nay to that 
Ant. S. And so do f, yet did she call me so; 

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here. 

Did call me brother What I to d you then, 

I hope, I shall have leisure to make good; 

If this be not a dream, I see, and hear. 

Ana. That is the chain, sir, which you hadot me. 
Ant. S. I think it be, sir ; I deny it not. 

Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me. 
Ang. I think 1 did, sir; I deny it not 
Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail, 

By Droniio ; but I think, he brought it not 
Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats 1 receiv d from you, 
And Dromio my man did j|ring them me : 

1 see, we still did meet each other’s man, 

And I was ta’en for him, and he lor me. 

And thereupon these Errors are arose. 

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Duke. It shall not need, thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 
Ant E. There, take it: and much thanks tor my 
good cheer. 

A bb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here. 

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes: — 
And nil that are assembled in this place, 

That by this sympathized one day’s error 
Have stdVd wrong, go, keep us company. 

And vre «n*U make lull satisfaction. — 


Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; nor, till this present hour, 

My heavy burdens are delivered 

The duke, my husband, and my children both. 

And you the calendars of their nativity, 

Go to a gossip’s feast, and go with me ; 

After so long grief, such nativity I t 
Duke. With ail my heart, I’ll gossip at this feast 

[ Exeunt Duke, Abbess, Mgeon, Courtesan, Mer- 
chant, Angelo, and Attendant*. 
Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from 
shipboard! ^ „ . [embark’d? 

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou 
Dro . S. Your goods, that lay at host, sir, in the 
Gentaur. [Dromio: 

Ant. S. He speaks to me : I am your master. 
Come, go with us ; we’ll look to that anon : 

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 
[Exeunt Antipholus S. and E., Adr., and Luc . 
Dt'o.S. There is a fat friend at your master’s 
house, 

That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner ; 

She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks, you are my glass, and not 
my brother: 

I see by you, I am a sweet-faced youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 

Dro. S. Not I, sir, you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That’s a question : How shall we try it . 
Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior : till 
then, lead thou first. 

Dro. E. Nay, then thus : 

We came into the world, like brother and brother; 
And now let’s go hand in baud, not one before 
another. [Exeunt. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


DUNCAN, King cf Scotland, 
DONALBMN. f «* *>«• 


BANQUO 11 ’ } Generals of the King's Army. 
MACDUFF, \ 

LENOX, I 

MENT^TH, } Noblemen of Scotland. 

ANGUS", ' \ 

CATHNESS, ; 

FLEANCE, Son to Banquo. 

SI WARD, Earl of Northumberland , General of 
English Forces. 

Scene, — In the end of the Fourth Act , lies in 
and , chiefly , 


Young SIWARD, Ms Son. 

SEYTON, an Officer attending on Macbeth 
Son to Macduff. 

An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. 

A Soldier. A Porter. An old Man. 

LADY MACBETH. 

LADY MACDUFF. 

Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 

HECATE, and three Witches. 

Lords, Gentlemen , Officers , Soldiers, Murderers, 
t ^ g Attendants , and Messengers. 

The Ghost of Banquo, and several other Apparitions • 
England; through the rest of the Play, in Scotland ; 
at Macbeth's Castle. 


Scene I . — An open Place. Thunder and 
Lightning. * 

Enter three Witches. 

1 Witch . When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2 Witch. Wnen the hurlyburly’s done. 

When the battle’s lost and won 

3 Witch . That will be ere set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the place ? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath ; 

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

1 Witch. I come, G aymalkinl 

AIL Paddock calls : — Anon. — 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 

Hover through the fog and filthy air 

( Witches vanish.) 

■ : v . ^ 

Scene II . — A Camp near Fores, Alarum within. 

Enter King Doncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Le- 
nox, with Attendants, meeting a bleeding Soldier . 

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report, 

‘ As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the sergeant. 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
’Gainst my captivity : — -Hail, brave friend 1 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil. 

As thou didst leave it. 

Sold, Doubtfully it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together, 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdouwald 
(W orthv to be a rebel ; for, to that, 

The multiplying vi flames of nature 
Do swarm upon him,) from the western isles 
Of Kernes and Gailowgiasses is supplied ; 

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show'd like a rebel’s whore : But all’s too weak; 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel. 
Which smok’d w.rh bloody execution, 

Like valour's minion, 

Carv’d out his passage, till he fac’d the slave : 

And ne’er sitpok hands, nor bade farewell to him. 
Till he unseam’d him from the nave to th’ chaps, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 

Sold. As whence the sun ’gins his reflection 


Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ; 

So from that spring, whence comfort seem’d to come. 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark : 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d, 

CompeH'd^ these skipping Kernes to trust their heel* ; 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 
i With furbish’d arms, and new supplies of men, 

I Began a fresh assault 

Dun. Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ? 

Soldi Yen ; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 

If I say sooth, I must report they were 
As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks ; 

So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe : 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 

Or memorize another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell : — 

But l am faint, my gashes cry for help 
Dun . So well thy words become <iee, as thy 
wounds ; 

They smack of honour both : — Go, get him surgeons. 

[iSarzV Soldier, attended. 

Enter Rosse. 

Who comes here ? 

Mai, The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Len. What haste looks through Ills eyes! So 
should he look, 

That seems to speak things strange. 

Rosse. God save the king l 

Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thaue ? 

Rosse. From Fife, great king, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky. 

And fan our people cold 

Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, ’gan a dismal conflict: 

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp'd in proof* 
Confronted him with self-comparisons. 

Point against point rebellions, arm 'gainst arm. 
Curbing his lavish spirit : And, to conclude, * 

The victory fell on us; 

Dun. * Great happiness. 

Rosse. That now 4 • 

Svveno, the Norways’ king, craves composition; * 

| Nor would we deign him burial of his men. 

Till he disbursed, Saint Colmes’ inch, 
i Ten thousand dollars to our genera* use. 
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MACBETH. 


Act L 



Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest : — Go, pronounce his death. 

And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Rosse. I’ll see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunt. 

4 . Scene III.— A Heath. 

Thunder. Enter three Witches. 

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

2 Witch, Rilling swine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A sailor's wife had cnesnuts in her lap, 
And mouncli’d, and mounch’d, and moimch’d : — 

Give me, quoth 1 : 

Aroint thee, witch l the rump-fed ronyon cries. 

Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’the Tiger: 
But in a sieve I'ii thither sail. 

And, like a rat without a tail. 

I’ll do; I’ll do, and I’ll do. 

2 Witch. I’ll give thee a wind. 

1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch . And 1 another. 

1 Witch. I myself have all the other: 

And the very ports they blow, 

All the quarters that they know 
I’the shipman’s card. 

I will drain him dry as hay : 

Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 

Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 

He shall live a man forbid: 

Weary sev’n nights, nine times nine. 

Shall he dwindle., peak, and pine; 

Though his bark cannot be lost, 

Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd. 

Look what f have. 

2 Witch. Show me, show me. 

I Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 

Wreck’d, as homeward lie did come. ( Drum within.) 

SWitch. A drum, a drum ; 

Macbeth doth come. 

AIL Toe weird sisters, hand in hand. 

Posters of the sea and land, 

Thus do go about, about ; 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 

And thrice again, to make up nine : 

Peace 1 — The charm’s wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macb. So foul and fair a day l have not seen. 
Ban. How far is’t call’d to Fores ’/—What are 
these, 

So wither d, and so wild in their attire ; 

That look not like the inhabitants o’tne earth. 

And yet are on’t? Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand 
me, 

By each at once her choppy finger laying 
upon her skinny lips \ on should be women. 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

* Mach. Speak, if you can What are you ? 

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth 1 hail to thee, thane 

, of Glamisi [of Cawdor! 

2 W itch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that shalt be king 

D n ¥ f ? al ’ ter - [fear 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start; and seem to 
Things that do sound so fair? — I ’the name of truth. 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed, 

Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 
Ye greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope. 

That he seems rapt withal ; to me you speak not: 

If yon, can look into the seeds of time. 

And say, which grain will grow, and which will not; 
apeak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 

i^rH“i r r rt,ate - 

3 Witch. Had! 


3 Witch. Hail! 

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be 

none : 

So, all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo ! 

1 Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more l 
By Sinel’s death, I know, I am thane of Ulamis; 
But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 

Stands not within the prospect of bt liei. 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting? — .Speak, I charge 
yon. {Witches vanish.} 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And these are of them : — Whither are they vanish’d? 
Macb. Into the air; and what seem d corporal, 
melted 

As breath into the wind, — ’Would they had staid ! 

Ban.Wtre such things here, as we do speak about? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root, 

That takes the reason prisoner ? 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Macb, And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ? 
Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who’* 

. here ? 

Enter Rosse and Angus. 

j Rosse. The king hath happily receiv’d, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : and when he reads 
| Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight, 

| His wonders and his praises do contend, 

Which should be thine, or his: Silenc’d with that, 

I In viewing o’er the rest o’the self-same day. 

He finds thee in the stout Norvveyau ranks. 

Nothing afeard of what thyself diclst make, 

Strange images of death. As thick as tale, 

Came post with post; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom s great defence, 

And pour’d them down belbre him. 
m Any. We are sent, 

1 o give thee, from onr royal master, thanks ; 

To herald tliee into his sight, not pay thee. 

Rosse. And, for an earnest of a greater honour. 

He bade me, from him, call thee thane <,f ( awdor 
In which additiou, hail, most worthy thane I 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true? 
Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives: Why do you 
In borrow’d robes ? [dress me 

Any. Who was the thane, lives yet; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life. 

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Combin’d with Norway ; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and’ vantage ; or that with both 
He labour’d in his country s wreck, I know not; 

But treasons capital, confess’d, and prov d, 

Have overthrown him. 

Macb. . Glamis, arid thane of Cawdor ; 
The greatest is behind.-— Thanks tor your pains* — 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 

When those, that gave the thane of Cawdor to me. 
Promis’d no less to them ? 

* , Ban, That, trusted home, 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But ’tis strange : 

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequence. — 

Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

. Macb. Two truths are told. 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Gfthe imperial theme.— I thank you, gentlemen 
This supeimaltaral soliciting 
Cannot be* ill ; cannot be good:— If ill. 


Scene 5. 


MACBETH. 


Why hath it given me earnest cf success. 
Commencing in a truth ? lam thane of Cawdor: 

If good, why do l yield to that suggestion, 

Whose tun mi image doth unfix my hair 
Ami make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 
Against the use of nature? Present fears 
Are lea* than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whose mtirdei yet is but fantastical, 
Shakes so my single state of man, that function 
Is smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is, 

But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt. 

Macb. If chance will have me king, why, chance 
Without my stir. [may crown me, 

Ban. Ne% honours come upon him 

Like our strange garments ; cleave not to tneir mould, 
But with the aid of use. 

Macb. Come what come may : 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

Ban. Worthy Mai belli, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macb. (live me your favour : — my dull brain was 
wrought 

With things tbrgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 

Are register’d where every day I turn 

The leaf to read them. — Let us toward t he king. — 

Think upon what: hath chanc’d ; and, at more time. 

The interim having weigh’d it, let ns speak 

Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. 'fill then, enough.— Come, friends. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Force. A Boom in the Palace. 
Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, 
Lenox, and Attendants. 

Bun. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 
Those in commission yet return’d? 

Mai My liege. 

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
Witu one that saw h.m die: who did report, 

Tnat very frankly he confess’d his treasons ; 
Implor'd your highness’ pardon ; and set iorth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Been me aim like the leaving it: he died 
As one that had been studied in his death. 

To tlnow away tiie dearest thing he ow’d. 

As ’tvVere a careless trifle. 

Bun . There’s no art, 

To find the mind’s construction in the face : 

He was a gentleman, on whom 1 built 
An absolute trust. — O worthiest cousin I 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rosse, and Angus. 
The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy mi me ; Tiiou art so far before. 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. ’Would thou hadst less deserv’d; 
That tire proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only 1 have left to say, 

Mor is thy due than more than all can pay. 

Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and servants; 
Which do but what they should, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

Bun. v Welcome hither: 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee lull of growing. — Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserv’d, nor must be known 
No Jess, to have done so, let me iulbld thee. 

And hold thee to my heart 

Ban. There if I grow, 

.. The harvest is your own. * 

Bun . My plenteous joys. 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 

And you whose places are the nearest, know. 

We will establish our estate upon 

Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom, we name hereafter. 

The prince of Cumberland: which honour must 


Not, unaccompanied, invest him <.nly, 

”ut signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. — From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us further to you. 


So, humbly take my leave. 

Bun. My worthy Ca wdor ! 

Macb. The prince of Cumberland That is a 
step. 

On which I must fall down, or else o erleap, 

(Aside. 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires I 
Let not light see my black and deep desires : 

•The eye wink at the hand 1 yet let that be, 

Which the eye fears, when it is dune, to see. [Exit. 

Bun. True, worthy Banquo ; he is full so valiant ; 
And in his commendations 1 am fed : 
it is a banquet to me. Let us alter him. 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome : 

It is a peerless kinsman. { Flourish . Exeunt* 

Scene V. — Inverness. A Room in Macbeth's 
Castle . Enter Lady Macbri h, reading a letter. 
Lady M. They met me in the day of success ; 
and I have learned by the perfected report, they 
have more in them than mortal knowledge. When 
I burned in desire to question them further, they 
made themselves — air, into which they vanished. 
Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came 
•missives from the kina, toko all hailed me, Thane 
of Cawdor; by widen title , before , these weird 
sisters saluted me, and referred me to the coming 
on of time, with , Hail, king that shalt be! This 
have J thought good to deliver thee, my dearest 
p artner of greatness ; that thou mujhtest not lose 
the dues of rejoicing, by bang ignorant of ivhat 
greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, 
andfarewell . 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promis’d : — Yet do 1 fear thy nature; 
It is too full o’the milk of human kindness. 

To catch the nearest way : thou wouhTst he great; 
Art not without ambition; but without 
The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst 
highly, 

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false. 
And yet wouldst wrongly win : thoudst have, great 
Glamis, 

That which cries, Thus thou must do, if thou have tip 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do. 
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither, 
Thai l may pour my spirits in tnine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round. 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 

To have thee crown’d withal. What is your 

tidings ? 

Enter an Attendant. 

Atten. The king comes here to-night. 

Lady M. Thotfrt mad say it 

Is not tliy master with him? who, wer’t so 
Would have inform’d for preparation. 

Atten. So please you, it is true ; pur thane i 
coming: 

One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady M. Give Urn tending, 

He brings great news. The raven himself is hoarse, 
[ Exit Attendant* 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, yon spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, tinsel me here ; 

Aud fill me, from the crown ta the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelly! make thick my blood. 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse ; 


! 
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Stop up the access and passage to i 
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hat no compunctious visitings of nature . 

Shake ray fell purpose, nor keep peace between j 
The effect and it 1 Come to my woman’s breasts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring ministers, ' 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
You wait on nature’s mischief ! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell ! 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes ; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry. Hold, hold ! Great Glamis ! worthy 

Cawdor ! 

Enter Macbeth. 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 

Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant 
Macb. % My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night 
Lady M. And when goes hence ? 

Macb. 'To-morrow, — as he purposes. 

Lady M. 0, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 

Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters : — To beguile the time, 

1 Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue: look like* the innocent 
flower, 

But be the serpent under it. He that’s coming 
Must be provided for: and you shall put 
This night’s great business into my despatch ; 

Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb. We will speak further. 

• Lady M. Only look up clear ; 

To alter favour ever is to fear: 

Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — The same. Before the Castle . 
Hautboys. Servants of Macbeth attending. 
Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, 
Lenox, Macduff, Kosse, Angus, and Attend- 
ants. 

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer. 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve. 

By his lov’d mansionry, that the heaven’s breath 
Smells wooingiy here : no jutty, frieze, buttress, 

Nor coigne ot vantage, but this bird hath made 
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle : where they 
Most breed and haunt, I have observ’d, the air 
Is delicate. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun. See, see 1 our honour’d hostess ! 

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble, 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you shall bid God yield us for your paius, 

And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady M. All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double. 
Were poor and single business, to contend 
Agamsttuose honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your ntajt-siy loads our house : for those of old, 
And the late dignities heap’d up to them, 

We rest your hermits. 

Dun. Where’s the thane of Cawdor? 

We cours’d him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well j 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us : fair aud noble hostess, 

We are vour guest to-night 
Lady M Your servants ever 

Have theirs thems.-lves, and what is theirs, in compt, 
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure, 

Still to return your own. 

Dun. ‘ Give me your hand: 

Conduct me to mine host; we love him highly, 




And shall continue onr graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt 

Scene VII.— The same. A Boom in the Castle. 
Hautboys and torches. E?iter and pass over the 
stage, a Sewer, and divers Servants with dishes 
and service. Then enter Macbeth. 

Macb. If It were done, when ’tis done, then 
’twere well , , 

It were done quickly : If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 

With this surcease, success ; that hut this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here. 

But here, upon this bank au4shoal of time,— 

We’d jump the life to come. — But, in these cases. 
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being tanght, return 
To plague the inventor: This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice 
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust; 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 

Strong both against the deed: then, as his host, 

Who should against his murderer shut the door, 

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne bis faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tong u’d, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off: 

And pity, like a naked new born babe. 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s eherubin, hors’d 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind. — 1 have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself, , . 
Anil falls on the other. — How now, what news ? 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. He has almost supp’d : Why have you 
left the chamber? 

Macb . Hath he ask’d for me ? 

Lady M. Know you not, he has ? 

Macb. We will proceed no further in this business: 
He hath honour’ll me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss. 

Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept since? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time. 

Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour. 

As thou art in desire ? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, 

And live a coward in thine own esteem; 

Letting I dare not wait upon l would , 

Like tiie poor cati’the adage ? 

Macb. Pr’ythee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 

Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was it then. 

That made yon break this enterprise to me ? 

When you durst do it, then you were a man, 

And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place. 

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness 
now 

Does unmake you, I have given suck ; and know 
How tender ’Its, to love the babe that milks me : 

I would, while it was smiling in mv face, 

Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums. 
And dash’d the brains out, trad i so sworn, as you 
Have done to this. 

Macb. If we should fail, 

LadyM. We fail! 

But screw your courage to the sticking- place, 

And we’ll hot fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 


Act II. Scene 2. 


MACBETH. 


260 


t 


L 


Sonndly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince. 

That memory /the warder of the brain, 

Shall he a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death. 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? 

Macb . Bring forth men-children only ! 

For my undaunted metal should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, 

When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very daggers. 
That they have done’t? 

Lady 'M. Who dares receive it other. 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour rear 
Upon his death? 

Macb. I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible lent. 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 

False face must hide what the false heart doth 
know. [Exeunt. 

ACT It. 

Scene I. —The same. Court within the Castle . 
Enter Banquo and Fleance, and a Servant with 
a torch before them. 

Ban. How goes the night, boy ? 

Fie. r fhe moon is down ; I have not heard the 
clock. 

Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fie. I take’t, ’tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword There’s husbandry 
in heaven, 

Their candles are all out. — Take thee that too, 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet I would not sleeo : Merciful powers I 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword j— 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 
Who’s there? 

Macb. A friend. -[a-bed; 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest ? The king’s 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
' Sent forth great largess to your offices : 

This diamond he greets your wife withal. 

By the name of most kind hostess^ and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being unprepar’d, 

Our will became the servant to defect; 

Which else should free have wrought 
Ban. . . All’s well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 

To you they have show’d some truth. 

Macb. I think not of them : 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 

Would spend it in some words upon that business. 
If you would grant the time. 

* Ban. At your kind’st leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, — when 
It shall make honour for you. [’tis, 

Ban. So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 

I shall be counseled. 

Macb. Good repose, the while l 

Ban. Thanks, sir ; the like to you ! . 

[Exit Banquo. 

Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is 
ready, 

She strike upon the bell. Get tbee to bed. — 

[Exit Servant. 

Is this a dagger, which I see before me, > 

The handle toward my hand ? Corae, let me clutch 
'■ '"thee:- 

1 have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 


To feeling, as to sight? or art thou hut 
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation. 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed bram ? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshalfst me the way that I was going ; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’the other senses. 

Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood. 

Which was not so before. — There’s no such thing* 

It is the bloody business, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. — Now o’er the one half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offerings; and wither’d murder, 

Alarum’d by his centinel, the wolf. 

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy 
pace, . [sign 

With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his ae* 

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set 

earth, # | 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
The very stones prate of my wtiere-about. 

And take the present horror from the time/ 

Which now suits with it. — Whiles I threat* he 
lives ; 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

(A bell rings. 

I go, and it is done ; the hell invites me. 

Hear i* not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit 

Scene II.— The same. 

Ev*er Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk v 
hath made me bold: 

What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire:— 

Hark I — Peace ! 

Tt was the owl that shriek'd ; the fatal bellman. 

Which gives the stern’st good-night. He is about it: 

The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg’d 
their possets, 

That death and nature do contend about them. 

Whether they live, or die. 

Macb . (Within.) Who’s there ?— what, ho! 

Lady M. Alack ! I am afraid they have awaked, 

And ’tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed. 

Confounds us Hark !— I laid their daggers ready. 

He could not miss them — Had he not resembled 
My father as lie slept, I had done’t— My husband ? 

Enter Macbeth. 


Macb. I have done the deed: — Didst thou not 
hear a noise ? 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and the 
crickets cry. 

Did not you speak? 

Macb. When? 

Lady M. Now. 

Macb , As I descended? 

Lady M. Ay 
Macb. Hark!— 

Who lies i’tlie second chamber? 

Lady M. Donalbain. 

Macb. This is sorry sight, 

(Looking on his hands.) 
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say sorrv sight 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and 
one cried murder l [them: 

That they did wake each other; I stood ard heard 
But they did say their prayers, and address’d iheia 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. % There are two lodg’d together. 
Macb. One cri£d, God bless us ! auc% Amen, the 
other ; 

As they had seen me with these hangmar's hands 
Listening their fear, I could not say, amen. 

When they did say, God bless us* 
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Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce, 
I had most need of blessing, and amen [amen ? 
Stuck in ray throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After tfiese ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Mach. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
mure ! 

Macbeth does murder sleep , the innocent sleep; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd sleave of care, 
The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath , 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course, 
Chief nourisher in life's feast 
Lady M. What do you mean? 

Mach, Still it cried, Sleep no morel to all the 
house : [ Cawdor 

Glamis hath murder'd sleep; and therefore 
Shall sleep no more , Macbeth shall sleep no morel 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy thane. 

You do tmbena your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things Go, get some water. 

And wash inis til toy witness from your hand. — 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there : Go, carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms w ith blood. 

Mach . I’ll go no more ; 

I am afraid to think what I have done; 

Look nii’t again, I dare not. 

Lady M . Infirm of purpose ! 

Gi\ e me tue daggers : The sleeping, and the dead. 
Are but as pictures: tis the eve of childhood. 

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed. 

I’ll gild the laces of the grooms withal. 

For it must seem their guilt 

[Exit. Knocking within. 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ? 

How is’t with me, when every noise appals me ? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine 
eyes ! 

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnardine. 

Making the green— one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; hut I 
shame [ing 

To wear a heart so white. (Knock.) I hear a knock- 
At the south entry : — retire we to our chamber: 

A little water clears iis of this deed : 

How easy is it then? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended.— (Knocking,). Hark! 
more knockiug : 

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us, 

And show, ns to be watchers: — Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my'deed,— ’twere best not know 
__ r , “lyself. # (Knock.) 

W.ake Duncan with thy knocking ! Ay, ’would thou 
couldst! [Exeunt. 

Scene HI.-— The same. 

Eater a Porter. (Knocking within.) 
Port. Here’s a knocking, indeed! If a man were 
porter of hell-gate, he should have oid turning the 
key. (Knocking.) Knock, knock, knock: Who’s 
there, i’tiie name of Belzebub? Here's a farmer. 
Jhat hanged himself on the expectation df plenty : 
Come in time; have napkins enough about you : 
here you’ll sweat for’t. (Knocking.) Knock, knock: 
Who’s there, i’the other devil’s name? ’Faith, 
here’s an equivocator, that could swear in both the 
scales against eitiier scale ; who committed treason 
entmgh for God's sake, yet could not equivocate 
to heaven : O. come in, equivocator. ‘Knocking.) 
Knock; knocks knock : Who’s there ? ’£\4th, here's 
an English tailor come hither, for stealing out of a 
IrencH hose: Come in, tailor; here you may roast 
your goose. Knocking.) Knp*‘k, knock * Never at 


quiet! What are you? — But this place is ton cold 
for. hell. I’ll devil-porter it no further: I had 
thought to have let in some of all professions, that 
giv the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire. 
(Knocking.) Anon, anon; I pray you, remember 
the porter. (Opens the gate.) 

Enter Macduff and Lenox. 

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed. 
That you do lie so late ? 

Port. ’Faith, sir, we were carousing till the 
second cock; and drink, sir, is a great provoker oi 
three things, 

Macd. What three things does drink especially 
provoke ? 

Port. Marry, sir, nose- painting, sleep, and urine. 
Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it pro- 
vokes the desire, but it takes away the performance : 
Therefore, much drink may be said to be an equi- 
vocator with lechery : it makes him, and it mars 
him; it sets h«m on, and it takes him oft’; it per- 
suades him, and disheartens him; makes him stand 
to, and not stand to : in conclusion, equivocates him 
in a sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 

Macd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie last 
night. 

Port. That it did, sir, i'the very throat o’me ; 
But I requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being 
too strong fur him, though he took up my legs 
sometime, yet I made a shift to cast him* 

Macd. Is thy master stirring? — 

Our knocking has awak’d him ; here he comes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Lcn. Good- morrow, noble sir! 

Macb. ; Good-morrow, both ! 

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on nim; 
I have almost slipp’d the hour. 

Macb. I’ll bring you to him. 

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you ; 

But yet, ’tis one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in, physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd. I’ll make, so bold to call, 

For ’tis my limited service. [Exit Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king 

From hence to-day ? 

Macb. 4 He does :— he did appoint it so. 

Lew. The night has been unruly: Where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i’the air; strange screams of 
death; 

And prophesying, with accents terrible. 

Of dire combustion, and confus’d events, 

New hatch’d to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamour'd the live dong night, some say, the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake. 

Macb. ’Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A follow to it 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. 0 horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! [heart, 

M«cb. Len. * What's the matter if 

Macd. Contusion now hath made his master-piecel 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life of the building. 

Macb. What is’t you say ? the life? 

Len. Mean yon his majesty ? {sight 

.Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your 
With a new Gorgon : — Do not bid me speak; 

See, and then speak yourselves.— Awake ! Awaked 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lencxi 
Ring the alarum-bell Murder! and treason! 
Banqno, aud Donalbaini Malcolm! Awake! 

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit* 
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Ami look on death itself! — op, up, and see 

The great d<K>tri’s image! -Malcolm! Banquo ! 

As from vour graves rise up, and walk like sprigbts. 
To counie nance this horror ! {Bell rings.) 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. * What’s the business/ 

That such a hideous trnmpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house? speak, speak, — — 
Macd. O, gentle lady, 

’Tis not for yon to hear what I can speak : 

The repetition, m a woman's ear. 

Would murder as it fell. Banquo! Banquo! 

Enter Banquo. 

Our royal master’s murder’d ! 

Lady M. Woe, alas! 

What, in our house? » 

Ban. Too cruel, any where. 

Bear Duff, I pr’ythee, contradict thyself. 

And say, it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 

Mach. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
I had liv’d a blessed time ; for, from this instant, 
There’s nothing serious in mortality : 

All Is but toys; renown, and grace, is dead ; 

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbaix. 

Don. What is amiss ? 

Macb. You are, and do not know it: 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp’d ; the very source of it is stopp'd. 

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

Mai. * 0, by whom ? 

Len . Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had 
done’t : 

Their handstand faces were all badg’d with blood. 
So were their daggers, which, im wip’d, we found 
Upon their pillows ; 

They star’d, and were distracted; no man’s life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macd. O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 

That I did kill them. " * 

Macd. Wherefore did you so ? 

Macd. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate, and 
furious. 

Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man ; 

The expedition of my violent love 

Ont-ran the pauser reason. — Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood ; 

And Ids gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore ; Who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Conrage, to make his love known? 

Lady M. Help me hence, ho! 

Macd. Look to the lady. 

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues. 

That most may claim this argument for, ours ? 

Don. What should be spoken here, 

Where our Fate, hid within an auger-hole, 

May rush, and seize us? Let’s away; our tears 
Are not yet brew’fl, 

Mai. Nor our strong sorrow on 

The foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady : — 

{Lady Macbeth is carried out.) 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 

That sutler in exposure, let us meet. 

And question this most bloody piece of work, 

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us ; 
In the great hand of God I stand ; and, thence. 
Against the undivulg’d pretence 1 fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Mmb. Arid so do I. 

All. So all. 

Much. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 



And meet i’the hall together. 

All. Well contented. 

f Exeunt all but Mai. and Don,. 

Mai. What will you do? Let’s not consort with 
To show an unfeit sorrow, is an office [them: 

Which the false man does easy : I’ll to England. 

Dun. To Ireland I ; our separate fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are, 

There’s daggers in men’s smiles : the near in blood 
The uearer bloody. 

Mai. This murderous shaft that’s shot 

Hath not yet lighted ; and mu safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse; 

And let us not be dainty ofleave- taking. 

But shift away : There’s warrant in that theft, 

VV hich steals itself, when there’s no mercy left. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Without the Castle . 

Enter Rosse and an old Man. 

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well : 

Within the volume of which time, I have seen 
Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but this sore 
Hath trifled former knowings. [wight 

Rosse, Ah, good father. 

Thou see’st, the heavens, as troubled with mao’s 
act, 

Threaten his bloody stage ; by the clock ’tis day. 

And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp: 

Is it night’s predominance, or the day’s shame. 

That darkness does the face of earth intomb, 

When living light should kiss it? 

Old M. ’Tis unnatural, 

Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last, 

A falcon, tow’ring in her pride of place, 

Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at, anrl kill’d. 

Russe. And Duncan’s horses, ( a thing most 
strange and certain,) 

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race. 

Turn’d wold in nature, broke their stalls, flung out. 

Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 

Old M. ’Tis said, they eat each other. 

Rosse. They did so; to the amazement of mins 
eyes, [duff:— 

That look’d upon’t. Here comes the good Mac- 

Enter Macduff. 

How goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd. Why, see you not? 

Rosse. Is’t known, who did this more than bloody 
deed ? 

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Rosse. Alas, the day \ 

What good could they pretend ? 

Macd. _ They were suborn’d : 

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, 

Are stol’n away and fled ; w'hich puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Rosse. ’Gainst nature still : 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt raven up 
Thine own life’s means ! — Then, ’tis most like. 

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already nam’d; and gone to Scone, 

To be invested. 

Rosse. Where is Duncan’s body? 

Maccf. Carried to Colmes kill ; 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 

And guardian of their bones. 

Rosse. / Will you to Scoiie? 

Macd. No, cousin, I’ll to Fife. I 

Rosse. Well, Twill tlnther. 1 

Macd. Well, may you see things well done there ; 

— adieu ! 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new ! 

Rosse. Father, 

Old M. God’s benison go with you; and with 
those 

i That would make good of bad, a*d friends of foes! 

| Exeunt . 
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ACT ITT. 

Scene I. — Fores. A Room in the Palace . 
Enter Banquo. 

Ban . Thou hast it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, 
As the weird women promis’d; and, I tear, [alt. 
Thou play’dst most foully fort: jet it was said. 

It should not stand in thy posterity ; 

But that myself should Be the root, and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 

(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well. 

And set me up in hope ? But, hush ; no more. 

Senei sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King ; Lady 
Macbeth, as Queen; Lenox, Rosse, Lords, 
Ladies ; and Attendants . 

Mach . Here’s our chief guest. 

Lady M. If he had been forgotten. 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 

And all things unibecoming. 

Mach. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 
And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. . # Let your highness 

Command upon me ; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. We should have else desir’d your good . 
advice 

(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,) 
In this day’s council; but We’ll take to-morrow. 

Is’t far you ride ? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
’Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better, 

I must become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour, or twain. 

Mach. ■ Fail not our feast. 

• Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mach. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention : But of that to morrow ; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state. 
Craving us jointly. _ Hie you to horse: Adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 
Ban. Ay , my good lord : our time does call upon us. 
Mach. I wish your horses swift, and sure of* foot ; 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 

Farewell.- — # [Exit Banquo . 

"Let every man be master of his time 

Till seven at night ; to make society 

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 

Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with yon. 

l Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies , j§Tc. 
Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our pleasure V 
Attend. They are, my lord, without the palace 
gate. ' ■ ' 

Mach. Bring them before us. — {Exit Attendant. 
To be thus, is nothing ; 

But to be safely thus; — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that, which would be fear’d : Tis much he 
dares ; 

And, (o that dauntless temper of his mind, 

He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none, but he, 

Whose being 1 do fear : and, under him, 

M f genius is rebuk’d j as, it is said, 

Mark Antony’s was by Caesar. He chid the sisters, 
When tirgt they put the name of King upon me. 

And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like. 
They hail’d him father to a line of kings; 

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown. 

And put a barren sceptre in my gripe. 

Thence to be wrench’d with an unimeal hand, 

Nb son bf mine succeeding. If it be so, 

For Ranquois issqe have 1 fil’d my mind ; 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d ; 


Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings I 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list. 

And champion me to the utterance ! — Who’s there? 

Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers. 
Now to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Exit Attendant 

Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 

1 Mur. It was, so please your highness. 

Mach. Well then, now 

Have you consider’d of my speeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent self: this I made good to you 
In our last conference ; pass’d in probation with yon. 
How you were borne in hand ; how cross’d ; the in- 
struments; 

Who wrought with them; and all things else, that 
To half a soul, and a notion craz’d, [might. 

Say, Thus did Banquo. 

] Mur. You made it known to ns. 

Mach . I did so; and went further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature, 

That you can let this go? Are you so gospell'd, 

To pray for this good man, and for his issue, 

Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave, 
And heggar a yonrs for ever ? 

1 Mur. We are men, rny liege. 

Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs, 
Shonghs, water-rugs, and demi- wolves, are eloped 
All hy the name of dogs: the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 

The house- keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him clos’d ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the hill 
That writes them all alike and so of men. 

Now, if you have a station in the file, 

And not in the worst rank of manhood, say it ; 

And I will put that business in your bosoms. 

Whose execution takes your enemy off; 

Grapples you to the heart and love of us. 

Who wear our health but sickly in his life. 

Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, mv liege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incens’d, that I am reckless what 

I do, to spite the world. 

1 Mur. And I another, 

So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune. 

That I would set my life on any chance. 

To mend it, or be rid ori’t. 

Mach. Both of you 

Know, Banquo was your enemy. 

2 Mur. True, my lord. 

Mach. So is he mine : and in such bloody distance, 

That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against rny near’st of life : And though I could 
With bare-fac’d power sweep him from my sight, 
And bid my will avouch it ; yet I must not, 

For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whose loves 1 may not drop, but'wail his fall 
Whom I myself struck down: and thence it is. 

That I to your assistance do make love; 

Masking the business from die common eye, 

For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur. We shall, my lord 

Perform what.you command us. 

I Mur. ' Though our lives j- . 

Mach . Your spirits shine through yoa. ' Within 
this hour, at most, 

I will advise you where to plant yourselves. 

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’the time. 

The moment on’t; for’t must be done to-night. 

And something from the palace ; always thought. 
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That I require a clearness : And with him, 

(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in tlve work,) 

Finance his son, that keeps him company, 

Whose absence is no leas material to me 
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart; 

I’ll come to you anon. 

2 Mur We are resolv’d, my lord. 

Macb. I’ll call upon you straight ; abide within. 

It is concluded * Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 

.If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. 

[ Exeunt . 

Scene II. — The same. Another Room . 

"Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant. 

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court? 

Sera, Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 
Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his 
For a lew words. [leisure 

Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Lady M. Nought’s had, all’s spent. 

Where our desire is got without content : 

’Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone ? 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making ? 

Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without remedy. 
Should be without regard : what’s done, is done. 

Macb. We have scotch’d the snake, not kill’d it; 
She’ll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. A 

But let ^ m i 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead. 
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace. 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treason has Jone his worst : nor steel, nor poison. 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further j 
Lady M. Come on ; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks ; 

Be bright and jovial ’mong your guests to-night. 

Macb . So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you : 

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 

Present him eminence, both with eye ana tongue . 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, | 

Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must leave this. 

Macb. 0, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know’st that Banquo, and his Fleance, live. ! 
Lady M. But in them nature’s copy’s not eterne. 
Macb . There’s comfort yet; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister’d flight; ere, to black Hecate’s sum- 
mons, 

The shard- borne beetle, with his drowsy hums. 

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What’s to be done ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest 
chuck, 

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale ! — Light thickens ; and the 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : [crow 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 
Whiles night’s black agents to their prey do rouse. 
Thoa marveH’st at my words : but hold thee still , 


Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill 
So, pr ythee, go with me. [Exeunt. 

Scene If l . — The same. A Park or Lawn , with 
a Gate leading to the Palace. 

Enter Three Murderers. 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us? 

3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust : siuce he de- 

Our offices, and what we have to do, [livers 

To tlie direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day • 
Now spurs the la ted traveller apace, t 

.To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark ! I hear horses. 

Ban. [Within.) Give us a light there, hoi 

2 Mur. Then it is he ; the rest 

I hat are within the note of expectation. 

Already are i’the court. 

1 Mur. His horses go about. 

3 Mur. Almost a mile : but he does usually. 

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, a Servant with 
torch preceding them. 

2 Mur. A light, a light ! 

3 Mur. Tis he. — 

1 Mur. Stand to’t. 

Ban. It will be rain to-night. 

1 Mur. Let it come down. 

( Assaults Banquo.) 

. Ban. O, treachery ! Fly, good Fleance, fly, lly, fly ; 
/Thou may’st revenge, — O slave I 

(Dies. Fleance and Servant escape.) 
3 Mur. Who did strike out the light? 

1 Mur. Was’t not the wir.dt 

3 Mur. There’s but one down ; the son is fled, 

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair. 

1 Mur. Well, let’s away, and say how much is 
done. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Room of State in the Palace. A 
Banquet prepared. 

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, 
Lords , and Attendants. 

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down . 
And last, the hearty welcome. [at first 

Lords. ' Thanks to your majesty 

Macb. Ourself will mingle with society. 

And play the humble host. 

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best lime, 

We will require her welcome. [friends,. 

Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our 
For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 

Enter first Murderer, to the door. 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts? 
thanks — 

Both sides are even : Here I’ll sit i’the midst 
Be large in mirth ; anon, we’ll drink a measure 
The table round. — There’s blood upon thy- face*. 
Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s then. 

Mach. ’Tis better thee without, than he withim 
Is he despatch’d ? 

Mur. My lord, his throat is cat; that I did fqr 
him. [he’s good, 

Macb. Thou art the besto’the cut-thuoatsM Yet 
That did the hke for Fleance : if thou didst it; 

Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is ’scap’d. * [perfect}, 

Macb. Then comes p\y fit again : I bad else been, 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock; 

As broadband general, as the casing air : 

But now l am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, feonnd in. 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe? 
Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides* 
18 
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With twenty trencaed gashes on his head; 

The least a death to nature. _ p . 

Macb Thanks for that 

There the grown serpent lies; the worm, that’s lied. 
Hath natn-e that in time will venom breed. 

No teem far the present— Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We ll hear, ourselves again. ^ 

Lady St. , „ My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer : the feast is sold, 

That is not often vouch’d, while Us a making, 

Tie given with welcome : lo feed, were best at 
home ; 

Fiom thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

jj £acb. Sweet remembrancer I 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both ! 

hen. May it please your highness sit r # 

( The Ghost of Banquo rises, and sits tn 
Macbeth's place.) 

Macb. Here had we now our country's honour 
roof’d. 

Were the grac'd person of our Banquo present; 

Who may l rather challenge for unkindness, 

Than pity for mischance 1 . 

Rosse. His absence, sir. 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your high- 
l To grace us with your royal company? [ness 

Macb. The table's full. 

Len. Here's a place reserv’d, sir. 

Macb. Where* _ • . . 

hen. Here, my lord. Whfrt ls’t that 

„ moves ymir hi|hness? 

Macb. Which of you have done this ? 1 

Lords. What, my good lord ; 

Macb. Thou canpt not say, I did it : never shake 
Thy gory locks art the. 

j Rosse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well. 
Lady M. Sit, worthy friends my lord is often 
thus, _ l sea t ; 

And hath been from his youth : ’pray you, keep 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well : If much you note, him. 

You shall offend him, and extend his passion ; 

Feed, and regard him not.— Are you a man? 

Macb. Ay, and a hold one, that dare look on that 
W hich might appal the devil. 

Lady M. O proper stuff ! 

This is the very paiuling of your tear : 

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said, 

Led you to Duncan. (), these flaws, and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's story, at a winter’s fire, . 

Authoriz’d by her grandam. Shame itself! 

Why do you make such faces? When all’s done, 
You look but on a stool. 

Macb. Pry thee, see there! behold ! look ! Io ! 
how say you ? 

Why, what care 1 ? If thou canst nod, speak too.— 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send . 
Those tnat we bury, back , our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. ( Ghost disappears .) 
Lady M. What! quite unuiann’d in folly i 
Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M. Fy, for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, f the olden 
time, 

Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal ; 

Ay, aad since too, murders have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, \ 
That when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end : but now, they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 

And push us from our stools : This is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

La dy M. My worthy lord, 

Y our noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget :- 

Do not muse at me my most worth) friends ; 


I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to 
all; * tf’! 11 ~ 

Then I’ll sit down: Give me some wim, fill 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table. 

Ghost rises. . 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
Would he were l|re ! to all, and him, we thirst, 

And all to all. , . , , , 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth 
hide thee ! . , 

Thy bones a»e marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers. 

But as a tiling of custom : *tis no other; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

I Macb. What man dare, I dare : 

Approach thou hke the rugged Russian bear. 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 

Take any shape but that* and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 

1 f trembling I inhibit thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow' ! 

(Ghost disappear 

Unreal mockery, hence!— Why, so;— being gone, 

I am a man again.— Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke 
the good meeting, 

With most admir’d disorder. 

Macb. Can such things be. 

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud, 

•i Without our special wonder? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that’ l owe. 

When now I think you can behold such sights. 

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 

When mine are blanch’d with fear. . 

Rosse. What sights, my lord ? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows worse 
and worse; 

Question enrages him: at once, good night:— 

Stand not upon the order ot your going. 

But go at once. 

Len. Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

Lady M. A kind good night to all ! 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendants . 
Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood will 
have* blood : [speak ; 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to 
Augurs, aud understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought 
forth . 

The secret’st man of blood.— What is the night? 
Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which 
which. ... 

Macb. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies 
person. 

At our great bidding ? .... 

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir 

Mach. I hear it by the way ; but 1 will send : 
There’s not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow, 

(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters ; 

More shall they speak; for now l am bent to know. 
By the worst means, the Worst : for mine own 
good, 

All causes shall give way: I am in blood 
Stept in so far, that, should I wade no more. 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er : 

Strange things I have in head, that will to band; 
Which must be acted, ere they may be sc 
Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, 
■" sleep.- 

Macb. Come, we’ll to sleep: My strange ana 
self abuse 

• Is the initiate tear, that wants hard use ; — 

1 We are yet but young in deed. * [Exeunt. 
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Scene Y.—The Heath. Thunder. 

Enter Hecate, meeting the three Witches. 

1 Witch Why, how now, Hecate? you look 
angerly. 

Hec. Have 1 not reason, beldams, as you are. 
Saucy, and overbold ? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 

In riddles, and affairs of death ; 

And i, the mistress of your charms, 

The close contriver of all harms, 

Was never call’d to bear my part, 

Or show the glory of our ait? 

And, which is worse, all yon have done 
Hath been but for a wayward son, 

Spiteful, and wrathful; who, as others do, 

Loves for his own ends, not for yon. 

But make amends now: Get you gone. 

And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i’the morning; thither he 
Wilt come to know his destiny. 

Tour vessels, and your spells, provide, 

.Your charms, and every thing beside* 

I Am for the air; this night ill spend. 

Unto a dismal- fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon * 

Upon the comer of the moon 
There hangs a vaporous drop profound ; 

I’ll catch it ere it come to ground : 

And that, distiird by magic slights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprights, 

As, by the strength of their illusion. 

Shall draw him on to his confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes 'hove wisdom, grace, and fear: 

And you all know, security 
Is mortals’ chiefest enemy. 

Song ( Within .) Come away, come away, tyc. 
Hark, l am called; my little spirit, see, 

Bits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit. 
1 Witch. Lome, let’s make haste ; she’ll soon be 
back again. [Exeunt. 

Scene V I. — Fores. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter JLjEnox and another Lord, 
hen. My former speeches have but hit your 
thoughts. 

Which can interpret further : only, I say. 

Things have been strangely borne : The gracious 
Duncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth : — marry, he was dead ; — 
And the right-valiant Bauquo walk d too late : 

W horn, you may say, it it please you, Fleance 
kifl’d, 

For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain, 

To kill their gracious father ? damned fact ! 

How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not straight. 

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves ofdriuk, and thralls of sleep ? 
Was not that, nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too; 
For ’twotdd have anger’d any .heart alive. 

To hear the men deny it. So that, I say, 

He has borne all things well : and I do think. 

That, had he Duncan’s sons under his key, 

(As, a n’t please heaven, he shall not,) they should 
find 

W riat ’twere to kill a father: so should Fleance. 
But, peace !— for from broad words, and ’cause he 
fail’d 

Hi* presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear, 

Macduff lives in disgrace : Sir, can you tell 
W he re he bestows himself? 

Lord. The son of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth. 

Lives in the ^English court; and is receiv’d 
O'i the most fiious Edward with such grace. 

That the malevolence of fortune nothing 


Takes from his high respect : Thither Mardnif 

Is gone to pray the holy king, on his aid 

To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward . 

That, by the help of these, (with Him above 

To ratify the work,) we may again 

Give to our tables meat, slee,. to our nights ; 

Free from our feasts and- banquets bloody knives; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours. 

All which we pine for now : And this report 
Hath so exasperate fhe king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 
hen. Sent he to Macduff ? 

Lord . He did : and with an absolute, Sir, not 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back, 

And hums ; as who should say, # You'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this answer. 

hen. And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance. 

His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, aud unfold 
His message ere he come; that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accurs’d l ' 

Lord. . My prayers with him ! 

[Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I . — A dark Cave . In the middle, a Caul* 
dron boiling. Thunder . 

Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch . Thrice the b rinded cat hath mew’d. 

2 Witch . Thrice ; and once the hedge- pig whin'd. 

3 Witch. Harper cries «’Tis time, ’tks time. 

1 Witch. Hound about the cauldron go; 

In the poison'd entrails throw. 

Toad, that under coldest stone, 

Days and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter’d venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i’the charmed pot! 

AIL Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 f f itch. Fillet of a fenny snake. 

In the cauldron boil and" bake : 

t e of newt, and toe of frog, 
ool of bat, and tongue of dog, 

Adder’s fork, and blind-worm’s sting. 

Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing. 

For a charm of powerful trouble. 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tootb of wolfs 
Witches’ mummy ; maw, and gulf. 

Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark; 

Root of hemlock, digg’d i’the dark ; 

Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 

GaH of goat, and slips of yew, 

Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse; 

| Nose of Tujfk, and Tartar’s lip*; 

Finger of birth-strangled babe, 

Ditch-deliver’d by a drab, 

Make the gruel thick and slab : 

Add thereto a tiger’s chawdron, 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

AIL Double, double toil aud trouble ; 

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood. 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, and the other three Witch#, 
Hec. O, well done ! I commend your pains; 

And every one shall share i’the gains. 

And now about the cauldron sing. 

Like elves and feiries in a ring. 

Enchanting all that you put in. 

SONG. 

Black spirits and white , 

Red spirits and grey ; 

Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
k You that mingle may. 
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3 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs. 
Something wicked this way comes: — 

Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. How cow, you secret, black, and mid- 
Wbat is’t you do ? [night hags ? 

All. A deed without a name. 

Mach. I conjure yon, by that which you profess, 
(Howe’er you come to know it,) answer me : 
Though you untie the wiuds, and let them tight 
Against the churches ; though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 

Though bladed corn be lodg’d, and trees blown 
down ; 

Though castles topple on their warders’ heads; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope 
Their heads to their foundations : though the treasure 
Of nature’s gerrains tumble all together. 

Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch . Speak. 

3 Witch. Demand. 

3 Witch. We’ll answer. 

1 Witch. Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our 
Or from our masters’ ? [mouths, 

Mach. t Call them, let me see them. 

I Witch . Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow; grease, that’s sweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the tiame. 

All. Come, high, or low ; 

Thyself, and office, deftly show. 

Thunder. An Apparition of an armeH Head 
rises. 

Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power,-— - — 

1 Witch. He knows thy thought ; 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth I Aiacbeth ! beware 
Macduff; 

Beware the thane of Fife.— Dismiss me Enough. 

(Descends.) 

Mach. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks ; [more:— 

Thou hast harp’d my fear aright: — But one word 
1 Witch. He will not be commanded: Here’s 
More potent than the first [another. 

Thunder . An Apparition of a bloody Child rises. 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! — 

hlacb. Had I three ears. I’d hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, 

And resolute ; laugh to scorn the power of man, 

For none of woman born shall harm Macbejji. 

Mach. Then live, Macduff: What need I fear 
, of thee ? V 

But yet I’U make assurance double sure, 

A nd take a bond of fate : thou slialt not live ; 

I hat I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 

And sleep in spite of thunder.— What is this. 

Thunder . . An Apparition of a Child crowned, 
with a tree in his hand, rises. 

hat rises like the issue of a king ; 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty? 

Listen, but speak not. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
V* ho chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. (Descends.) 

Mach. That will never be; 

Who can impress the forest ? bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements ! good T 


Rebellions bead, rise never, till the wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac’d Aiacbeth 
Shal l li ve the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal custom.— Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing ; tell me, (if your art 
Gan tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

A ll. Seek to know no more. 

Mach. I will be satisfied : deny me this. 

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know*—. 
Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is this ? 

(Haul hoys.) 

1 Witch. Show ! 2 Witch. Show! 3 Witch. Show! 
All. Show his eyes, arid grieve his heart ; 

Corme like shadows, so depart. 

Eight Kings appear , and pass over the Stage in 
order; the last with a glass in his hand; 
Banquo following . 

Mach. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo, 
down ! [hair. 

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls : — And thy 
Thou other gold- bound brow, is like the first : — 

A third is like the former Filthy hags! 

Why do you show me this ? — A fourth ? — Start, 
eyes 1 [doom ? 

What! will the line stretch out to the crack of 
Another yet? — A seventh ?— I’ll see no more:— 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass. 
Which shows me many more; and some I see, 

That two- fold balls and treble sceptres carry ; 
Horrible sight! — Ay, now, I see, ’tis true ; 

For 'the blood- bolter’d Banquo smiles upon me. 

And points at them for his — What, is this so ? 

1 Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so:- — But why 
Stands Aiacbeth thus amazedly ?■ — 

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights, 

And show the best of our delights ; 

I’ll charm the air to give a sound, 

While you perform your antique round 
That this great king may kindly say, 

Our duties did his welcome pay 

(Music. The Witches dance, and vanish.) 
Macb. Where are they ? Gone ?— Let this per- 
nicious hour 

Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — 

Come in, without there ! 

Enter Lenox. 

Len. What’s your grace’s will f 

Mach. Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Lew. No, my lord. 

Mach. Came they not by yon ? 

Den. No, indeed, my lord. 

Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn’d all those that trust them ! — I did hear 
The galloping of horse : Who was’t came by ? 

Len. ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring yon 
Alacduff is fled to England. [word, 

Mach. Fled to England ? 

Len. Av, my good lord. 

Macb , Time, thou anticipat’st my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpose never is o’er took. 

Unless the deed go wfyh it: From this moment. 

The very firstlings of my heart shall he 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now. 

To crown rny thoughts with acts, be it thought and 
done: 

The castle of Macduff I will surprise : 

Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o’the sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace his line. No boasting like a fool ; 

This deed I’ll do, before this purpose bool ; 

But no more sights ’—Where are these gentlemen? 
Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Fife. A Hoorn in Macduff s Castle . 
Enter Lady Macduff, her Son , and Rosse. 
Lady Macd. What had he done, to make him fly 
the land? r 
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Jttosse , Y ou mast have patience, madam. 

L. Mated. He had none: 

His flight was madness : When our actions do not. 
Our Tears do make us. traitors. 

Masse. , . You know not, 

Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear. 

L. Mated. Wisdom I to leave his wife, to leave 
his babes, 

His mansion, and his titles, in a place 

From whence himself does fly ? He loves us not; 

He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren, 

The most diminutive of birds, will fight, 

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 

As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Masse. My dearest coz\ 

I pray you, school yourself: but, for your husband. 
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 
The fits o’the season. I dare not speak much further : 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors. 

And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear; 
But float upon a wild and violent sea. 

Each way, and move. — I take my leave of you: 
Shall nut he long but I’ll be here again : 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. — My pretty cousin, 
Blessing upon you ! 

h. Mated. Father’d he is, and yet he’s fatherless. 
Rosso. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer. 
It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort : 

I take toy leave at once. f Exit Rosse. 

L. Marti . Sirrah, your father’s dead ; 

And w hat will yon do now ? How will you live ? 
Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Mated. What, with worms and flies? 

Son. With' what I get, I mean; and so do they. 
h Meted. Boor bird ! thou’dst never fear the net, 
The pit-fall, uor the gin. [nor lime, 

Son.. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they 
are not set for. 

My father is not dead, for all your saying. 

L. Mated. Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do for 
a father ? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband? 

L. Maed. Why, I can buy me twenty at any 
market. 

Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again. 

L. Macd. Tima speak’st with ail thy wit; and 
yet i’faith, 

With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L. Macd. Ay, that lue was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

JL. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Sort. And be all traitors, that do so? 

It. Mated. Every one that does so, is a traitor, 
and must be hanged. [and lie ? 

Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear 
L. Macd. Everyone. 

Son. Who must hang them ? 

L. Macd. Why, the honest men. 

Son. 'Then' the liars and swearers are fools: for 
there are liaw and swearers enough to beat the 
honest men, and hang up them. 

JL. Macd. Now God help thee, pbor monkey! 
But how wilt thou do for a father? 

Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him : if you 
would not, it were a good sign that 1 should quickly 
have a new father. 

Z». Macd. Poor prattler! how thou talk’st ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you 
: known, 

rhough in your state of honour I am perfect. 

I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly: 

If you will take a homely man’s advice, 

Be not found here * hence with your little ones. 
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To fright you thus, me thinks, I am too savage; 

To do worse to you, were fell cruelty, [yo i 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve 
I dare abide wo longer. [Exit Messenger. 

L. Macd. ' Whither should Itty? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world; where, to do harm. 

Is often laudable ; to do good, sometime. 

Accounted dangerous folly : Why then, alas ! 

Do I put up that womanly defence, 

To say, I have done no harm ? -What are thea# 

faces ? 

Enter Murderers . 

Mur. Where is your husband ? 

L. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanc lifted, 
Where such as thou may’st find him. 

Mur. He’s a traitor. 

Son. Thou ly'st, thou shag-ear’d villain. 

Mur. What, you egg? [Slabbing him.) 

Young fry of treachery ? 

Son. He has killed me, mother : 

Run away, I pray you. {Dies.) 

[Exit hetdy Macduff. crying murder, 
and pursued by the Murderers. 

Scene III. — England. A room in the King's 
Palace. 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. [there 

M acd. Let u s ra th e r 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men, 
Bestride our down-fall’n hirthdom : Each new morn, 
New widows howl; new orphans cry; new sorrows 
Strike helaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe, I’H wail 

What know, believe; and, what I can redress. 

As I shall find the lime to friend, I will. 

What you have spoke, it may he so, perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 
Was once thought honest : you have lov’d him well ; 
He hath not touch’d you yet. I am young; hut 
something 

You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb. 

To appease an angry god. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mat. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 

In an imperial charge. But ’crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose : 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest Tell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of 
Yet grace must still look so. [grace, 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
doubts. 

Why in that rawness left von wife, and child, 
(Those precious motives, those strongknots of love,) 
Without leave- taking ?-r-I pray you. 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 

But mine own safeties : — You may be rightly just. 
Whatever 1 shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, pour country I 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, * 

For goodness dares not check thee I wear thoa thj 
wrongs. 

Thy title is a fleer’d ! — Fare thee well, lord : 

I would not be the villain that thou think ‘st , 

For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp, 

And the rich East to boot " 

Mat. Be not offended : 

I speak not as in’ absolute fear of you. 

I think, dur country sinks heneatn the yoke ; 

It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds: I think, withal, 

There Would be hands lifted in in? r*ki* 
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Attii here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands ; Out, lor all this, 

When l shall treud upon the tyrant’s head, 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before; 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 

By him tout shall succeed. 

Macd. * What should he be? 

Mai It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted. 

That, wuen they shall be open d, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compar’d 
With my confine less harms. 

Macd Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

Mai I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful. 

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name ; But there’s no bottom, none. 

In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust ; and my desire 
All continent impediments would o’erbear, 

That did oppose my will : Better Macbeth, 

Than such a one to reign. 

Macd. Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne, 

And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 

And yet seem cold, the time yon may so hood-wink. 
We have willing dames enough; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 

Finding it so inclin’d, 

Mai With this, there grows, 

in my most ill-corn pos’d affection, such 
A sfanchless avarice, that, were l king, 

I should cutoff the nobles for their lands; 

Desire his jewels, and this other's house : 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I should ibrge 
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal. 
Destroying the in lor wealth. 

Macd. ' This avarice j 

Micks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root 
I hau summer-seeding lust: and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foysons to till up your will, 

Of your mere own: All these are portable. 

With other graces weigh’d. 

Mai But I have none : The king-becoming graces. 
As justice, verity, temperance, stabteness, 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them; but abound 
In the division of each several crime. 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had 1 power, I should 
roar the sweet milk of concord into hell, 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

■AW- 0 Scotland! Scotland! 

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 

I am as 1 have spoken. 

Macd . Pit to govern ! 

No, nut to live — O nation miserable, 

an u,, f*tl®d tyrant bloody soepterid, 

\y hen shall thou see thy wholesome days again ? 

Mnce that the truest issue of tuy throne 
By his own interdiction stands ac. urs’d. 

And does blaspheme his breed i~-‘ Thy roval father 
Wa»it most Sainted king ; the queen that' bore thee, 
Dltner upon her knees than on her feet, 

Died every, day sue liv'd. Fare tnee well ! 

These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself 

Have banishM me from Scotland.— 0, my brea st 
4 hy hope ends herel 


Mai. Macduff, this nobie pftwioa 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d my- thong.’ Sr 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macfcr *h 
By many of these trains hath soug ht to win me 
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over- credulous haste : But God above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames 1 laid upon myself. 

For strangers to my nature. 1 am yet 
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ; 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own; 

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 
The devil to his lie 1 low : and delight 
No less in truth, than life : my first false speaking 
Was this upon myself : What I am truly, 

Is thine, and my poor country’s to command ; 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-appi oach, * 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 

Ail ready at a point, was setting fortu : 

Now we’ll together; And the chance, of goodness. 
Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you silent } 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome tilings 
Tis hard to reconcile. {once, 

Enter a Doctor. 

Mai Well; more anon.— Comes the king forth! 
I firay you ? 

Doct. Ay, sir: there are a crew of wretched scull 
That stay his cure : their malady convinces 
The great assay of art; but, at his touch. 

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand, 

Thev presently amend 
Mai I thank you, doctor, 

.. 7 .... [Exit Doctor 

Macd . Whats the disease he means 't 
Mai _ ’Tis call’d the evil; 

A most miraculous work in this good king ; 

Which often, since my here-renmin in England, 

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven, 
Himself best knows: but strangely- visited people. 
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures; 

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks, 

Put on with holy prayers : and ’tis spokeu. 

To the succeeding royalty he leaves 

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue. 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy; 

And sundry blessings hang about his throne, 

I hat speak hiui full o! grace. 

Enter Rosse. 

Macd. See, who comes here? 

Mai My countryman ; but yet I know him not 
% Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 
Mai. I know him now : Good Got!, betimes re- 
move 

The means that make ns strangers 1 
Rosse. Sir, A men. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

AlmTafraid to know itself! 5 

Be call’d our mother, but our grave : where aothino 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs,' Tind groans, and shrieks, that rentthi 
■ air, ■ 

Are made, not mark d ; where violent sorrow seem 
A modern ecstacy ; the dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce ask’d, for who; and good men’s live. 
Expire belore the flowers in their caps. 

Dying; or ere they sicken. / 

Macd. O, relation, 

loo nice, and yet too true ! 

Mai . What is the newest grief? 

Uos&e. 1 hat of an hour’s age doth hiss the shaker 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife? 

Rosse. VY ny, well. 
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Macd. And all my children 9 

j Hosse. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their peace ? 
Rosse. No; they were well at peace, when 1 did 
leave them. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech ; How 
goes it? [tidings, 

Rosse When I came hither to transport the 
Which 1 nave heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out-; 

Which was to my belief witness'd the rather, 

For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot: 

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 

To doff their dire distresses. . 

Mai. . Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, ana ten thousand men; 

Ah older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out 
Mouse. Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words. 

That would be howl’d out in the desert air. 

Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd. What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief j 
Due to some single breast? 

Rosse. No mind, that’s honest, 

But in it. shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for 
ever,'.' 

Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound. 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Humph ! I guess at it 

Rosse. Y our castle is surpris’d; your wife, and 
babes, 

Savagely slaughter’d : to relate the manner. 

Were, on the quarry of these murder’d deer. 

To add the death of yon. 

MaL Merciful heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows . 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak. 
Whispers the o’er-franght heart, and bids it break. 
Macd . My children too? 

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence 1 

My wife kill’d too ? 

Rosse. I have said. 

MaL Be comforted: 

Let’s make us med’cines of our great revenge. 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — All my pretty ones ? 
Did you .say, ail? — O, hell-kite! — All? 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell swoop ? 

MaL Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so; 

But I must also feel it as a man ; 

I cannot but remember such things were, ton, 

That were most precious to me.— Did heaven look 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They w^re all struck for thee! naught that I am. 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls: heaven rest them 
now ! Igrief 

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it, 
Macd . O, 1 could play the woman with mine 
eyes, [heaven. 

And braggart with my tongue ! — But, gentle 

Cnt short all intermission; front to front, 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself ; 
Within my sword’s length set him ; if he ’scape. 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

MaL This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready ; 


Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 

Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 

Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer yoo 


may; 

The night is long, that never finds the day. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Scene I. — Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter a Doctor of Physic , and a waiting Gentle* 
woman. 

Doct. I have two nights watched with you, bnt 
can perceive no truth in your report. When was it 
she last walked? 

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I 
have seen her rise from her bed, throw her night? 
gown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, 
fold it, write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and 
again return to bed : yet all this while in a most fast 
sleep. 

Doct. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive 
at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of 
watching. — In this slumbry agitation, besides her 
walking, and other actual performances, what, at 
any time, have you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which 1 will not report after her. 
Doct. You may, to me ; and ’tis most meet you 
should. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one ; having uo 
witness to confirm my speech. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper. 

Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; 
and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand 
Doct. How came she by that light ? [close. 
Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light by her 
continually ; ’tis her command. 

Doct . You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut 
Doct. What is it she does now ? Look, how she 
rubs her hands. 

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to 
seem thus washing her hands ; I have known her 
continue in this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here’s a spot. 

Doct. Hark, she speaks : I will set down what 
comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the 
more strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say !— One; 

Two; Why, then ’tis time to do’t: Hell is 

murky!— Fy, my lord, fy! a soldier, and afeard?’ 
What need we fear who knows it, when none can 
call our power to account? — Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have bad so much blood io 
Doct. Do von mark that ? [him? 

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife; Where 

is she now? What, will these hands ne’er her 

clean ?— No more o’that, my lord, no more o’thati 
you mar all with this starting. [should not, 

Doct. Go to, go to ; you have known what year 
Gent. She has spoke what she should not, 1 am. 
sure of that : heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still.: all 1 
the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little 
hand. Oh ! oh ! oh ! . [charged. 

Doct. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely 
Gent. I would not have such a heart in ray 
bosom, for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct. Well, well, well, — 

Gent. ’Pray God, it be, sir. 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice: Yet 
have known those which have walked in their sleep 
who have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your night-: 
gown; look not so pale: — I tell you yet again*: 
Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out ofhis grave, 
Doct. Even so? . 

Lady M. To bed, to bed ; there’s knocking ati 
the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me 
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hand ; What’s done, cannot be undone : To bed, 
to bed, to bed* [Exit. 

Duct. Will she go now to bed? 

Gent. Directly* [deeds 

Doct, Foul whisperings are abroad: Unnatural 
l)o breed unnatural troubles: infected minds 
JPo their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine, than the physician.— 
God, God, forgive us all! Look, after her; 

Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 

Aud still keep eyes upon her : — So, good night : 

My miud she has mated, and amaz’d my sight: * 

1 think, but dare not speak. 

Gent. Good night, good doctor. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. — The Country near Dunsinane. 
Enter , with drum and colours , Menteth, Cath- 
ness, Ancus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 

Ment. The English power is near, led cn by 
Malcolm, 

His uncle Si ward, and the good Macduff. 

Revenges burn in them : for their dear causes 
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm, 

Excite the mortified man. 

Near Birnam wood 

Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his 
brother ? 

Len. For certain, sir, he is not: I have a file 
Of all the gentry ; there is Siward’s son, 

And many unrough youths, that even now 
Protest their first 6f manhood. 

Ment. . What does the tyrant? 

Lath. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies : 
Some say, he’s mad ; others, that lesser hate him. 
Do call it valiant fury: but, tor certain. 

He cannot buckle his distemper’d cause 
■ Within the belt of rule. 

A 7i//. Now does he feel 

His secret murders sticking on his hands; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach : 
Those he commands, move only in command. 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Meiit. Who then shall blame 

His pester’d *»«««»« *a wecoU, and start. 

When an mat is within him does condemn 
Itself, for being there ? 

Cath. Well, march we on, 

To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d : 

Meet we the medecin of the sickly weal ; 

And with him pour we, in our country’s purge. 

Each drop of us. 

Xsw. Or so much as it needs, 

1 o dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make we our march towards Birnam. 

[Exeunt, marching. 
Scene III.— Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Macbeth, Doctor , and Attendants. 

T'ii tv Brin * T rj0 niore r< T°rts; let them fly all ; 

I ill Birnam wood remove to JDunsiimne, 

I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm ? 
Was he not born of woman ? The spirits that know 
Ail mortal consequents, pronounc’d me thus : 
mar not. Macbeth; no man. that's born of woman, 
Shalt e er have power on thee.— Then flv, false 
And mingle with the English epicures : [thanes 

Hie mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 7 

Shall never sagg with doubt, nor shake with fear. 



Enter a Servant. 
fvil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d loon! 
* gotst thou that goose look t 

15 “ire is ten thousand- 

” Geese, villain ? 

tlr Off. oriS thy face, and ov^dlh^ 


Thou lily-liver’d boy. What soldiers. patch? 
Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ? 
Serv. The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence.— Seyton! I 

sick at heart, 

When I behold— Seyton, I say !— This push 
Will cheer me ever, or dissent me now. 

I have liv’d long enough: my way of life 
Is fall’n into, the sear, the yellow leaf: 

And that which should accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth- honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would lain deny, but dare not 
Seyton ! 


Enter Seyton. 


What is your gracious pleasure ? 
o ah - - , What news more? 

bey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was re- 
ported. 

Macb . I’ll fight, till from my bones my flesh be 
Give me my armour. [hack’d. 

Sty. _ ’Tis not needed yet. 

Macb. 1 11 put it on. 

Send out more horses, skirr the country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear.— Give me mine ar- 

How does your patient, doctor? (mour, 

Doct. Not so sick, my lord. 

As -she is troubled with thick- coming fancies. 

That keep her from her rest 
Macb. Cure her of that: 

Lanst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd ; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 

Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 

And, with some sweet oblivions antidote. 

Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff. 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doct. Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Macb. Throw physic to the dogs, I’ll none of it— 
Come, put mine armour on; gi\e me my staff:— 
Seyton, send out.— Doctor, the thanes fly from 


Come, sir, despatch If thou couldsl, doctor, cast 
I he water ol my land, find her disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

J hat should applaud again.— Pull't off, I say.— 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 
Would scour these English hence ?— Hearest thou 
ol them r 

Eoct. Av, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Macb. Bring it after me, 

fwiii not be afraid of death and bane. 

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. [Exit 

Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and dear, * 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. [ Exit. 


Scene IV .— Country near Dunsinane : A Wood 
m view. 


Enter , with drum and colours, Malcolm, old 

hi ward an d $° n * Macduff, ■■MUNTitTSt, 
Cathness, Angus, Lenox, Rosse, and Soldiers, 
marching . * 

Mai. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand, 
I hat chambers will be safe. 

^nt'xxT r i j * , . dowi)t >t nothing. 

bnv. What wood is this before us? 

<• i . Th , e . woo< * of Birnaa »‘ 

a i l every soldier hew him down a bough. 
And bear t before him; thereby shall we shadow 
1 he numbers of onr host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

It shall be done. 

btiv. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant. 
Keeps still -m Dunsinane, and will endure * 


m 



Scene 7. 


MACBETH. 


Our setting down before’t. 

Mai. ’Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and less hath given him the revolt; 

And none serve with him, but constrained things, 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we oi 
Industrious soldiership. 

Situ. The time approaches, 

That Will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate: 

Towards which, advance the war. 

[Exeunt, marching. 

Scents Y.~~Dun$inane. PFitMn the Castle. 
Enter , with drums and colours , Macbeth, 
Seyton, and Soldiers. 

Mad 5k Hang out our banners on the outward walls; 
The cry is still, They come : Our castle’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie. 

Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 

Were they not forc’d with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is that 
noise? (A cry within, of women.) 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 
Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears : 
The time has been, my senses would have cool’d 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in’t: I have supp’d full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 
Cannot once start me. — Wherefore was that cry? 
Sey . The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Macb. She should have died hereafter; 

There would have been a time for such a word. — 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 

To the last syllable of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle * 
Life’s but a walking shadow ; a poor, player. 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 

And then is heard no more: it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

Signifying nothing.— 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou ccm’st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

Mess. Gracious my lord, 

I shall report that which I say I saw. 

But know not how to do it. 

Macb , Well, say, sir. 

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
l look'd toward Birnam, and anon, rnethought, 

The wood began to move. 

Macb. Liar, and slave I 

( Striking him.) 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if t be not so : 
Within this three mile may you see it coming; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou speak’st false, 

Upon the next tree shaft thou hang alive. 

Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much.— 

I pull in resolution; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend. 

That lies like truth : Fear not , till Birnam wood 
Do come to Dunsinane : — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane.— Arm, arm, and out! — 
If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I ’gin to be a- weary of the sun. 

And wish the estate o the world were now undone.— 
Bing the alarum bell Blow, wind! come, wrack ! 
At least we ll die with harness on our back. 

f Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — The same. A Plain before ihe Castle. 

Enter, with drums and colours , Malcolm, ola 
Siward, Macduff, §fc. and their Army , with 
boughs. 

Mai. Now near enough; your Ieavy screens 
throw down. 

And show like those you are: — You, worthy uncle, 
.Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son. 

Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff, and we. 
Shall take upon us what else remains to do. 
According to our order. 

Siw. Fare you well. 

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 

Bet us be beaten, if we cannot fight [all breath, 
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give them 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

[Exeunt. Alarums continued. 
Scene VII. — The same. Another part of the Plain. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They have tied me to a stake ; I cannot fl v . 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course— What’s h®, 
r l hat was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young Siward. 

Yo. Siw. What is tky name? 

“¥r ac t'. .. ,, , Thou’lt be afraid to hear it 

Yo. Siw. No; though thou call’st thyself a hotter 
Than any is in hell. [name 

Macb. My name’s Macbeth. 

Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pronounce 
More hateful to mine ear. [a title 

Macb. No, nor more fearful, 

T Yo. Shv. Thou best, abhorred tyrant; with my 
Til prove the lie thou speak’st. [sword 

( They fight, and young Siward is slain.) 
Macb. Thou wast born of woman.— 

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn. 
Brandish’d by man that's of a woman born. [Exit. 

Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

Macd. That way the noise is Tyrant, show thy 
face : 

If thou be’st slain, and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms 
Are hir’d to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge, 

I sheathe again uudeeded. There thou shouldst be ; 
By tiiis great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited : Let me find him, fortune ! 

And more I beg not. [Exit. Alarum 

Enter Malcolm and old Siward. 

Siw. This way, my lord ;— the castle’s gently ren 
The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight; [der’d : 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 

The day almost itself professes yours. 

And little is to do. 

Mai. ' We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 

[Exeunt. Alarums. 
Re-enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why should I play the Roman fool, and 
die 

On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Re enter Macduff. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb. Of all men else l have avoided thee . 

But get thee back, my soul is too much charg’d 
W th blood of thine already. 

• Macd. I have no words, 

! My voice ism my sword ; thou bloodier villain 
Thajo terms can give thee out ! {They fight.) 

. Macb. Thou losest labour : 


’*•4 ; f* * 
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Act T, 


An ©AST may st thou the intrencha nt air 
With tuy kfvn sword impress, as make me bleed : 
If: Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 

I ■ I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 

I It To one of woman born. 

I ■ Meted. Despair thy charm ; 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv’d, 

I I Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 

I Untimely ripp’d. 

Macb. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
1 Por it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 

M And be these juggling fiends no more believ’d, 

| « That palter with us in a double sense;* 

I « . That keep the word of promise to our ear, 

i And break it to our hope. — I'll not fight with thee. 

I It; Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 

| And In e to be the show and gaze o’the lime. 

Well have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 

1 f Painted upon a pole : and underwrit, 

I ;I Here may you see the tyrant . 

II Macb. I’ll not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet. 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 

Though Birnarn wood be come to Dunsinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born. 

Yet i will try the last : Before my body 
I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduff; 

And damn'd be him that first cries. Hold , enough. 
\ [Exeunt, fighting. 

Retreat . Flourish . Re enter , with drum and 
colours, Malcolm, old Si ward, Rosse, Lenox, 
Angus, Cathness, Menteth, and Soldiers. 
Mai. I would, the friends we miss were safe 
arriv’d. 

Siw. Some must go off: and yet, by these I see, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mai.. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 
Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s 
He only liv’d but tilJ he was a man ; [debt: 

' The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d 

In the unshrinking station where he fought. 

But. like a man he died. 

\ Stw. Then he is dead ? 
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Haste. Ay, and brought off the field yonr cftuf# 
of sorrow 

Must not he measur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he his hurts before ? 

Hosse. Ay, on the front 
Siw. Why then, God’s soldier be he 

Had I as many sons as I have^ hairs, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death : 

And so his knell is knoli’d, 

Mai. t He’s worth more sorrow 

And that I’ll spend for him* 

Siw. He’s worth no more 

They say, he parted well, and paid his score : 

So* Gud be with him ! — Here comes newer comfort 

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth's head on a pole. 
Macd. Hail, king ! for so thou art : Behold, where 
stands 

The usurper’s cursed head : the time is free : 

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl, 

That speak my salutation in their minds ; 

Whose voices I desire aloud with miue, — 

Hail, king of Scotland ! 

AIL King of Scotland, hail ! . 

. (Flourish. 

Mai . We shall not spend a large expense of time, 
Before we reckon with your several loves, [men. 
And make us even with you. My thanes and kins- 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do. 
Which would be planted newly with the time, — 

As calling home our exil’d friends abroad, 

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 

Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead hutcher, and his fiend like queen ; 
Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life This, and what ner dful els* 

That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place: 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone, 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 
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The tragedy of Kmgr John, though not written with the utmost power of Shah 
fnterotmmse of incidents and characters. The lady’s grief is very afleciine : au< 
that mixture of greatness and levity, which this author delighted to exhibit. 


i with the utmost power of Shakspeare, is varied with a very pleasing 
lady’s grief is very atieciing ; and the character of the Bastard contains 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


KING JOHN. 

PRINCE li ENR Y , Ms Son ,* afterwards King Henry III. 
ARTHUR, Duke oj Bretagne, Son of Geffrey, late Duke 
Brother of King John. 

WILLIAM MAfcESHALL, Earl of Pembroke. 
GEFFREY FITZ PETER, Earl oj' Essex, Chief Justici- 
ary of England. 

WILLIAM LONGSWORD, Earl of Salisbury . 
ROBERT BIGOT, Earl of Norfolk! 

HUBERT DE BURGH, Chamberlain to the King. 
ROBERT FAULCONBRIDGE, Son qf Sir Robert Faul - 
co no ridge. 

PHILIP FAULCONBRIDGE, his Half brother, bastard 
' . Son to King Richard the First. 

JAMES GURNEY, Servant to Lady Faulconbridge. 
PETER cf Fomfret, a Prophet. 


PHILIP , King of France, 

Lr.WlS the Dauphin. 

ARCHDUKE OF AUSTRIA. 

CARDINAL PANDULPH, the Pope’s Legate. 

MELON, a French Lord. 

CHATILLON, Ambassador from France to King John. 
ELINOR, the Widow of King Henry II, and Mother 
of King John. 

CONSTANCE, Mother to Arthur. 

BLANCH , Daughter to Alphonse, King of Castile , and 
Niece to King John 

LADY FAULCONBRIDGE, Mother to the Bastard and 
Robert Faulconbridge. 

Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Angiers , Sheriff, Heralds , 
Officers, Soldiers, Messengers , and other Attendants. 


Scene, — Sometimes in England , and sometimes in France. 


Scene i. — Northampton. A Room of State in the 
Palace. 

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, 
Essex, Salisbury, and others , ivith Chatillon. 
King John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would 
France with us? 

Chat, Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of 
France, 

In my behaviour, to the majesty, 

The borrow’d majesty of England here. 

Eli. A strange beginning; — borrow’d majesty! 

K John. Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy. 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 

Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories ; 

To Ireland, Poic tiers, Anjou, Tonraiue, Maine : 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword, 

Which sways usurpingly these several titles ; 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand. 

Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody war, 
To enforce these rights, so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood 
for blood, 

Controlment for control ment: so answer France. 

Chat. Then take my king’s defiance from my 
The furthest limit of iny embassy. [mouth, 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in 
peace : 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 

For ere thou canst report I will be there. 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 

So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 

And sullen presage of your own decay.— 

An honourable conduct let him have : 

Pembroke, look to‘t : Farewell, Chatillon. 

[Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke. 
Eli. What now, my son ? have I not ever said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease, 

TUI she had kindled France, and all the world, 

Upon the right and party of her son ? 

This might hav*» been prevented, and made whole. 
With very easy arguments of love; 

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. [for ns. 

K. John. Our strong possession, and our right, 
Eli. Your strong possession, much more man 
your right; 

Of elie it must go wrong with yon, and me ! 


So much my conscience whispers in your ear; 
Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear. 
Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire , who 
whispers Essex. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy. 
Come from the country to be judg'd by you, 

That e’er 1 heard: shall I produce the men? 

K. John. Let them approach.— [Exit Sheriff, 
Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay 
Re enter Sheriff, with Robert Faulconmudge, 
and Philip, his bastard Brother. 

This expeditions charge. — Wnat men are you? 

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman. 

Born in Northamptonshire : and eldest son, 

As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou ? [bridge. 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known; and, as I think, one father: 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o’er to heaven, and to my mother: 

Of that l doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame 
thy mother, 

And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Bast. I, madam? no, I ha\e no reason for it; 
That is my brother’s plea, and none of mine ; 

The which if he can prove, ’a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pounds a- year: 
Heaven guard my mother’s honour, and my land! 

K . John. A good blunt fellow:— Why, being 
younger born. 

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Bast. I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander’d me with nastudy ; 

But whe’r I be as true begot, or no, 

That still I lay upon my mother’s head; 

But that I am as well begot, my liege, 

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me!) 
Compare our faces, and be judge youraeif. 

If olu sir Robert did beget os both. 

And were our fathetr, and tins son like him * 

0 old sir Robert; father, on my knee 

1 gi ve heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. John . Why. what a madcap hath heaven lent 

Eli. He hath a trick of Coeur-de- lion’s face* 

The accent of his tongue afiecteth him : 
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Do you not read some tokens of my son ] 

In the large composition of this man ? j 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 

And finds them perfect Richard. -Sirrah, speak. 

What doth move you to claim yonr brothers land , 
Mast. Because he hatha half-face, like my lather; 
With that half-face would he have all my land : 

A half-fac’d groat five hundred pounds a year . 

Rob . My gracious liege, when that my father liv d. 
Your brother did employ my father much ; 

Mast . Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land ; 
Your tale must be, how he employed my mother. 

Rob. And once despatch’d him in an embassy 
To Germany, there, with the emperor, 

To treat of high affairs touching that time : 

The advantage* of his absence took the king^ 

And in the mean time sojourn’d at my father's; 
YVhere how he did prevail, I shame to speak : i 

But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores j 
Between my lather and my mother lay, 

(As I have heard my father speak himself,) 

When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lands to me ; and took it, on ins death, 

That this, my mother's son, was none of his; 

And, if he were, he came into the world 
Full foutteen weeks before the course of time. 

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 

My father’s land, as was my father’s will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate; 

Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him: 
And, if she did play false, the fault was hers; 

„ Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands, 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother. 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son. 

Had of your lather claim'd this son for his ? 

In sooth, good friend, your father might have keot 
This calf, brrd from his cow, from all the world; 

In sooth, he might: then, if lie were my brother’s. 
My brotuer might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being n«me of his, refuse him: Tnis concludes, — 
My mother’s son did get your father’s heir: 

Your father’s heir must have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no force. 
To dispossess tuat child, which is not his? 

Mast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir, 
Than was hi* will to get me, as 1 think. [bridge, 
Eli. Whether hadst thou rather,— be a Faulcon- 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 

Or the reputed son of Coeur-ae-lion, 


Now blessed be the hour, by night or day. 
When I was got, sir Robert was away. 
Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet! — 

t » : r» • l i . 


.jut*. * *»v. fvij 

I am thy grandpgne, Richard ; call me so. 

Bast. Madifl by chance, but not by truth ; 
What though ? 

Something about, a little from the right, 

In at the window, or else o’er the batch : # 

Who dares not stir by day, must walk by night; 

And have is have, however men do catch : 

Near or far off, well won is still well shot ; 

And I am I, howe’er I was begot. [desire, 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge ; now hast thou thy 
A landless knight makes thee a landed ’squire.— 
Come, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than heed. 

Bast. Brother, adieu ; Good fortune come to thee l 
For thou wast got i’the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than I was; 

But many a many foot of land the worse. 

Well, now can 1 make any Joan a lady : — ■- 
Good den , sir Richard,— God-a-mercy, fellow;— 
And if his name be George, I’ll call him Be ter ; 

For new-made honour doth forget men’s names ; 
i ’Tis too respective, and too sociable. 

For your conversion. Now your traveller, — 

He and his tooth-nick at my worship’s mess ; 

And when my knightly stomach is suffic’d, 

Why then 1 suck my teeth, and catecmse 
My picked man of countries : — * — My dear sir, 
(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, l begin,) 
i shall beseech you — That is question now ; 

And, then comes answer like an ABC- book 
0, sir, says answer, at your best command ; 

At your employme 7 it ; at your service , sir : * 

No, sir , says question, I, sweet sir , at yours : 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, 
(Saving in dialogue of compliment ; . 

And talking of the Alps, and Appenmes, 

The Pyrenean, and the river Po,} 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit, like myself : 

For he is but a bastard to the time. 

That doth not smack of observation ; 

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no; ) 

And not alone in habit and devict 
Ex tnior form, outward accoutrement; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth : 
Which, though 1 will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; > 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising.— 

But who comes in such haste, in riding robes ? 
Wnat woman-post is this ? hath she no husband, 
That will take paius to blow a horn before iier ? 
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Lord of thy presence, and no laud beside ? 

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape, 
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him: 

And if my legs were two such riding-rods, 

My arms such eel-skins stuff’d ; my face so thin, 

’That in mine ear 1 durst not stick a rose, [goes, j 
Lest men should say, Look, where three- farthings j 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 

’Would I might never ‘stir from off this place, 

I’d give it every foot to have this face; 

I would not be sir Nob in any case. [fortune, 

Eli. I like thee well ; Wilt thoti forsake thy 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 

I am a soldier, and now bound to France. 

Bast. Brother, take you ray land, i’ll take my 
chance : 

Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year; 

Yet sell your face for five pence, and tis dear.— 
Madam, i’ll follow you unto the death. . , 

Eli. Nay, I woufd have you go before me thither. 
Mast. Our country manners give our betters way. 
K . John. W hat is thy name ? 

Mast. Puilip, my liege; so is my name begun; 
Phihp.jgood old sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son. 

1L 4ohn, From henceforth bear his name whose 
form tliou bear’st : 

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great; * 
Arise sir Richard, and Flantagenet. [hand ; 

Bast. Brother, by the mother’s side, give me your 
j r gave me honour, yours ga ve laud : — 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James Gurney. 


0 me l it is my mother : — How now, good lady? 
What brings you here to court so hastily ? [is he ? 

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother ? where 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down? 

Bast . My brother Robert ? old sir Robert’s son i 
Co l brand the giant, that same mighty man i 
Is it sir Robert's son, that you seek so i [boy. 

Lady F. Sir Robert’s son! Ay, thou unreverend 
Sir Robert’s son: Why scorn’st thou at sir Robert ? 
He is sir Robert’s son ; and so art thou ? [while { 
Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give os *eave a 
Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Mast. Philip i — sparrow' I — James . 

There's* toys abroad ; anon I’ll tell thee more. 

[Exit Gurney 

Madam, I was not old sir Robert’s son ; 

Sir Robert might have eat his part m me 
Upon Good -f rid ay., and ne’er broke his fast : 

..." n . . ill I! . /i.\ ximiMM!) ■■ 


. ypon vooa-in«a>s » uu “ c yi n 

Sir Robert could do well ; Marry , (to confess •} 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do 
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We know bis handy-work .-—-Therefore, good mo- 
ther. 

To whom am I beholden for these limbs ? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine ho- 
nour ? 

‘ What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ? 
Bast. Knight, knight, good mother Basilisco- 
like: 

What ! I am dtibb’d ; I have it on my shoulder. 

But, mother, I am not sir Robert’s son ; 
f have disclaim’d sir Robert, and my land; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone : 

Then, good my mother, let me know my father; 

Some proper man, I hope : Who was it, mother? 
Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulcon- 
bridge ? 

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil. [ther; 
Lady F. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy fa- 
Ry long and vehement suit I was seduc’d 

To make room for him in my husband’s bed : 

Heaven lay not ray transgression to my charge ! — 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence. 

Which was so strongly urg’d, past my defence. 

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, l would not wish a better father. 

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 

And so doth yours ; your fault was not your folly : 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, — 
Subjected tribute to commanding love,— 

Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The awless lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand. 
He, that perforce robs'lions of their hearts. 

May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother, 

With ail my heart 1 thank thee for my father 1 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When l was got, I’ll send his soul to hell. 

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard me. begot, 

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies; I say, ’twas not. 

[ Exeunt . 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — France. Before the TValls of Anglers. 
Fnler, on one side , the Archduke op Austria, 
and Forces; on the other, Philip, King of 
France, and Forces ; Lewis, Constance, Ar. 
thur, and Attendants . 

Lew. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria.— 
Arthur, that great tore-runner of thy blood, 

Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave : 

And, for amends to his posterity. 

At our importance, hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John : 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hittier. 

Arth. God shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion’s death, 
The lather, that you give his offspring life. 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war: * 
I gi ve you we Icome with a powerless hand. 

But with a heart full of unstained love : 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew. A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right ? 
Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 

. As seal to this indenture ol my love ; 

That to my home I will no more return. 

Till Angiers, aud the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides, 
And coops from other lands her islanders, 

Even till that England, hedg’d in with the main, 
That water walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes. 


Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy. 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const. O, take his mother’s thanks, a 
thanks. 

Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength. 
To make a more requital to your love. [swords 

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift their 
In such a just and charitable war. [be bent 

K. Phi. Well then, to work; our cannon shall 

Against the brows of this resisting town. 

Call for our chiefest men of discipline, * 

To cull the plots of best advantages : 

We’ll lay before this town our royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood. 

But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy, 

Lesi unadvis’d, yon stain your swords with blood: 

My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 

And then we shall repent each drop of blood. 

That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

K. Phi. A wonder, lady ! — lo, upon thy wish, 

Our messenger Chatillon is arriv’d. — 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord. 

We coldly pause for thee , Chatillon, speak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege, 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 

England, impatient of your just demands, 

Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds, 
Whose leisure I have staid, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I : 

His marches are expedient to this town, 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him is come along the mother-queen, 

An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a bastard of the king deceas’d : 

And all the unsettled humours of the land, — 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 

With ladies’ faces, and fierce dragons’ spleens,— 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er. 

Did never iloat upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

Tiie interruption of their churlish drums 

(Drums heat.) 

Cuts off more circumstance : they ar.e at hand, 
IVparle^, or to fight; therefore, prepare. [turn 


y, or iv ugut, mcicioie, picparo. 

hi. How much unlook’d for is this exped 


ped 

Aust. By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence ; 

For courage mounteth with occasion : 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d. 

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastard , 
Pembroke, and Forces . 

K. John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace 
permit 

Our just and lineal entrance to our own ! 

If not, bleed France, and peace asc-end to heaven ! 
Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven. 

K. Phi. Peace be to England; if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace ! 
England we love; and, for that England’s sake, 
With burden of our armour here we sweat : 

This toil of ours should be a work of thine j 
But thou from loving England art so far. 

That thou hast under- brought his lawful.king. 

Cut off the sequence of posterity. 

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crowm. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face,— 
These efea, these brows, were moulded out of bis* 
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This little, abstract doth contain that large, 

'Which died in Geffrey ; end the hand of time 
Snail draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

Ttiat Geffrey was tiiy elder brother born. 

And this his sou; England was Geffrey’s right. 

And this is Geffrey’s : I n tile name of God, # 

How comes it then, that thou art called a king, 
When living blood doth in these temples beat, 
"Which: owe the crown that thou o’ermaslerest ; 

K. Jo/m. From whom hast thou this great com- 
mission, France, 

To dfaw my answer from thy articles? 

K. Phi . From that supernal judge, that stirs good 
thoughts 

In any breast of strong authority, 

To look into. the blots aud stains of right 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy: 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong; 

And, by whose help, I mean to chastise it. 

K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

K. Phi. Excuse; it is to beat usurping down. 

Eli. Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France ? 
Count. Let me make answer; — thy usurping son. 
Eh. Oat, insolent! thy bastard shall be king; 
That thou oiay’st be a queen, and check the world ! 

Const, My bed was ever to thy son as true, 

As thine was to thy husband : and this boy 
Liker in feature to* his father Geffrey, 

Tuan thou and John in manners ; being as like, 

As ram to water, or devil to his dam. 

My bov a bastard ! By my soul, i think, 

His father never was so true begot; 

It cannot be, an* if thou wert his mother. 

Eli There’s a good mother, boy, that blots thy 
father. 

Const. 'There's a good grandam, boy, that would 
Amt . Peace l [blot thee. 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Ansi. WJiat the devil art thou ? 

Bast. One, that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
Ao a may catch your hide and you alone. 

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes. 

Whose valour piucks dead lions by the heard; 

I’ll smoke your skin-coat, an 1 catch you right; 
Sinaii, lank to’t; i’faith, I will, i’faitii. 

Blanch. Q, well did he become that lion’s robe, 
Tint did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bast. It lies ns sightly on the back of him. 

As great Alcid.-s’ shoes upon an ass:-— 

But, ass. Til take that burden from your back; 

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust. What cracker is this same, tuat deals our 
W itn this abundance of superfluous breath ? (ears 
K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do 
straight [ence. 

Lew. Women and fools, break off your confer- 
Kiug John, this is the very sura of all,— 

England, and Ireland, Anjou, Tonraine, Maine, 
la right of Arthur do l claim of thee: 

Wut thou resign them, and lay down thy arms? 

K . John. My life, as soon : — 1 do defy thee. France. 
Arthur of* Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 

And, out of my dear love, I II give thee more 
Than e’er the coward hand of France can win; 
Submit thee, boy, 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const. Do, child, go to it’ grandam, child ; 

Give grand tin kingdom, and it’ grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig: 

There’s a good grandam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace ! 

I would, that I were low laid in my grave ; 
i am not worth this coil that’s made for me. 

Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps. 

upon you, whe’rshe does, or no! 
His grandam s wrings, aud not his mother s shames, 
Draw tho je heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes. 
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 

Iky, with these crystal beads heav’n shall be br b’d 
o do him justice, and revenge on you. 




Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and 
earth ! [earth ! 

Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and 
Call not me slanderer ; thou, and thine, usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights, 

Of this oppressed boy : This is thy e’dest son’s son, 
Infortuuate in nothing but in thee : 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid pn him. 

Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Const. I have but this to say,-* 

That he’s not only plagued for her sin, 

But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagu’d for her, 

And with her plague, her sin; his injury 
Her injury, — the beadle to her sin; 

All punish'd in the person of this child, 

And all for her; A plague upon her! 

Eli Thou unadvised scold, 1 can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that ? a will ! a wicked will; 
A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam’s will ! 

K. Phi. Peace, lady ; pause, or be more temperate : 
It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim 
To these ill-tuned repetitions. — 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers ; let us hear them speak, 
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John's. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the walls. 
1 Cit. Wi.m is it, that hath warn’d us to the walls ? 
K. Phi. Tis France, for England. 

K. John. England, for itself: 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 

K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s 
subjects. 

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle. 

K. John. For our advantage : — Therefore, hear 
us, first. 

These flags of France, that are ad vanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town. 

Have hither march’d to your endamagement : 

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath; 

And ready mounted are they, to spit forth 
Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls : 

All preparations for a bloody siege, 

And merciless proceeding by these French, 

Confront your city’s eyes, your winking gates ; 

And, but for our approach, these sleeping stones, 
'That as a waist do girdle you about 
By the compulsion of tueir ordnance 
By this time Irom their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But, on the sight of us, your lawful king, — 

Who painfully, with much expedient inarch, 

Have brought a countercheck before your gates, 

To save unscratch’d your city's threaten’d cheeks,— 
Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle : 
And now, instead of ballets wrapp’d in fire, 

To make a shaking fever in your walls, 

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smok , 

To make a faithless error in your ears ; 

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens, 

And let us in, your king; whose labour’d spirits, 
Forwearied in this action of swift speed, 

Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Philip. Wheu I have said, make answer to 
us both. ' , j 

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right , 

Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet; 

Son to the elder brother of this mam. 

And king o’er him, and all that he enjoys : 

For this down- trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before yonr town ; 
Being no furtner enemy to you, 

Than the const t a int of hospitable zeal, 

In the relief of this oppressed child. 
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Scene 2. KING JOHN. 

Religiously provokes. Be pleased, then, King jol 

To pay that duty, which you truly owe, ^ Oomman 

To him that owes it; namely, this young prince : Their ar 

And *hen our arms, like to a muzzled bear, Hither r 

Save in aspect, have all offence seal’d up; There st 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent That is r 

Against the invulnerable clouds ot heaven; Our colo 

Arid, with a blessed and unvex’d retire, Tuat did 

With uuhack’d swords, and helmets all unbruis’d. And, lik 
We will bear home that lusty blood again, Our lust 

Which here we came to spout against your town, Died in 
And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace. Open yo 
But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, Cit. H 

f Tis not the rouuuure of your old -fac’d walls From fir 

Can hide you from our messengers of war ; Of both 

Though alt these English, and their discipline, By our l 

W ere harbour’d iri their rude circumference. Blood hi 

'Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord, 

In tnat behalf which we have challeng’d it? Strength 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage, Both an 

And stalk in blood to our possession r One mu 

l Cit la brief, we are the king of England’s We hoi 

For him, and in his right, we hold this town. Enter, 

K . John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me Flinc 
in. [king, King 

1 Cit. That can we not : but he, that proves the if. Jc 
Vo him will we prove loyal : till that time, 

Have we r a min’d up our gates against the world. Say, sh; 
K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove Whose 
the king"? # # Shall le 

And, if not that, I bring you witnesses, ^ With cc 

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed,— Unless 
Bast Bastards, and else. < . A peaci 

K John. To verify our title with their lives. K. P 

K. Phi many, and as well-born bloods as In this 1 

Brent. Some bustards too. _ [those, Rather, 

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim. That sv 
1 Cit . 'Till you compound whose right is worthiest. Before 
We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both. We’ll p 
K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those Or add 
That to their everlasting residence, [souls. Gracing 

Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet. With s 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king ! Bast 

K. Phi Amen, Amen!— Mount, chevaliers! to When I 
anus! [e’er since, O, now 

Last. St. George, — that swing’d the dragon, and The sw 
Sits on his horseback at mine hostess’ door. And nu 

Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah, . were I at home, In unde 

At your den, sirrah, {to Austria) with your lioness, Why st 
I’d set an ox-head to your lion s hide, Cry hai 

And make a monster of you. You eq 

Amt Peace ; no more. Then It 

j Hast O, tremble; for you hear tiie lion roar. The ot 
K. John , Up higher to the plain ; where well set 
best appointment, all our regiments. [forth, K. J 

Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field. K. P 

K. Phi. It shall be so ; — {to Lewis) and at the 

other hill .... ■ 1 Ci 

Command the rest to stand. God, arid our right ! K. P 

[Exeunt 

Scene II. — The same. K J 

Alarums, and Excursions ; then a Retreat, Enter And bt 
a ; French Herald, with trumpets, to the gates. Hordo 

F Her. Y on me n of Anglers, open wide your gate? , . 

And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in; nr* 

■ Who,' by the hand of France, this day hath made H! ,r *H 
Much work for tears m many an English mother. c ‘ 

Whose sons lie scatter’d on the bleeding “'round lie by 
any a widow’s husband groveling lief Has 

Idly embracing the discolour'd earth; . , 

* ud victory, with little loss, doth play . s 

oon file dancing' banners of the French." 111 1 

ho are at hand, triumphantly display’d, ^ 

enter conquerors, and to proclaim X aU .V 

/thur of Bretagne, England’s king, and y»„,A- Be frit 

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets . Your i 

E .Her. Rejoice, you men of Angie rs, ring your By em 
behs ; Their 


King John, your king and England’s, doth appr oach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood; 

There stuck no plume in any English crest, 

That is removed by a staff’of France ; 

Our colours do return in those same hands. 

That did display them when first march’d forth; 

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, ! 

Died in the dying slat gliter of their foes : 

Open your gates, and give the victors way. , 

Cit Heralds, from off our towers we might behold. 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured : 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer’d 
blows ; [fronted power : 

Strength match’d with strength, and power con- 
Both are alike ; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest : while they weigh so even* 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 

Enter, at one side , King John, with his power i 
Elinor, Blanch, and the Bastard; at the other. 
King Philip, Lewis, Austria, and Forces . 

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to 
cast away? 

Say, shall the current of our right run on? 

Whose passage, vex’d with thy impediment, 

Shall leave his native channel, and o’er-swel T 
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores; 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. [of blood, 

K. Phi. 1/ngland, thou hast not sav’d one drop 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 

Rather, lost more: And by this hand I swear. 

That sways the earth this climate overlooks, — 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms. 

We’ll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms wo 
Or add a royal number to the dead l [bear. 

Gracing the scroll, that tells ofthis war’s loss, 

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 

0, now doth death line his dead chaps with steel, 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 

And now he feasts, mouthing the flesh of men 
In undetermin'd differences of kings. — 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus? 

Cry havoc, kings f back to the stained field, 

You equal potents, fiery- kindled spirits ! 

Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood, and 
death ! [mit ? 

K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet ad , 
K. Phi. Speak, citizeus,for England ; who’s yom 
king? [king 

1 Cit. The king of England, when we know the 
K. Phi Know him in us, that here bold up hi* 
right. 

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy 
And bear possession of our person here ; 

Lord of our presence, Anglers, and of y ou. 

I Cit. A greater power than we, denies all this 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong. barr’d galea ; 
King'd of our fears; until our fears, resolv’d. 

Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’d. 

Bast . By hea ven, these scroyles of Anglers flail 
. ' .you, kings; • ^ v..' 

And stand securely on their battlements. 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes arid acts of death. 

Your royal presences be rul'd by me ; 

Do like the ma#t^ofJernsalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest «$eeds of malice on this town; 

Bv east and west lei France and England mount 
Their battering camion, charged to the uioutha; 
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TUI their soul-fearing clamonrs have brawl’d down 
The ffiiitv ribs of t^iis contemptuous city : 

Pd play incessantly upon these jades, 

Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths 
And part your mingled colours once again ; 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point ; 

Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull iortn 
Out of one side her happy minion ; 

To whom in favour she shall give the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victory 
How like you this wild counsel, mighty states f . 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? [heads, 
K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs above our 
l like it well;— France, shall we knit our powers. 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground; 

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it? 

Bast. And, if thou hast the mettle of a king,— 
Being wrong’d, as we are, by this peevish town,— 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 

As we will ours, against these saucy walls : 

And when that we have dash'd them to the ground, 
Why, then defy each other ; and, pell-mell, 

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell. 
K.Phi . Let it be so:— Say, where will you 
assault? , , , 

if. John. We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city’s bosom. 

Aust. I from the north. 

jK. phi Our thunder from the south, 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast . O prudent discipline l From north to south ; 
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouthy ^ 

I’ll stir them to it Come, away, away ! 

1 Cit. Hear us, great kings : vouchsafe a while 
to stay, , . . _ . . 

And f shall show you peace, and fair-faced league ; 
Win you this city without stroke, or wound : 

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 

That here come sacrifices for the field : 

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to 
hear. [Blanch, 

] Cit. That daughter there of Spam, the lady 
Is near to England"; Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, 

Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch l 
If zealous love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 

If love ambitious sought a match ol birth, 

Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch . 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 

Is the young Dauphin every way complete : 

If not complete, 0 say, he is not she : 

And she again wants nothing, to name want. 

If want it be not, that she is not he : 

He is the half part of a blessed man, 

Left to be finished by such a she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, # 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in mm. ^ 

O, tvvo such silver currents, when they join, 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in: 

And two such shores to two such streams made one 
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings. 
To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can, 

To cur fast-closed gates ; for, at this match, 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce. 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope. 
And give you entrance ; but, without this match, 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion ; no, not death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As we to keep this city. 

Bast. Here’s a stay, 

That shakes the rotten carcase of old death 


Out of his rags ! Here’s a large mouth, indeed, 

That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions, (seas ; 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs 1 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ? 

He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, ana 
bounce ; 

He gives the bastinado with his tongue ; 

Our ears are cudgel’d ; not a word of his. 

But buffets better than a fist of France : 

Zounds ! I was never so bethump’d with words. 

Since I first call’d my brother’s father, dad. 

Eli. Son, list to this conjunction, make this 
match ; 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For by this knot thou shaft so surely tie 
Thy now unsur’d assurance to the crown, 

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom, that promiseth a mighty fruit 
I see a yielding in the looks of b ranee ; 

Mark, how they whisper: urge them, while then 
Are capable of this ambition : souls 

Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse. 

Cool ana congeal again to what it was. . 

I Cit. Why answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town ? 

K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been for- 
ward first 

To speak unto this city : What say you ? . [son, 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely 
Can in this book of beauty read, I love. 

Her dowry shaft weigh equal with a queen : 

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, I metiers, 

And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieg’d,) 

Find liable to our crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions, 

As she in beauty, education, blood, 

Holds hand with any princess of the world. . . 

K. Phi. What say’st thou, boy } look m the lady 7 # 
Lew. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find [fact 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 

The shadow of myself form’d in her eye ; 

Which, being but the shadow of your son. 

Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow : 

I do protest, I never lov’d myself, 

Tift now infixed 1 beheld myself. 

Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

( Whispers with Blanch. 
Bast. Drawn in the fluttering table of her eye !— 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow . — 
And quarter’d in her heart I— he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor : This is pity now, 

That hang’d, and drawn, and quarter'd, there should 
In such a love, so rile a lout as he. , 

Blanch . My uncle’s will, in this respect, is mine i 
If he see aught m you, that makes him like, # 

That any thing he sees, which moves his hkmg, 

I can with ease translate it to my will ; 

Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,) 
l will enforce it easily to my love. 

Further I will not flatter you, my lord. 

That all I see in you is worthy love, 

Thun this,— that nothing do I see in you, 

(Though churlish thoughts themselves should M 
your judge,) . 

That I can find should merit any hate. 

K. John. What say these young ones? What 
say you, my niece ? 

Blanch . That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you 
love this lady ? : ■ ■ 

Lew, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from 1 # 

For I ao love her most unfeignediy. [Maine, 

K. John. Then do 1 give Volqnessen, loorame, 
Poictiers and Anjou, these five provinces, 

With her to thee ; and this addition more. 



Act III. Scene 1. 


KING JOHN. 


Full thirty thousand marks of English coin.— 

Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal, 

Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phi . It likes us well : — Young princes, close 
your hands.^ 

Aust. And your lips too for, I am %yell assur’d. 
That I lid so, when I was first assur’d, 

K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity, which you have made; 

For at saint Mary’s chapel, presently. 

The rites of marriage shall be solemniz’d,— 

1 s not the lady Constance in this troop ? 

1 know, she is not: for this match, made up. 

Her presence would have interrupted much : 

Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 
Lew. She is sad and passionate at your high- 
ness’ tent. ^ [have made, 

K . Phi. And, by tny faith, this league, that we 
Will give her sadness very little cure.— 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady ? In her right we came ; 

Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way. 

To our own vantage. 

K. John. We will heal up all, 

For we’ll create young Arthur duke of Bretagne, 

And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of, — -Call the lady Constance; 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity :* — 1 trust we shall, 

If not fill up the measure of her will, 

Yet In some measure satisfy her so, 

That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste will stiller us, 

To this urdook’d for unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard. — The Citizens 
retire from the walls . 

Bast. Mad world ! mad kings! mad composition! 
John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole. 

Hath willingly departed with a part : [on: 

And France, (whose armour conscience buckled 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field. 

As God’s own soldier,) rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose- changer, that sly devil; 

That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith ; 

That daily break-vow ; he, that wins of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids ; — 
Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word maid,— cheats the poor maid of thaJ; 
That sinooth-fac’d gentle man, tickling commodity,— 
Commodity, the bias of the world; 

The world, who of itseif is peised well, 

Made to rim even, upon even ground ; 

■ TiU this advantage, this vile drawing bias. 

This sway of motion, this commodity, 

Make it take head from all indillerency. 

From all direction, purpose, course, intent: 

And this same bias, this commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all- changing word, 
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid, * 
From a resolv’d and honourable war. 

To a most base and vile-concluded peace. — 

And why rail I on this commodity r 
But for because he hath not woo’d me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand. 

When his fair angels would salute my palm : 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. j 

Well, whiles I am beggar, I will rail, j 

And say, there is no sin, but to be rich; 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be. 

To say,— there is no vice, but beggary : 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 

Gain, be my lord ! for I will worship thee l [Exit,] 

ACT lit. 

Scene I. — The same. The French King's Tent, 
Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury. 
Const. Gone i .0 be married I gone to swear a. peace! 
False blood to false blood join’d ! gone to be friends ! 


Shall Lewis have Blanch ? and Blanch those pro- 
vinces ? 

It is not so ; thou hast mis-spoke, mis- heard , 

Be well advis’d, tell o’er thy tale again ; 

It cannot be ; thou dost but say, His so : 

I trust, I may not trust thee; tor thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a king’s oath to the contrary. 

Thou shall be punish’d for thus frighting me. 

For I am sick, and capable offears ; 

Oppress’d with wrongs, and therefore full of fear*; 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 

.A woman, naturally horn to fears ; 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest, 
With my vex’d spirits I cannot take a truce. 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head ? 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? 

What means that hand upon that breast of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 

Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds ? 

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 

Then speak again ; not all thy former tale. 

But this one word, whether thy fide be true. 

SaL As true, as, I believe, you thiuk them fals^, 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const, t), if thou teach me to" believe this sorrow 
Teach thou this sorrow, how to make me die; 

And let belief and life encounter so, 

As doth the fury of two desperate men, 

Which, in the very meeting, fall and die. — 

Lewis marry Blanch l 0, boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me? - 
Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight; 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done 
But spoke the harm, that is by others done ? 

Const . Which harm within itself so heinous m, 

As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Artk. I do beseech you, madam, be content. 
Const. If thoUfthat bid’st me be content, wert grim* 
Ugly, and sland’rous to thy mother’s womb. 

Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains. 

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 

Patch’d with foul moles, and eye-ollending marks, 

I would not care , I then would be content; 

For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 

But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy. 

Nature and fortune join’d to make thee great: 

Of nature’s gifts thou may’st with lilies boast, 

And^ with the half-blown rose : but fortune, 0 ! 

She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee; 

Siie adulterates hourly witii thine uncle John: 

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on Franco 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty, 

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. 

France is a bawd to fortune, and king John; 

That strumpet fortune, that usurping John : — 

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 

And leave those woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam 

I may not go without you to the kings. , 

Const. Thou rnay’st, thou shalt, I will not go with 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; [tho#; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. 

To me, and to the state of my great grief. 

Let kings assemble ; for ray griefs so greats 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here T and sorrows 'sit; , 

Here is my throne. Bid kings come bow toiL 

the ground.) 

Enter King JoijE?, King Philip, Lewis, Blanco; 
Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

Ii. P/i£. ’Tisfriie/fair daughter; and this blessed 
J day 
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Act IH. 


Ever in France shall be kept festival * 
To solemnize this day, the glorious sun 


r 

I, 


The yearly course, that brings this day about. 

Shall never see it but a holy day. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holydav! — — 

(Rising.) 

What hath this day deserv’d ? what hath it done; 
ll.at it ;n golden letters should be set, 

A o.ui.g the high tides, in the kalendar? 

Nay , rather, turn this day out of the week. ; 

This day of shame, oppression, perjury: 

Or, d it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day, 

Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d : 

But on this day, let seamen fear no wreck ; 

No bargains break, that are not this day made : ' 
This day, all things begun come to ill end; 

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair roceedings of this day : 

Have 1 not pawn’d to you my majesty ? 

Const.. You have beguil’d me with a counterfeit. 
Resembling majesty; which, being touch’d, and 
tried, 

Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn: 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood, 

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 

The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold iii amity and painted peace, 

And our oppression hath made up this league:-— 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these peijur’d 
kings ! 

A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, 

Set armed discord ’twixt these perjur’d kings! 

Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Aust. Lady Constance, peace. 

Const. War! war! no peace! peace is to me a 
war. 

0 Lymoges ! 0 Austria ! thou dost shame 

That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou 
coward; 

Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 

Thou fortune’s champion, that dost never fight 
JBut when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety! thou art perjur’d loo. 

And sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool ; to brag, and stamp, and swear. 
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side? 

Been sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength? 

And dost thou now fall over to my foes? 

Thou wear a lion’s hide! doff it for shame. 

And hang a calf’s skin on those recreant limbs. 
Aust. O, that a man should speak these words to 
me ! * [limbs. 

Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant 
Aust. Thor dar’st not say so, villain, for thy life. 
Bast. And hang a caifs-skin on those recreant 
limbs. [self. 

K John. We like not this; thou dost forget thy- 

Enter Pandulfh. 

K. Phi, Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 
Panrl Giiil, you anointed deputies pf heaven 1-— 
TV thee. Uh* John, my holy errand is 

1 Randolph*, of fair Milan cardinal. 

And from i>ope Innocent the legate here, 

Do m his name, religiously demand, 

Wl|y tjhou against the church, our holy mother. 

So wilfully dost spurn? and, force perforce. 

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 

This, in our ’foresaid holy fatner’s name 


Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John . What earthly name to interrogatoriwh 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king? 

Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him tins tale; and from the mouth of Englaui, 
Add thus much more,— That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions; 

But as we under heaven are supreme head. 

So, under him, that great supremacy, 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 

Without the assistance of a mortal hand; 

So tel! the pope; all reverence set apart. 

To him. and his usurp’d authority. 

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blasphenys in 
this. [Christendom, 

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 

Dreading the curse, that money may buy out ; 

And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself : 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led. 

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish; 

Yet 1, alone, alone do me oppose ^ 

Against the pope, and count his friends ray foes. 

Pand. Then, by the lawful power that I have* 
Thou shall stand curs'd, and excommunicate* 

And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From ins allegiance to an heretic ; 

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 
Canonized, and worship’ll as a saint, 

That takes away, by any secret course, 

Thv hateful life. 

Const. 0, lawful let it be. 

That I have room with Rome to curse a while ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen. 

To my keen curses : for, without rny wrong, ' 

There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 
Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for m/f 
curse. [right, 

Const. And for mine too ; when law can do m 
Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong : 

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here; 

For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong. 

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse, 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse. 

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 

And raise the power of France upon his head. 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eli. Look'st thou pale, France ? do not let go 
thy hand. [pent. 

Const. Look to that, devil ! lest that France ro» 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast. And hang a culfs-skin on his recreant 
limbs. [wrong* 

Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
Because 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them. 
K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the cardinal? 
Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal? 
Lew. Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 

Or tire light loss of England for a friend ; 

Forego the easier. ’ 

Blanch. That’s the corse of Rome. 

Const. 0 Lewis, stand fast; the devil tempts 
thee here, 

In likeness of a new unirimmed bride. 

Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not fm>» h«t 
But from her need. [faith 

Const. O. if thou grant my need, 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
f hat need must needs infer this principle,—— 

That faith would live again by death of need : 

0, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up 
Keep my need up, and Ihith is trodden down. 
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if. John. The king is mov’d, and answers not to 
this. 

Const. Q, be remov’d from him, and answer well. 
Aunt. Do so, king Philip; hang no more in 
doubt. . ^ [lout. 

Bast, Hang nothing but a calfs-skin, most sweet 
K . Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not what to say. 
Panel. What canst thou say, but will perplex 
thee more, 

If thou stand excommunicate, and curs’d ? 

K. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person 
yours, 

And tell me, how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine ate newly knit; 

And tin- conjunction of our inward souls, 

Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows; 

The. latest breath that gave the sound of words, 

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love, 
Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves ; 

And even before this truce, but new before, — 

No longer than we well could wash our hands. 

To clap this royal bargain tip of peace, — 

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and overstated 
With slaughter’s pencil ; where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings : 

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood, 

So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 

Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet? 

Play fast and loose with faith ? so jest with heaven. 
Make such' (inconstant children of ourselves, 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm; 
Unswear laith sworn ; and on the marriage bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sinceri ty V O holy sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be so: 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order; and then we shall be bless’d 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pand. Ail (brrn is formless, order orderless, 

Save what is opposite to England’s love. 

Therefore, to arms: be champion of our church! 

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 

A mother’s curse, on her revolting sou. 

France, thou may’st hold a serpent by the tongue, 

A cased lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand, which thou dost hold. 
K . Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 
Pand. So male’s t thou faith an enemy to faith; 
And, like a civil war, set’stoath to oath. 

Thy tongue against thy tongue. 0, let thy vow, 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform’d; 
That is, to he the champion of our church ! 

What since thou swor’st, is sworn against thyself, 
And may not be performed by thyself : 

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss, 

Is not amiss, when it is truly done; 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 

The truth is then most done not doing it : 

The better act of purposes mistook 
Is, to mistake again ; though indirect. 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 

Ana falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire, 
Withiu the scorched veins of one new burn’d. 

It is religion, that doth make vows kept ; 

But thou bast sworn against religion ; 

By what thou swear’st, against the thing thou 
■■ swear’st ; . 

Audi mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swear only not to be forsworn ; 

Else, what a mockery should it he to swear ? 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 
Therefore, thv latter vows, against thy first, 

U in thyself rebellion to thyself: 

And better conquest never can’s t thou make, 
an arm thy constant aud thy nobler oarts 


Against those giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in. 

If thou vouchsafe them: but, if not, then know,, 

The peril of our curses light on thee ; 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off^ 

But in despair, die under their black weight. 

Aust. Uebeilion, flat rebellion! 

Bast. Will’t not be? 

Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lew. Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding day? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d men? 
.Shall braying trumpets, ana loud churlish drums,— 
Clamours of hell, — be measures to our pomp ? 

0 husband, hear me ! — ah, alack, how new 

Is husband in my mouth!— even for that name. 

Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const. 0, upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven. [may 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love ; What motive 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Const. That, which upholdeth him, that thee 
upholds, 

His honour: 0, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour! 

Leiv. 1 muse, your majesty doth seem so cold. 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Pand. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K. Phi. Thou shall not need England, I’ll fall 
from thee. 

Const. O fair return of banish’d majesty . 

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within 
this hour. [time. 

Bast. Old time the clock -setter, that bald sexten 
Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue. 

Blanch. The sun’s o’ercast with blood : Fair day, 
adteti ! 

Which is the side, that I must go withal ? 

1 am with both : each army hath a hand ; 

And, in their rage, I having hold of both, * 

They Whirl asunder, and dismember me. 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou rnay’st win; 

Uncle, I needs must pray, that thou rnay’st lose; 
Father, 1 may not wish the fortune thine ; 

Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive: 

Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose; 

Assured loss, before the match be nlay’d. 

Lew. Lady, with me ; with me tny fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my 
life dies. 

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance toge- 
ther.— [Exit Bastard. 

France, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath; 

A rage, whose heat hath this condition. 

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 

The blood, and dearest valu’d blood, of France. 

K. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, aid thus 
shalt turn 

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. — To araw 
let’s hie! [ExotmL 

Scene II. — The same. Plains near Anglers, § 
A larums ; Excursions . Enter the Bastard with 
f Austria's head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, tins day grows wondroat 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky, s [hot; 

And pours down mi chief. Austria’s bead lie thtfflt: 
While Philip breathes. 

Enter King John, Arthur, and Ht'BBRT, 

K. John. Hubert, keep this hoy Philip, make 
up* 

My mother is assailed in our tent. 


' 


JOHN. 


Act IIE 


| And taen, I fear. 

H| Bast ' My lord, I resend her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not : 

1 1 1 But on, my liege ; for very little pains 

111 Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt. 



Scene 1 1 1 . — The same . 

Alarums; Excursions ; Retreat. Enter King 
John, Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, Hubert, 
and Lords. 

AC John. So shall it be ; your grace shall stay 
behind, 4 [To Elinor.) 

Hq strongly guarded. — Cousin, look not sad : 

{To Arthur.) 

Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth. 0,this will make my mother die with grief. 
K. John . Cousin, (to the Bastard) away for 
England; haste before: 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; angels imprison'd 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 

Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle, shall not drive me 
back. 

When gold and silver becks me to come on. 

1 leave your highness : — Grandam, 1 will pray 
(If ever 1 remember to be holy,) 

For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

EH. Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K.John . ■■ Ooz, farewell. [Exit Bastard. 

Eli. Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

{She takes Arthur aside.) 
K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle 
Hubert, ... 

We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her creditor, 

, And with advantage means to pay thy love : 

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 

(2i\e me thy hand. I had a thing to say,— 

But I will fit it with some better time. 

Ry heaven, Hubert, I am almost asharn’d 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

1C John . Good friend, thou hast no cause to say 
so yet : 

Bui thou shaft have ; and creep time ne’er so slow. 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to say, — But let it go : - ' 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Bound one unto the drowsy race of night; 

If this same were a church-yard where we stand. 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had bak’d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ; 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and clown the veins. 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes. 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion * tteful to my purposes ;) 

Or if thav tftou couldst see me without eyes. 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and. harmful sound of words ; 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would ‘into thy bosom pour my thoughts; 

But ah, I will not : — Yet I love thee well: 

And, by my troth, I think, tlwu lov’st me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you hid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adj unct to my ant. 

By heaven. I’d do’t 

AC John. Do not I know thou wouldst? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
Oa yon young boy: Til tell thee wiiat, my friend, 

Be u a very serpent in my way ; 


And, wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread. 

He lies before me: Dost thou understand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And I will keep him so, 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K.John » Death. 

Hub. My lord ? 

K. John. A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K. John . Enough 

I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee ; 

W ell. I’ll not say what I intend for fchee : 

Remember -Madam, fare you well : 

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 

Eli. My blessing go with thee I 
K. John. For England, cousin - 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty.— On toward Calais, ho ! [Exeunt. 

Scene IV.— The same. The French King's Tent. 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpk, and 
Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 

A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowship. 

Pand. ' Courage and comfort 1 all shall yet go 
well. [ill? 

K. Phi. What can go well, when we have run so 
Are we not beaten? Is not Anglers lost? 

Arthur ta’en prisoner? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O’erbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd, 

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 

Doth want example : Who hath read, or beard, 

Of any kindred action like to this ? [praise, 

K. Phi. Well could I bear, that England had thii 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. 

Enter Constance. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will. 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath: 

I pr’ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now I now see the issue of your peace I 
K. Phi. Patience, good lady I comfort, gentle 
Constance ! 

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress, 

But that, which ends all counsel, true redress. 

Death, death : — 0 amiable lovely death ! 

Thou odoriferous stench l sound rottenness I 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones: 

And put my eye -balls in thy vaulted brows; 

And ring these fingers with thy household worms; 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust. 

And be a carrion monster like thyself: 

Come, grin on me; and I will think thou smil’st, 
And buss thee as thy wife 1 Misery’s love, 

O, come to me I 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath f o cry 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth! 

Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 

Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice, ‘ 

Which scorns a modern invocation, 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 
Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so j 
I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine : 

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey’s wife; 

Y oung Arthur is my soil, and he is lost: 

I am not mad \ — I would to heaven, I were! 

For then, ’tis like I should forget myself : 

0, if I could, what grief should I forget!— 

Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 

And thou shalt be canoniz’d, cardinal ; 

For being not mad, but sensible of grief* 
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My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver’d of these woes. 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 

If! were mad, I should forget my son; 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he ; 

I am not mad ; too well, too well l feel 
The different plague of each calamity. [note 

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses : O, what love I 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen, 

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glow themselves in sociable grief; 

Like true, inseparable, faithful lov©», 

Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. . To England, if you will. 

jK. Pki, Bind up your hairs. 

Const.Yes, that I will ; And wherefore will I do it ? 

1 tore them from their bonds; and cried aloud, 

0 that these hands could so redeem my son , 

As they have given these hairs their liberty ! 

But now 1 envy at their liberty, 

And will again commit them to their bonds. 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say, 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 

If that he true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child. 

To him that did but yesterday suspire. 

There was not such a gracious creature born. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit ; 

And so he’ll die; and, rising so again, 

When l shall meet him in the court of heaven 

1 shall not know him: therefore never, never 
Must I behold my prettv Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 
Const . He talks to me, that never had a sou. 

K. Phi. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 
Const Griefjiils the room up of my absent child. 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats bis words. 

Re me mbe is me of all his g ra cion s pa rts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 

Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 

Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do.— 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

( Tearing off her head-dress.) 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 

O lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world l 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ core. [Exit. 
K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and i’ll follow her. 

[Exit. 

Lew. There’s nothing in this world, can make me 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, (joy : 

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 

And bitter shame hath spoii'd the sweet world’s taste. 
That it y ields nought, but shame and bitterness. 

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Even in the instant of repair and health, 

The fit is strongest; evils, that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil : 

What have you lost by losing of this day? 

Lew . All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pand . If you had won it, certainly, you had. 

No, no: when fortune means to men most good, 

She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 

’Tis strange, to think how much king John hath lost 
In this, which he accounts so clearly won : 

Are not you griev’d, that Arthur is his prisoner? 
Lew. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak, with a prophetic spirit; 

For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub, 
Ont of the path, which shall directly lead 
Tbv foot «>v ’England’s throne ; and; therefore, mark. 


John hath seiz’d Arthur; and it cannot be, 

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s veina* 

The misplac’d John should entertain an hour. 

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest: 

A sceptre, snatch’d with an unruly hand, 

Must be as boisterously maintain’d as gain’d. 

And he, that stands upon a slippery place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him np : 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs const fall ; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. [fall ! 

Lew. But what shall I gain by young Arthurs 
Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife, 
Mav then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand. How green are you, ami fresh in this old 
world ! 

John lays you plots: the times conspire with you: 

For he that steeps his safety in true blood, 

Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue. 

This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 

That none so small advantage shall step forth. 

To check his reign, but they will cherish it, 

No natural exhalation in the sky, 

No scape of nature, no distemper’d day. 

No common wind, no customeu event, 

But they will pluck away his natural cause, 

And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs. 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven. 

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur’s 
life, 

But hold himself safe in his piisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach. 

If that young Arthur be not gone already, 

Even at that news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him, 

And kiss the lips of unacquainted change; 

And pick strong matter of revolt, and wrath. 

Out of the bloody fingers’-ends of John. 

Methinks, I see this hurly all on foot; 

And, O, what better matter breeds for you. 

Than I have nam’d ! — The bastard Faulconbridgd 
Is now in England, ransacking the church, 

Offending chanty : If hut a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side; 

Or, as a little snow, tumbled about. 

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 

Go with me to the king : ’Tis wonderful, 

What may be wrought out of their discontent: 

Now that their souls are topfull of offence, 

For England go; I will whet on the king. 

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions: let 
us go : 

If you say, ay, the king will not say, no. [Exeurii. 
ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Northampton. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Hubert and Two Attendants. 

Rub. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou 
stand 

Within the arras* when l strikemy foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me. 

Fast to the chair: be heedful : hence, and watch, 

1 Attend. I hope, your warrant will b*ar out th« 
deed. $ 

Hub. Uncleanly scruples l fear not yon . look 
to't. — [Exeunt Attendants 

Young lad, come forth.; I have to say with you. 

Enter ARTHUR. 

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert 
Hub. 1,4 Good morrow, little print* 

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince,! as may be. — You are sad* 

Huh. Indeed, ! nave been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me l 

Methihks, nobody should be sad but I ; 
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Veij, F remember, when 1 was in France, 

V it n;r gentlemen would be as sad as night, 

0 dy for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So t were out of prison, anti kept sheep, 

1 should be as mem as the day is long : 

And so l would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle pr .crises more harm to me ; 

He is afraid of me, and I of him : 

U it mv fault,. that I was Geffrey’s son ? 

No, indeed, is’t not; and I would to heaven, 

I were .your sow, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If 1 talk to him. with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. (Aside.) 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? yon look pale to-day : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick; 

That I might sit all night, and watch with you : 

I warrant, 1 love you more than you do me. 

Hub. Hi#* words do take possession of my bosom. — 
iUead here, young Arthur .{Showing a paper.) How 
now, foolish rheum ! (Aside.) 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door! 

I must be brief; lest resolution drop 

Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.—- 

Can you not read it? is it not fair writ? 

Arth. 'l oo fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect 


Must yon with hot irons burn out both mine eyes? 
Young boy, 1 must. 


Hid 

Arth. And will yon? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did 
but ake, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 

(The best 1 had, a princess wrought it me,) 

And 1 did never ask it you again : 

And with my hand at midnight held yonrhead; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time ; 

Saying, What lack you ? and, YVhere lies your grief? 
Or, What good love may I perform for you? 

Many a poor man’s son would have lain still, 

And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you ; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 

And call it, cunning; Ho, an if you will : 

If heaven be pleas’d, that yon must use me ill, 
Why, then you must. — Will yon put out mine eyes? 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall. 

So much as frown on you ? 

Hub. I have sworn to do it ; 

And with hot irons must 1 burn them out. 

Arth Ah, none, but in this iron age, would doit! 
The iron of itself, though heat red hot, 

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears. 
And quench his fiery indignation, 

IS veil in the matter of mine innocence : 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron? 
An if an angel should have come to me. 

And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 

I would not have believ’d no tongue, but Hubert’s. 
Hub Come forth. (Stamps.) 

Re-enter Attendants , with cords , irons , &c. 

Do as I bid you do. 

Arth. O. save me, Hubert, save me! my eyes are 
out., 

Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

„ Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 
A Hk. A las. what need you be so boist rous- rough? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone still. 

For heavens sake, Hubert, let me not be bound! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away. 
Anti 1 will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
t will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 

Nor tool upon the iron a igeriy : 

Thrust but these men away, and I’ll forgive yon, 

W hutever torment you do pot me to. 

Hub. Go, stand within, let me alone with him. 


1 Attend. I «m best pleas’d to be from such a 
deed. [M xeunt Attendants* 

Arth. Alas! I then have chid away myirienu; 

He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself 

Arth. Is there no remedy? 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. _ 

Arth. 0 heaven! — that there were but a mote ia 


yours. 


A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand’ring hair. 

Any annoyance in that precious sense I 

Then, feeling what small things are boist’rous there. 

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue. 
Arth . Hubert, tlm utterance of a brace oi tongue* 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 

Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 

So 1 may keep mine eyes : O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! 

JLo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, 

And would not harm me. 

Hub. 1 can lieaf it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief 
Being create for comfort, to be us’d 
In undeserv’d extremes: See else yourself; 

There is no malice in this burning coal ; 

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out. 

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath 1 can revive it, boy. 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blush. 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes; 

And, like a dog, that is com pel I’d to fight, 

Snatch at his master, that doth tarre him on. 

All things, that you should use to do me wrong, 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extend*. 
Creatures of note, for mercy- lacking uses. 

Hub.W ell, see to live ; I will not touch thine eye* 
For ail the treasure that thine uncle owes: 

Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy. 

With this same very iron to burn them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert ! all this whii* 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu ; 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead: 

Til fill these dogged spies with false reports. 

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 

Will not offend thee. 

Arth. O heaven! — I thank you, Hubert 
Hub. Silence: no more ; Go closely in with me: 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. A Room of State in the 
Palace . 

Enter King John crowned; Pembroke, Salis- 
bury, and other Lords. The King takes hit 
State. 

K. John. Here once again we sit. once again 
crown'd. 

And look'd upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Pem. This once again, but that your highnes* 
pleas’d, ' ' 

Was once superfluous: you were crown’d before. 
And that high royalty was ne’er pluck d 
The faiths of men ne’er stained With revolt : 


The faiths of men ne’er stained With revolt ; 

Fresh expectation troubled hot the laud, 

; W i th any long’d- for change, or ''better .state* ■ ' ' ■ 

Sat. Tnerelore, to be possess’d with dotiide jponqpi 
To guard a title that was rich before. 

To. gild 'refined gold,' to paint"'' the : " lily, ;V' , 


To throw a perfume on the violet, 
the ice, 


To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garmal^ 
Is wasteful* and ridiculous excess. 
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Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told: 

And, in the last repeating, troublesome. 

Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sat. In this, the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured : 

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail, 

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected, 

For putting on so new a fashion’d robe, 

Pem When workmen strive to do better than well, 
They do confound their skill in covetousness: 

And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault. 

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 

A s patches, set upon a little breach, 

Discredit more, in hiding, of the fault, 

Than did the fault before it was so patch’d. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown’d, 
We breath’d our counsel: but it pleas’d your 
highness 

To overbear it; and we are all well pleas’d; 

Since all and every part of what we would, 

Doth make a stand at what your highness will. t 
K. John. Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess’d you with, and think them strong , 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,) 

I shall endue you with : Mean time, but ask 
What you would have reform’d, that is not well ; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these. 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,) 

Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all, 

Your safety," for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,) heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument, — 

If, what in rest you have, in right you hold, 

Why then your fears, (which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew up 
If out tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise ? 

Tha the time’s enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit. 

That you have bid us ask hii liberty ; 

Which for our goods we do no further ask, 

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending. 
Counts it your weal, he have his liberty. 

K. John. Let it be so; I do commit his youth 

Enter Hubert. 

To your direction. — Hubert, what news with you? 

Pern. Tins is the man should do the bloody deed ; 
He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine : 

The image of a wickeu heinous fault 
Lives in his eye : that dose aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast : 
And J do fearfully believe, ’tis done, 

What we so fear’d he had a charge to do. 

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go, 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 

Like heralds, ’twixt. two dreadful battles set; 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pent. And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death. 

K.Jo/m.We cannot hold mortality’s strong hand: — 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 

* The suit which you demand is gone anti dead: 

He tells us, Arthur is deceas’d to-night 
Sal. Indeed, we fear’d his sickness was past cure. 
Pem. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 

This must be answer’d either here, or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows 
on me ? 

Think vou, i bear the shears of destiny ? 

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 


Sal It is apparent foul play; and! ’tis ^hatne, 

That greatness should so grossly oiler it : 

So thrive it in your game ! and so tare well. 

Pem. Stay yet, lord Salisbury: I’ll go with the#* 
And find the inheritance of this poor child. 

His little kingdom of a forced grave. 

That blood, which ow’d the breadth of all this isle. 
Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this will break 
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. 

[Exeunt Lord • 

K, John. They burn in indignation ; I repent 
There is no sure foundation set in blood.* 

No certain life achiev’d by others’ death 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast : Where is that blood, 

That I have seen inhabit :n those cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm: 

Pom* down thy weather : — How goes all in France? 

Mess. From France to England. — Never such a 
For any foreign preparation, [power 

Was levied in the body of a land ! 

The copy of your speed is [earn’d by them; 

For, when you should be told they do prepare. 

The tidings come, that they are all arriv’d. 

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been 
drunk ? 

Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s care? 
That such an army conld be drawn in France, 

And she not hear of it? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp’d with dust; the first of April, died 
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord, 

.The lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before : but this from rumour’s tongue 
I idly heard ; if true, or false, I kuow not. 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion l 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas’d 
My discontented peers ! — What I mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks nry estate in France! — 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv’st out, are landed here ? 
Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter the Bastard, and Peter of Pomfret. 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. — Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings ? do not seek .■to stuff' 

My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

'Bast. But if you be afeard to hear the worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaa I 
Under the tide : but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bast. How I have sped among the clergymen^ 
The sums I have collected shall express. 

But, as l travelled hither through the land, 

I find the people strangely fantasied ; 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams; 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear: 

And here’s a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom l found 
With many hundreds treading on bis heels; 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhyme*. 
That, ere the next Ascension-day, at noon, 
j Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst 
thou so? , 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so. 
K.Jokn , Hubert, away with him; imprison him | 
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says, 

I shall yield up my. crown, let him be bang’d • 
Deliver him to safety, and return, 

For I must use thee. — O toy gentle cousin, 

« > » [Exit Hubert with Peter* 

Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are a rriv’d ? 
Bast. The French, my lord; men’s mouths as* 
full of it: 
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Besides, j met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury, 
(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,) 

And others more, going; to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say. is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K . John. Gentle kinsman, go. 

And thrust thyself into their companies . 

1 have a way to win their loves again ; 

Bring them before me. 

j Hast. I will seek them out. 

K. John. Nay, but make haste : the better foot 
before. 

O, let me have no subject enemies, 

When adverse foreigners a (fright my towns 
W ithdreadful pomp of stout inv asion 1 — 

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels ; 

And fiy, like thought, from them to me again. 

Hast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

I Exit. 

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman. — 
Go after him; for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 

And be thou he. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit. 
K. John. My mother dead ! 

Re-enter Hubert. 

Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were seen 
to-night: 

Pour fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wond’rous motion. 

K. John. Five moons ? 

Hub. Old men, and beldams, ir» the streets 
Do prophecy upon it dangerously : 

Young Arthur’s death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear; 

And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer’s wrist; 
Whilst he. that hears, makes fearful action, 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
1 s:nv a smith stand with his hammer, tints. 

The wh. 1st his iron did on the anvil cool, 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news; 

Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Standing on slippers, (which iiis nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 

Told of a many thousand warlike French, 

That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent : 

Another lean tin wash’d artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death. 

K. John . Why seek’st thou to possess me with 
these fears ? 

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death ? 

Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had mighty cause 
To wish h>m dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 
Hub. Had none, my lord I why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 

K. John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life : 

And, on tiie winking of authority, 

To understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advis’d respect. 

Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 
K. John. O, when the last account ’twixt heaven 
and earth 

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 

Witness against us to damnation I 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds. 

Slakes deeds ill done 1 Hadst not thou been by, 

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd. 

Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of shame. 

This murder had not come into my mind : 

, But, taking note of thy ahhorr’d aspect. 

Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, 

.Apt, tiable, to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death ; 

And thou, to be endeared to a king, 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince 


Hub. My lord, 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, m 
made a pause. 

When I spake darkly what I purposed ; 

Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face 
As bid me tell my tale in express words; 

Deep shame had struck medumb, made me. break offj 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me; 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 

And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent. 

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name 

Out of. my sight, and never see me more! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav’d, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers ; 
Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, 

Tnis kingdom, this confine of blood and breath. 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between my conscience, and my cousin’s death. 

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies. 

I’ll make a peace between your soul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood 
Within this bosom never enter’d yet 
The dreadful motion of a nmrd’rous thought. 

And you have slander’d nature in my form; 

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly. 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
'Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live ? O, haste £hee to the 
peers. 

Throw this report on their incensed rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience I 
Forgive the comment, that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind. 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art 
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords, with all expedient haste : 
f conjure thee but slowly; run more fast, [Exeunt- 

Scene III. — The same. Before the Castle . 

Enter Arthur on the icalls. 

Arth. The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down: 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not 2 — 
There’s Jew, or none, do know me; if they did, 
Tliis ship-boy's semblance hath disguis’d me quite. 

I am afraid ; and vet I'll venture it 
If 1 get down, and do not break my limbs. 

I’ll find a thousand shifts to get away ; 

As good to die, and go, as die, and stay. 

{Leaps down.) 

0 me! my uncle’s s irit is'in these stones;— 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones! 

{Lies.) 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund’s* 
Bury; 

It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle oner of the perilous time. 

Pem. Who brought that letter from the cardinal? 
Sal. The count Meiun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose pri vate with me, of the Dauphin’s love, 

Is much more general than these lines import 
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then, 
Sal. Or, rather then set forward : for ’twill bn 
Two long days’ journey, lords, or ere we meet 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd 
lords! 

The king, by me, requests your presence straight 
Sal. The king hath dispossess’d himself of us; 
We will not line his thin bestamed cloak 
With »mr pure honours, nor attend the foot, 

That leaves the print of blood where-e’er it walks ; 
Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst. ^ 
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Bast. Whatever you think, good words, I think, 
were best 

SaL Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 
Bast, But there is tittle reason in your grief; 
Therefore, ’twere reason, you had manners now. 
Pem. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 
Bast ’Tis true; to hurt his master, no man else. 
Sal, This is the prison : What is he lies here? 

(Seeing Arthur,) 
Pem, 0 death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty I 

The earth hath not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sad. Murder, as .hating what himself hath done. 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Big. Or, when he doom'd this Beauty to a grave. 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you 
beheld, 

Or have you read, or heard? or could you think? 

Or do you almost think, although you see,. 

That you do see? could thought, without this object. 
Form such another? This is the very top, 

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest. 

Of murder’s arms : this is the bloodiest shame. 

The wildest savag’ry, the vilest stroke, 

That ever wall-ey’d wrath, or staring rage, 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Pem. All murders past do stand excus’d in this : 
And this, so sole, and so unmatchable, 

Shall give a holiness, a purity, 

To the yet unbegotten sin of lime ; 

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 

Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast It is a damned and. a bloody work; 

The graceless action of a heavy hand, 

If that it be the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand ? — 

We had a kind of light, what would ensue ; 

It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand ; 

The practice, and the purpose, of the king : — 

From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life. 

And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow ; 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 

Never to be infected with delight. 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness. 

Till I have set a glory to this hand, 

By giving it the ...worship of revenge. 

Pem. Big. Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot. with haste in seeking you. 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

SaL O, he is bold, and blushes not at death : — 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law ? 

( Drawing his sword.) 
Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 
SaL Not till I sheath it in a murderer’s skin. 
Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I say; 
By heaven, I think, my sword’s as sharp as yours : 

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempi the danger of my true defence ; 

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Vorw worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out. dunghill ! dars’t thou brave a nobleman ? 
Hub . Not tor my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

SaL Thou art a murderer. 

Hub. Do not prove me so ; 

Yet, l am none : Whose tongue soe'er speaks false. 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pem. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace, l say. 

Sal Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbringe. 
Ras/. Thou vvert better gall the devil, Salisbury: 
if thou but how*, on me, or stir thy foot. 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame. 




I’ll strike thee dead. Put np thy sword betime ; 

Or I’ll ao maul you and your toasting-iron, 

That you shall think the devil is come from heH. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Pauleonbridg 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? 

Hub. Lord Bigot, lam none. 

Big. Who kill’d this prince? 

Hub. ’Tis not an hour since I left him well i , 

I honour’d him, I lov’d him; and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life’s loss. 

Sal Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes. 
For villainy is not without such rheum ; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocehcv. 

Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house; 

For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there I 
Pem. There, tell the king, he may inquire as out, 
[Exeunt Lords . 

Bast. Here’s a good world ! — Knew you of this 
fair work ? 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death. 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 

Bast Ha ! I’ll tell thee what ; 

Thou art damn’d as black-— nay, nothing is so black | 
Thou art more deep damn’d than prince Lucifer: 
There is cot yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my sou); 

Bast. If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair. 

And, if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb, 

Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will he 
A beam to hang thee on ; or, wouldnt thou drovra 
Put but a little water in a spoon, [thyself 

And it shall be as all the ocean. 

Enough to stifle such a villain up.— 

I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought. 

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath. 

Which was emboundtd in this beauteous clay. 

Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 

I left him well. 

Bast Go, bear him in thine arms. 

I am amaz’d, methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this worlds— 

How easy dost thou take all England up l 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 

The life, the right, and truth of all tins realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and scramble, ami to part by th’ teeth 
The unowed interest of proud- swelling state. 

Now, for the bare-piek’d bone of majt sty. 

Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest. 

And snarleth in the gentle eyes ol peace: 

Now powers from home, and discontents at home, 
Meet m one line ; and vast confusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,) 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy lie, whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child# 

And follow me with speed; PU to the king: 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 

iJExsiMi 

actv 

Scene I.— The same. A Maim in the Palace. 
Enter King John. Panduupii with the trown, ana 
Attendants. 

K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my jjt&S? ' 

Pand. Take again 

(Giving John the croton^ 
From this my hand, as hold mg of the pope. 

Your sovereign greatness and authority. 
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K. John. Now keep your holy word : go meet the 
French ; 

And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop theit marches, ‘fore we are inflam’d. 

Our discontented counties do revolt; 

Our people quarrel with obedience ; 

Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul. 

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 

This inundation of mistemperd humour 
Rests by you only to be qualified. 

Then pause not; for the present time’s so sick. 

That present medicine must be minister’d. 

Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand. It was rny breath that Mew this tempest 
Upon your stubborn usage pi the pope : [up. 

But, since you are a gentle convert! te, 

My tong ue shall hush again this storm of war. 

And make fair weather in your blustering land. 

On this Ascension-day, remember well. 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. 

[Exit. 

K. John. Is this Ascension day? Did not the pro- 
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon, [phet 
My crown l should give off? Even so I have: 

I did suppose, it should be on constraint; 

But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary. 

Enter the Bastard » 

Bast. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds 
But Oover castle : Loudon hath receiv’d, [out. 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : ! 

Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy : '•] 

And Wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? _ 

Bast. They found nim dead, and cast into the 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life [streets; 
By some damn'd hand was robb’d and ta’en away. 

Ji. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live. 
Bast. S.», on my soul, he d.d, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 

Be great in act, as yon have been in thought : 

Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust. 

Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 

Be stirring as the time ; he tire with fire ; 

Threaten the threat’ner, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes. 

That borrow their behaviours from the great. 

Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away ; and glister like the god of war, 

When he intendeth to become the field : 

Show boldness, and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den. 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 

O, let it not be said ’-—Forage, and run 

I'o meet displeasure further from the doors: 

And grapple with him, ere he comes so nign. 

K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy peace with him; 

And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers. 

Led by the Dauphin. 

Bast. O inglorious league 1 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 

Send fdr-piay orders, and make compromise. 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 

To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 

A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields, 

, Ajggjt&ssh his spirit in a warlike soil. 

Mocking the air with colours idly spread, 

And find no check V ' Let us, my liege , to arms : 
Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace ; 
Oirif he do, let it at least he said, 

They saw we hail a purpose of defence. [time. 
K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present 
Bast. Away then, with good courage; yet, I 
know, 


Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — A Plain near St. Edmund' s~Burjf m 
Enter in arms , Lewis, Salisbury, Melon, Pem 
broke. Bigot, and Soldiers. 

Leio . My lord Melun, let this be copied out, 

And keep it safe for our remembrance : ^ 

Return the precedent to these lords again: 

That, having our fair order written down. 

Both they, and we, perusing o’er these notes. 

May know wherefore we look the sacrament. 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal, and unurg’d faith, 

To your proceedings ; vet, believe me, prince, 

I am not glad, that such a sore of time 
Should seek a piaster by contemn’d revolt, 

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound. 

By making many : O, it grieves my soul. 

That l must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker : O, and there, 

Where honourable rescue, and defence. 

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury : 

But such is the infection of the time. 

That, for the health and physic of our right. 

We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stern injustice and confused wrong. — 

And is’t not pity, 0 my grieved friends l 
That we, the sons and children of this isle 
Were born to see so sad an hour as this ; 

Wherein we step after a stranger march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies’ ranks, (I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 

And follow unacquainted colours here? 

What, here ?— O nation, that then couldst remora < 
That Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about. 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself], 
And grapple thee unto a Pagan shore : 

Where tnese two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And not to spend it so untieighbonrly ! 

Lew. A noble temper dost thou show in this} 

And great alfections, wrestling in thy bosom. 

Do make an earthquake of nobility. 

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought. 

Between compulsion and a brave respect' 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew. 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks* 

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation ; 

But this effusion of such manly drops. 

This shower, blown tip by tempest of the soul,' 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amus’d 
Than had 1 seen the vanity top of heaven 
Figur'd quite o’er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this storm ; 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes. 

That never saw the .giant world enrag’d ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Come, come ; for tuou shaft thrust thy hand as deep 
Into the purse of rich prosperity, 

As Lewis himself: — so, nobles, shall you all, 

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine* 

Enter Pandulph, attended. 

And even there, methinks, an angel spake S * 

Look, where the holy legate comes apace. 

To give us warrant (rom the band of heaven} 

And on our actions :'set'tbe : ' : na : toe of right, ■ 

With holy breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble prince of Frauen] 

The next is. this, — king John hath reconcil’d 
Himself to Rome: his spirit is come in. 

That so stood out against the holy ehurch, - ,* 
The great metropolis and see oi' Roroe ; 
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Therefore thy threafning colours now wind up. 

And tame the savage spirit of wild war ; 

That, hke a lion foster'd up at hand, 
ft may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And be no further harmful than in show. 

hew. Your g race shall pardon me, 1 will not back ; 
I am too high-born to be propertied, 

To be a secondary at control, 

Or useful serv ing man, and instrument, 

To any sovereign state throughout the world. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself, 

And brought in matter, that should feed this fire ; 
And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind, which enkindled it. 
Yon taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquaimed me with interest to this land. 

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart ; 

And come yon now to tell me, John hath made 
His peace with Rome ? What is that peace to me? 
I, by the houour of my marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 

And, now it is half conquer’d, must l back, 

Because that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am i Rome’s slave ? What penny hath Rome borne, 
What then provided, what munition sent. 

To underprop this action ? is’t not f, 

That undergo this charge ? who else bull, 

And such as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this business, and maintain this war ? 

Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 

Vive le Roy l as I have bank’d their towns ? 

Have l not here the best cards for the game, 

To win this easy match, play’d for a crown ? 

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set? 

No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand. You look but on the outside of this work. 
Lew . Outside or inside, I will not return. 

Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised, 

Before i drew this gallant head of war, 

Aud cull'd these fiery spirits from the world. 

To outlook conquest, and to win renown 
Even iu the jaws of danger and of death. — 

( Trumpet sounds.) 

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us ? 

Enter Bastard , attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak : — 

My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
1 come, to team how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answer, i do know the scope 
And warrant limited nnto my tongue. 

Pan. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite. 

And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 

He flatly says, he’ll not lay down his arms. 

Bast By all the blood, that ever fury breath’d. 
The youth says well : — >’ *>w hear our English king ; 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. , 

He is prepar’d ; and reason too, he should : 

This apish and unmannerly approach. 

This harness’d masque, and unadvised revel. 

This unhair’d sauciness, and boyish troops, 

1 he king doth smile at; and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms. 

From out the circle of his territories. 

That hand, which had the strength, even at your door, 
To cudgel you and make you take the hatch ; 

To dive tike buckets, in concealed wells; 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks : 

To lie, like pawns, lock’d up in chests and trunks; 
To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out 
In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill, and shake. 

Even at the cry ing ol your nation's crow, 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

That in your chambers gave yon chastisement? 

No: Know, the gallant monarch is in arms; 

And like an eagle o'er his airy towers. 


To souse annoyance, that comes near his nest— 

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts, 

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush fc*- shames 
For your own ladies, and pale-visag’* 1 maids, 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 

Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. [peace; 

Lew, There end thy brave, and turn thy face ia 
We grant, thou canst outscold us: fare thee well 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

Pand. Give me leave to speak. 

Bast. No, I will speak. 

Leiv. W e will attend to neither:— 

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our being here, [out; 

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will erf 
And so shall you, being beaten : Do but start 
And echo with the clamour of thy drum. 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d. 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine; 

Sound but another, and another shall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear. 

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder: for at hand 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

W horn he hath us’d rather for sport than need,) 

Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French, 

Lew. Strike upon our drums, to find this danger 
out. 

Bast. And thou shalt find it. Dauphin, do not 
doubt. [jEkcimJ, 

Scene III. — The same. A Field of Battle . 

Alaruins. Enter King John and Hubert.] 

K. John. How goes the day with us ? O, tell me* 

Hubert. • . * 

Huh . Badly, I fear: How fares your majesty ? T'J’ 

K . John. This fever, that hath troubled me so 
Lies heavy on me; 0, my heart is sick ! [long. 

Enter a Messenger . 

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Fanlco&- 
Desires your majesty to leave the field ; tbridge. 

And send him word by me, which way you go. 

K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the 
abbey there. 

Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great supply. 

That was expected by the Danphin here, 

Are wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin's sands. 

This news was brought to Richard hut even now; 

The French fight coidly, and retire themselves, 
li. John. Ah me 1 this tyrant fever burns me Bp, 

And will not let rne welcome this good news.— 

Set on toward Swinstead: to my litter straight ; 

Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint {Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The same. Another part of Ike same. 

Enter Salisbury. Pembroke. Bigot, and others, 

Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd with friends. 

Pem. Up once again; put spirit in the French; 

If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten devil, Fsnlonnbridge, 

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pem. They say, king John, sore sick, hath left 
the field. 

Enter Melun wounded, and led by Soldiers, 

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here, 

Sal. When we were happy, we had other name* 

Pem. It is the count JSehm. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fly, noble English, yon are bought and sold; 

Unthread "the rude eye of rebellion. 

And welcome home again disc rded faith. 

Seek out king John, and fall before his feet ; 

For, if the French be lords of this loud day. 
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He means to recompense the pains yon take, 

By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he sworn, 
And I with him, and many more with me, 

Upon the altar at Saint Edmund’s-Bury ; 

Even on that altar, where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting- love. 

Sal May this be possible ? may this be true ? 
Mel Have I not hideous death within my view, 
aining but a quantity of life : 

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resolveth from his figure ’gainst the fire? 

What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit V 
Why should I then be false ; since it is true, 

That I must die here, and live hence by truth? 

I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 

He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east : 

But even this night,— whose black contagious 
breath 

Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, — 

Evep this ill^ night, your breathing shall expire ; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives. 

If Lewis by yonr assistance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your king; 

The love of him, — and this respect besides, 

For that my grandsire was an Englishman* — 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 

In lieu whereof, 1 pray yon, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
Tn peace, ana part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sal We do believe thee,— And beshrew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight; 

And, like a bated and retired flood, 

Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 

Stoop low within those bounds we have o’erlook’d. 
And calmly run on in obedience* 

Even to our ocean, to our great king John. 

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye. — Away, my friends ! New flight; 
And happy newness, that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading off Melun. 

Scene V. — The : %jfme. The French Camp. 

Enter 7. JwiS and his Train . 

Lew, The sun of heaven, methought, was loath 
to set; 

But stay’d, and made the western welkin blush, 
When the English measur'd backward their own 
In faint retire : 0, bravely came we oft’, [ground. 
When with a volley of our needless shot, 

After such bloody toil, we bid, good night; 

And wound our tatter’d colours clearly up, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of it; 

Enter a Messenger . 

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ? 

Lew. Here: — What news? 

Mess The count Melon* is slain ; the English 
lords, 

By his persuasion, are again falfn off; 

And your supply, which you have wish’d so long, 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Good win sands, 

Leiv. Ah ; find shrewd news ! — Beshrew thy very 
I did not think to be so sad to-night, [heart! 

As this hath made me. — Who was he, that said, 
King J «h« did fly, an h ur or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers? 
'■Mess* ' ■ /Whoever . spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lew. Well ; keep good quarter, and good Care 
The day shgll not be up so soon as I. {to-night : 
To try the f lir adventure of to-morrow. [ Exeunt . 


Scene VI.-- An open Place in the neighbourhood 
of Swbistead- Abbey. 

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, meeting . 
Hub. Who’s there? speak, ho! speak quickly 
or I shoot. 

Bast. A friend : — What art thou ? 

Rub. Of the part of England. 

Bast. Whither dost thou go ? [mand 

Hub. What’s that to thee ? Why may I not do 
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine ? 

Bast. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought; 

I will, upon all hazards, well believe 

Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so well : 

Who art thou ? 

Bast. Who thou wilt : an’ if thou please, 

Thou may’st befriend me so much, as to think, 

I cotne one way of the Plantagenets. {night. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless 
Have done me shame Brave soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue, 

Should ’scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news 
abroad ? {night, 

Hub. Why, here walk I, in the black brow of 
To find you out. 

Bast. Brief, then ; and what’s the news? 
Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night. 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news; 
I am no woman, I’ll not swoon at it. 

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk : 

I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time, 

Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast / How did he take it? who did taste to him ? 
Hub. A monk, I tell yon; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 
Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty? 
Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all 
come hack, 

And brought prince Henry in their company ; 

At whose request the king hath pardon’d them, 

And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven. 
And tempt us not to bear above our power!- — — 

I’ll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, 

These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap’d. 

Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 

I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — The Orchard of Sivinstead Abbey. 
Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 
P. Hen « It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly: and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling 
house,) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes* 

Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pem. His highness yet doth speak ; and hold* 
That, being brought into the open air, {belief, 

It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaiieth him. [here. — 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard 
Doth he still rage ? # [Exit Bigot. 

Pem . He is more patient 

Than when von left him * x even now he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extreme*. 
In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, hav ing prey’d Upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them insensible ; and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wound* 
With many legions of strange 'fantasies.;;,/' 
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Which, in their throng and press to that last hold. 
Confound themselves* Tis strange, that death 
should sing — 

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death; 

And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sal Be of good comfort, prince : for you are born 
To set a form upon that indigest, 

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bigot and Attendants, who bring in 
King John in a chair* 

K. John, Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow- 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors, [room ; 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 

That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 

I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

JP. Men. How fares your majesty ? [off: 
K. John . Poison’d,— ill fare dead, forsook, cast 
And none of you will bid the winter come. 

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their coarse 
Through my burn’d bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold : — I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are; so strait. 

And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

F. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my 
That might relieve you 1 [tears, 

ft. John. The salt in them is hot — 

Within me is a hell : and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize 
On unreprievahle condemned blood. 

j Enter ike Bastard. 

Bast, 0, I am scalded with my violent motion. 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. [eye: 

K. John. 0 cousin, thou art come to set mine 
The tackle of my heart is crack’d and burn’d ; 

And all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail. 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair: 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 

Which holds but till thy news be uttered; 

And then all this thou see’st, is but a clod. 

And module of. confounded royalty. 

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward : ^ 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer trim: 
for, in a night, the best part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remove. 

Were in the washes, all unwarily, 

Devoured by the unexpected Hood. [The King dies.) 
Sal You breathe these dead news in as dead an 
tar 


My liege ! my lord ! — Ba low a king —now thus. 

P. Men. Even so must I run on, ana even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay! ^ 

Bast. Art thou gone so i I do but stay behind. 

To do the office for thee of revenge ; 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven. 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still. — — 

Now, now, you stars, that move in your right 
spheres, [faiths: 

Where he your powers ? Show now your mended 
And instantly return with me again. 

To push destruction, and perpetual shame, 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land; 

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought} 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It seems, you know not then so much as w® 1 
The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin ; 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take, 

With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. He will the rather do it, when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal Nay, it is in a manner done already; 

For many carriages he hath despatch’d 
To the sea- side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords. 

If yon think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it be so : — And you, my noble prince. 
With other princes that may best be spar’d. 

Shall wait upon your father’s funeral. 

P. Men. At Worcester must his body be infcerrM ; 
For so he will'd it. 

Bast. Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land I 
To whom, with all submission, on ray knee, 

I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly, 

Sal . And the like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. [thanks, 

P. Men. I have a kind soul, that would give you 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Bast. 0, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.— 
This England never did, (nor never shall,) 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again. 

Come the three corners of the world in arms, [roe. 
And we shall shock them: Nought shall make a* 
If Eugland to itself do rest but true. KExeunt* 
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This pl*y is one of those which Shakspeare has apparently revised ; but as success in works of invention is not 
Tir«it*ortioaate to labour, it is not finished at last with the happy force of some other of in* tragedies, nor 
sau be said much to affect the passions, or enlarge the understanding. Johnson. 
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ACT I. . | 

Scene I. — London. A Room in the Palace . 
Enter King Richard, attended; John of Gaunt, 
and other Nobles with him. 

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time honour'd 
Lancaster, 

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band, 

Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son; 

Hi* re to make good th’e boisterous late appeal,; 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

< l mint. 1 have, my liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me moreover, hast thou sounded 
[f be appeal the duke on ancient malice ; {him, 
Or worthily, as a good subject should, 

On some known ground of treachery in him ? 

Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argu- 
Oa some apparent danger seen in him, [ment, — 

Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate malice. 

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence ; face 
to face, 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak ; — 

[Exeunt some Attendants. 
High-sfomach’d are they both, and full of ire, 
fn rage deaf as the sea, hasty as tire. 

Re-enter Attendants, with Bolingbroke and 
Norfolk. 

Boling. Many years of happy days hefal 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege! 

Nor. Each day still better other's happiness; 

Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap, 

Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K. Rich. We thank you both ; yet one but flatters 
As well appeareth by the cause you come ; {us, 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Boling. First, (heaven be the record to my 
lu the devotion of a subject’s love, {speech f) 

Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 

A nd free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appellant to this princely presence.— 

New, Thomas Mowbray, do l turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak* 

Mj body shail make good upon this earth. 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

The i art a traitor, and a miscreant ; 

Too rv»d to he so, and too bad to live: 

Sint », the more fair and crystal is the sky, 

The iglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 


Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat ; 

And wish, (so please my sovereign,) ere I move. 
What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn word 
may prove. 

Nor . Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal : 
'Tis not the trial of a woman’s war, 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 

The blood is hot that must be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast. 

As to be hush'd, and nought at all to say: 

First, the fair reverence of your highness cubs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech 
Which else would post, until it had return’d 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood’s royalty, 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and 1 spit at him ; 

Call him — a slanderous coward, and a villain: 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds ; 

And meet him, were I tied to run a- foot 
Even to the frozen ridges ol the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Englishman dare set his foot. 

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty, — 

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie, 

Boling . Pale trembling coward, there I throw 
my gage, 

Disclaiming here the kindred of a king; 

And lay aside my high blood’s royalty, 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except: 
If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength. 

As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop ; 

By that, and all the rites of knighthood else. 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm. 

What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

Nor. I take it up; and by that sword I swear. 
Which gently lay’d my knighthood on my shoulder. 
I’ll answer thee m any fair degree, 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial: 

And, when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be traitor, or unjustly fight ! 

t\. Rich . What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray* 
It must be great, that can inherit ns {charge? 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

BuTtng . Look, what I speak my life shall prove 
it true ; — 

That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand nobles. 
In name of lendings for your highness* soldiers ; 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments* 
Like a false traitor, aod Jujurious villain. 

Besides I say, and will in battle prove,— 
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Or bore, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge, 

That ever was survey’d by English eye,— 

That nil the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Com plotted and contrived in this iand. 

Fetch from false Mowbray their fu st head and spring. 
Further t say, — and farther wilt maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, — 

That he did plot the duke of Gloster’s death ; 
Suggest his soon- believing adversaries ; 

And, consequently, like a traitor coward. 

Sluic’d out his innocent soul through streams of 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries, (blood : 
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth, 

To me for justice, "and rough chastisement; 

And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

K, Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars!— 
Tin mas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this V 
Nor, O, let my sovereign turn away his face. 

And bid his ears a little while be deaf, 

Till I have told this slander of his blood, 

How God, and good men, hate so foul a liar, [ears: 

K* Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes, and 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir, 

% As he is but my father’s brother’s son,) 

Now by my sceptre’s awe I make a vow. 

Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor pnrlialize 
The nnstooping firmness of my upright soul. 

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou; 

Free speech, and fearless, I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest 1 
Three parts of that receipt £ had for Calais, 
Disburs’d l duly to his highness* sokliers; 

The other part reserv’d I by consent; 

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear account 

Since last f went to France to fetch his queen : 

Now swallow down that lie. For Gloster’s 

death, 

, ( slew him not; but, to my own disgrace. 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. — 

;* For you, my noble lord of Lancaster, 

\ The honourable father to my foe, 

, Oiict did I lay in ambush for your life, 

A trespass, that doth vex my grieved soul : , 
j But, ere f last receiv’d the sacrament, 

; l did confess it; and exactly begg’d 
\ Your grace's pardon, and, 1 hope, 1 had it. 

1 This is my fault : As for the rest appeal’d, 
v It issues from the rancour of a villain, 

* A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 

Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot, 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood chamber'd in his bosom : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 

Your highness to assign our trial day. (me ; 

JK. Rich. Wrath -kindled gentlemen, be rul’d by 
Let’s purge this choler without letting blood : 

This we prescribe, though no physician; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision : • 

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed; 

Our doctors say. this is no time to bleed. — 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun; 

We’ll calm the duke of Norfolk, yon your son. 
Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my 
age 

Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk’s gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

When, Harry? when? 
Obedience bids, I should not bid again. 

A*. Rich. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there 
■ ;Js:no"l>QOt (foot ; 

'/Nbri'^Myself T jhiw, ,,: dead sovereign, at thy 
My life thou sha lit command, but not my shame : 

Th* one ray doty owes; but my fair name, 

( Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,) 


To dark dishonour’s use thou shalt not ha* 

I am disgrac’d, impeaen’d, and baffled here; 

Pierc'd to the soul with slander’s venom' d 
Tlw which no balm can cure, but his heart* 4 
Which breath’d this poison. 

K. Rick . Rage must be withstood; 

Give me his gage : — Lions make leopards tame. 

Nor. Yea, hut not change their spots: take t* 1 
my shame, 

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord. 

The purest treasure mortal times afford, 

Is — spotless reputation ; that away. 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay 
A jewel in a ten-tirnes-harr’d up chest 
Is— a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done : 

Then, dear ray liege, mice honour let me try; 

In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K.'Rich, Cousin, throw down your gage; do 
you begin. * [sin! 

Rohng. 0, God defend my soul from such fool 
Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father’s sight? 

! Or with pale beggar- fear impeach my height 
j Before this out-dar’d dastard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong. 
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth snail tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear ; 

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace, 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s 
. face. [Exit Gaunt . 

K . Rich. We were not born to sue, but to com- 
mand: 

Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it, 

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day ; 

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled bate ; 

Since we cannot atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the victor’s ^chivalry. — 

Marshal, command our officer at arms 

Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. A Room in the Duke of 
Lancaster's Palace. 

Enter Gaunt, and Duchess oLG loster. 
Gaunt Alas! the part I had in (Foster’s blood 
Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims. 

To stir against the butchers of his life. 

But since correction lieth in those hands. 

Which made the fault, that we cannot correct; 

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 

Who, when he sees the hours ripe on earth, 

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads. 

Duck. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper sp 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 

Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one. 
Were as seven phials of his sacred blood, 

Or seven fair brandies springing from one root: 
Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course, 
Some of those branches by the destinies cut l 
But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster,—- 
One phial full of Edward’s sacred blood. 

One nourishing branch of his most royal root,— 

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt ; 

Is hack’d down, and his summer leaves all faded, 
By envy’s hand, and murder’s bloody axe. 

Ah, Gaunt! his blood was thine ; that bed. that 
womb. 

That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion’d thie. 
Made him a man ; and though thou Iiv’at, a&4 
breath’st. 

Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent. 

In some large measure, to thy father’s death, 
in that thou seest thy wretched brother die. 

Who was the model of thy father’s life. 

Call it not patience. Gaunt, it is despair* 

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd, 

Thou show’sfc the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee: 
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That, wh[ch in mean men we entitle — patience, 

I# pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall 1 say ? to safeguard thine own life, 

The best way is — to ’venge my Gloster’s death. 

Gaunt. Heaven’s is the quarrel; for heaven’s 
His deputy anointed in his sight, [substitute, 

Hath caus’d his death : the which, if wrongfully, 

Let heaven revenge; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

Duck. Where then, alas! may I complain my- 
self’/ a [defence. 

Gaunt . To heaven, the widow’s champion and 
Duck. Why then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt. 
Thou go’st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight: 

0, sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s spear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast! 

Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom, 

That they may break his foaming courser’s back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 

A caitiif recreant to my cousin Hereford! 

Farewell, old Gaunt; thy sometime brother’s wife, 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to. Coventry: 

As much good stay with thee, as go with me ! 

Ditch . Yet one word more; — Grief boundeth 
where it falls, 

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight: 

I take my leave before I have begun; 

For sorrow ends not, when it seemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all : — Nay, yet depart not so: 

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him — O, what? 

With all good speed at Plashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see, 

But empty lodgings and unfurnish’d walls. 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones? 

» And what cheer there for welcome but my groans ? 
'Therefore commend me; let him not come there, 

To seek out sorrow, that dwells every where : 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die ; 

The.last Leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Ops ford Green, near Coventry. Lists 
set out, and a Throne ; Heralds, &c. attending. 
Enter the Lord Marshal , and Aumerle. 

Mar . My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford 
arm’d? 

Aum. .Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The duke ol Norfolk, sprlgntfully and bold, 
Stays but the summons of the appellant’s trumpet. 

Aum. Why then, the champions are prepar’d, and I 
For nothing ' b«t his majesty’s approach. [stay j 

Flourish of trumpets . Enter King Richard, who j 
takes his seat on his t krone; Gaunt, and several 
Noblemen , who take their places. A trumpet is 
sounded, and answered by another trumpet 
within. Then enter Norfolk in armour, pre- 
ceded by a Herald. 

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms: 

Ask him his name; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In God’s name, and the king’s, say who 
thou art, 

And. why thou coin’st, thus knightly clad in arms : 
Against what man thou com’st, and what thy quar- 
rel: 

Speak trulv, on thy knighthood, and thy oath ; 

And so defend thee heaven, and thy valour ! 

Nor. My name is 'Thomas Mowbray, duke of 
. Norfolk; 

Who hither come engaged by my oath, 

QVVicb -heaven defend a knight should violate !) 
Bothto’defend mv loyalty and truth, 

, my king, and my succeeding issue. 


Against the duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm. 

To prove him, in defending, of myself, 

A traitor to my God, my king, and me: 

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven 1 

(He takes his seat*) 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke in armour 
preceded by a Herald. 

K. Rick. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war ; 

And formally, according to our law, 

Depose him ra the justice of his cause. 

Mar. What is thy name? and wherefore com’st 
thou hither, 

Before king Richard, in his royal lists ? [rel * 

Against whom contest thou Z and what’s thy quar* 
Speak. like a true knight,. so defend thee heaven ! 

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby 
Ami; who ready here do stand in arms, 

To prove, by heaven’s grace, and my body’s valour 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk, 
That he’s a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me; 
And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bald. 
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists; 

Except the marshal, and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs, 

Boling. Lord Marshal, let me kiss my sovereign’s 
And bow my knee before his majesty: [hand, 

For Mowbray, and myself, are like two men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave, . 

And loving farewell of. our several friends. 

Mar. 'The appellant in ail duty greets your high- 
ness, 

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave 
K. Rich. We will descend, and fold him m mrs 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, [arms. 
So be thv fortune in this royal fight ! 

Farewell, my blood ; which if it to-day thou shed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. , 
Boling. 0, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor’d with Mowbray’s spear ; 

As confident, as is the falcon’s flight 
Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. — 

My loving lord, (to Lord Marshal) I take my leave 
of yon ; — 

Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle : — 

Nor sick, although I have to do with death; 

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. — 

Lo, as at English feasts, so 1 regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet : 

O thou, the earthly author of my blood, — * 

( To Gaunt 4 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-told vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, — 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers 
And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point, 

That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty ’haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy. good cause make' thee 
prosperous! 

Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy' s. ,, 

. Rouse up "thy youthful blood, be valiant, and live. 

■ Boling. Mine innocency, and Saint George to 
thrive! (He takes hh seat. 

Nor. (Rising.) However heaven, or fortune, cast 
. my lot, ■ 

There lives, or dies, true lo king Richard’s throne, 

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman ; 

Never did captive ' with a ' freer' heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage, and einhvaot 
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His golden nucontrolVd enfranchisement, 

More than mv (lancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — 

Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers, — 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years: 

As gentle and as jocund, as to jest, 

Got to fight: Truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Rick Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. — - 
Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

{The King and the Lords return to their seats.) 
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right ) 
Boling . {Rising.) Strong as a tower in hope, I 
.cry — Amen. 

Mar • Go bear this lance (to an Officer) to Tho- 
mas, duke of Norfolk* 

1 Her . Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself, 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 

To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 

A traitor to his God, his king, and him, 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke 

of Norfolk, 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 

B-th" to' defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To. God. his sovereign, and to him, disloyal; 
Conraaeotialy, and with a free desire, 

A tending hut the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, com- 
batants. _ {A charge sounded.) 

Slay , the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rick Let them lay by their helmets and their 
spears. 

And both return back to their chairs again 
Withdraw with us: — and let the trumpets sound, 
TV' idle w« return these dukes what we decree. — 

(.4 long fiourisk) 
Draw near, (To the Combatants.) 

And list what with our council we have done. 

®*o!' that. our kingdom’s earth should act be soil'd 
With ilia t dear blood, which it hath fostered ; 

And ior our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds, plough’d up with neighbours* 
swords ; 

And for we think the eagle- winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts. 

With rival-hating envy, set you on 
To' wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep; 
Which, so rous’d up with boisterous untun’d' drums, 
With harsh resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray. 
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms. 

Might from our quiet coniines fright fair peace, 

And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood ; — 
Therefore, we banish you our territories: 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death, 

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions. 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Baling. Your will be done ; This must my com- 
fort be, — ' ; 

That sun, that warms you here, shall shine on me; 
And those his golden beams, to yon here lent. 

Shall point on me, and gild my banishment. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, tor thee remains a heavier 
^ doom, ' 

Which I with some unwillingness pronounce: 

The fly -slow hours shall not determinate 
' The dateless limit of thy dear exile 
The hopeless word of — never to return 
Breathe I against tnee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence *my most sovereign liege. 
And all unlook’d for from your highness’ mouth: 

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim. 

As to be cast forth in the common air, 

• Have I deserved at your highness’ hand. 

The language I have learn’d these forty years. 


My native English, now I must forego; 

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more. 

Than an unstringed viol or a harp: 

Or, like a conning instrument cas’d up 
I Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch, to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaoPd my tongns, 
Doubly portcullis’d; with my teeth, and lips ; 

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler, to attend on me. 
l am too. old to fawn upon a nurse, 

Too far in years to be a pupil now ; 

What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 

A. Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate ; 
After our sentence, plaining comes too late. 

Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country’s light. 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

. (Retiring.) 

K. Kick. Return again, and take an oath with thee 
Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands ; 

Swear by the duty that you owe to hea ven, 

£0ur part therein w© banish with yourselves,) 

To keep the oath that we administer: — 

You never shall (&o help you truth and heaven I) 

* Embrace each other’s love in banishment ; 

Nor ne ver look upon each other’s face ; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate. 

Nor never by advised purpose meet. 

To plot, contrive, or com plot any ill, 

’Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 
Boling. I s wear. 

Nor. Arid I, to keep all this. 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy;— 

By this time, had the king permitted us, 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air, 

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land: 

Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm; 

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging harden of a guilty soul. 

Nor. No, Bolinghroke ; if ever I were traitor,, 

My name be blotted from the book of life, 

And I from heaven banish’d, as from hence! 

But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know; 
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.— - 
Farewell, mv liege : — Now no way can I stray ; 
Save back to England, all the world’s my way. 

.[Exit 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 
Pluck’d four away : — Six frozen winters spent, 
Return (to Bolinghroke) with welcome home from* 
banishment 

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word ! 
Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs, 

End in a word : Such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that, in regard of me*, 
He shortens four years of my son’s exile: 

But little vantage shall 1 reap thereby ; 

For, ere the six years, that he hath to spend, 

Can change their moons, and bring their times about; 
My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light. 

Shall be extinct with age, and endless night; 

My inch of taper will he burnt and done. 

And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich, Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 
Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thorn cans! i 
give; 

Shorten my days thou cans! with sullen sorrow, 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow * 
Thou canst help time to- furrow me with age,. 

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is current with him for my death.; 

But. dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath* 

K. Rick Thy son is banish’d upon good, advice 


Whereto thy tongue a phrty-verdict gave ;; 

Why at our justice seem’st them then to lowe®?' : ' 

20 




HR 



506 


KING RICHARD II. 


Act L 



Gaunt. Things sweet to taste, prove in digestion 
sour. 

Ton urg’d me as a judge; but I had rather, 

Von would have bid me argue like a lather 
0, had it been a stranger, not my child, 

To smooth Inis fault I should have been more mild: 
A partial slander sought I to avoid, 

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 

Alas, I look’d, when some of* you should say, 

I was too strict, to make mine own away; 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue. 

Against my will, to do myself this wrong. (so ; 

K. Rick. Cousin, farewell : — and, uncle, bid him 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[Flourish* Exeunt K. Richard and Train . 

Aum . Cousin, farewell : what presence must not 
know, 

From where you do remain, let paper show. 

Mar. Mv lord, no leave take i ; for I will ride, 
As fur as land will let me, by your side. [words, 
Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy 
That thou return’st no greeting to thy friends ? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 
When tue tongue’s office .should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart 
Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 
Boling . Joy absent, grief is present for taat. time. 
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly 
gone. ^ [ten. 

Boling. To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour 
Gaunt. Call it a travel, that thou tak’st for plea- 
sure. 

Boling. My heart will sigh, when I miscall it so, 
Whicn Kinds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The suilen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 

Must I fcot serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages; and in the end. 

Having rny freedom, boast of nothing else, 

But thi.t l was a journeyman to grief? 

Gauat. Alt places, that the eye of heaven visits, 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens : 

Teach thy necessity to reason thus; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not, the king did banish thee ; 

But thou the king: Woe doth the heavier sit, 

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Go, siy — i sent thee forth to purchase honour. 

And not — the king exil’d thee : or suppose. 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou com’st: 
Suppose the singing birds, musicians; [sirew’d; 
The grass, whereon thou tread st, the presence 
The flowers, fair ladies; and thy steps, no more 
Than a delightful measure, or a dance : 

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man (h t mocks at it, and sets it light, 

Boling. O, who cau hold a fire in his hand, 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feast ? 

Or wallow naked in December snow. 

By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat? 

O', no ! the apprehension of the good, 

Gives hut the greater feeling to tue worse: 

Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more. 

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt. Come, come, n»y son, i’ll bring thee on 
*ny way : 

fiLd I' iliy youth, and cause., I would not stay. 
Biding. Tfcen. England’s grourd, farewell sweet 

iMm 


Where’er I wander, boast of this I tan,— 

Though banish’d, yet a true-born Englishman. 

[ExeuuU 

Scene IV . — The same. A Room tn the King'* 
Castle. 

Enter King Richard, Bagot, and Green ; 

A umerle following. 

K. Rich. We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way ? 

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

K. Rich , And, say, what store of parting tear* 
were shed ? [wind, 

Aum. ’Faith, none by me : except the north-east 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 

Awak’d the sleeping rheum; and so, by chance. 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich . What said our cousin, whew you parted 
with him? 

Aum. Farewell: 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief, 

That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 
Marry, would the word farewell have lengthen’d 
hours, 

And added years to his short banishment. 

He should have had a volume of farewells ; 

But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but ’tis doubt,. 
When time shall call him home from banishment. 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observ’d his courtship to the common people 
How he did seem to (live into their hearts, 

With humble and familiar courtesy; 

YVhat reverence he did throw away on slaves ; 
Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of smiles* 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 

As "twere, to banish their affects with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster- wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid — "God speed him welL 
And had the tribute of his supple knee, [friends;-* 
With — Thanks , my countryjnen , my loving 
As were our England in reversion his, 

And he our subjects’ next degree in hope. 

Green. Weil, he is gone; and with him go thest 
thoughts. 

Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ireland;— 
Expedient manage must be made, my Uege; 

Ere further, leisure yield them further means 
For their advantage, and your highness’ loss. 

li. Rick. We will ourself in person to this war 
And, for our coffers — with too great a court. 

And liberal largess, — are grown somewhat light, 

We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm ; 

The revenue whereof shall furnish ns 
For our affairs in hand : If that come short, 

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters: 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich;, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold, 
And send them after to supply our wants ; 

For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Bushy. 

Bushy, what news? [brd; 

Bushy . Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my 
Suddenly taken; and hath sent post haste, 

To entreat your majesty to visit liim. 

K. Rich. Where lies he ? 

Bushy. At Ely-house. # [min#, 

A. Rich. Now put it, heaven, in bis physician s 
To help him to his grave immediately ! 

The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for 'these Irish wars.— 

KW crf>ntlf-m*n b**# ,f||| go visit him ! 


i 

| 
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Scene I. — London. A Room in Ely house. 

Gaunt on a couch ; the Duke of York, and others 
standing by him . 

Gaunt. Will the Ling come ? that I may breathe 
my last 

In wholesome counsel to his unstain’d youth. 

York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your 
I breath; 

I For a' I in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

I Gaunt. O. but they say, the tongues of dying men 

I Enfotce attention like deep harmony : 

I ' Wheie words are' scarce, they are seldom spent in 

| va.n ; , ' (pain. 

| For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in 

He. that no more must say, is listen'd more 
I Thao they, whom youth and ease hate taught to 

gfose ; 

More are men’s ends mark’d, than their lives before : 

The setting' son, and music at the close. 

As ttie last teste of sweets, is sweetest last ; 

Writ hi remembrance, more than things long past; 
Though Richard my life's counsel would not hear, 
My death's sail tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No; it is stopp’d with other flattering 
sounds, 

As, praises of ids stale : then there are found 
Lasciv ious metres ; to whose venom sound 
Tile o en ear of youth doth always listen ; 

E -port of fashions in proud Italy 
Wno.se manners still our tardy apish nation 
Li tips after, in base imitation. 

Whrre doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 

(So it he new, there’s no respect how vile,) 

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears? 

Then all t »<* late comes counsel to be heard. 

Where vvdi doth ninthly with wit’s regard. 

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose; 

’Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt thou 
lose. ‘ 

Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new inspir’d ; 
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him : 

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last; 

For violent tires soon burn out themselves : 

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short; 
He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes; 

With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder: 
L.ght vanity, insatiate cormorant, 

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 

This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle, 
This/*arth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

Tins other Eden, demi- paradise ; 

Tms fortress, built by nature for herself, 

Against infection, and the hand of war; 

This happy breed of men, this little world; 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defensive to a house, 

Against the envy ofiess happier lands ; 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous by their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 

(For Christian service, and true chivalry,) 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry, 

Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary’s son : 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land. 

. Dear tor her reputation through the world, 

Is now 'leas’d out (1 die' pronouncing it)i 
Like to, a' tenement, or pelting farm : 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 

| Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 

.. ; With inky 'blots, ' and rotten parchment bonds ; ' 
That England, that was wont to conquer others. 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself: 

O, would the scandal vanish with my life, 

Hew happy then were my ensuing death ! 


Enter King Richard, and Queen; Aumerlk 
Bushy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and Wil- 
loughby. 

York . The king is come : deal mildly with h 
youth ■ ■ ■ . . 

For young hot colts, being rag’d, do rage the more. 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster ? 

K. Rich . What comfort, man ? Howis’t with aged 
Gaunt? 

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composUiotf 
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old : 

W ithin me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 

And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt? | 

For sleeping England long time have I watch’d; 

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt : 

The pleasure, tlsit some fathers feed upon, 

Is my strict fast, l mean— my children’s looks; 

And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt: 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whose hollow womb inherits nought but Bones. 

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their 
names ? 

. Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself; 

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

1 mock my name, great king, to flatter thee, {live? 

K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with those that 
Gaunt. No, no ; men living flatter those that die. 

K. Rich. Thou, now a dying, say’st — thou flat- 
ter’st me. [be. 

Gaunt. Oh I no; thou diest. though I the sicker 
K. Rich . I am in health, l breathe, and see thee 
ill. (thee ill ; 

Gaunt . Now, He, that made me, knows I see 
III in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 

Thy death- bed is no lesser than thy land. 

Wherein thou liest in reputation sick : 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 

Comrait’st thy anointed body to the core 
Of those physicians, that first wounded the# s 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown. 

Whose compass is no bigger than thy head; 

And yet, incaged in so small a verge. 

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet’s eye. 

Seen how ins son’s son should destroy his sons. 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame ; 

Deposing thee before thou wert possess’d. 

Which art possess’d now to depose thyself. 

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world 
It were a shame, to let this land by lease : 

But, for thy world, enjoying but this land, 

Is it not more than shame, to shame it so? 

Landlord of England art thou now, not king; 

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 

And thou 

K. Mich. a lunatic, lean-witted fool* 

Presuming on an ague's privilege, 

Dar’st with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal blood. 

With fury, from his native residence. 

Now by my seat’s right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son, 

This tongue, that runs so roundly in thy head, 

Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders. 

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward's son. 

For that l was his father Edward’s son ; 

That blood already, like the pelican, 

Hast thou tapp’d out, and drunken-ly carous'd : 

My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul, 

(Whom fair befall in heaven ’won^st happy souls l) 

May be a precedent and witness aood. 

That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s blood; 

Join with the present sickness that J have; 

A nd thy nnkindness be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither'd flower. 

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with tbee !— 

These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! — 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. 

‘ [Exit, borne out bg his Attendant* 


; 
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K. Mich. And let them die, that age and sullens 
have; 

Forbnth hast thou, and both become the grave. 

Yora. ’Beseech your majesty, impute his words 
lo wayward sickliness and age in him : 

He Jove* you, on my life, and holds you dear 
as Harry duke of Hereford, were lie here, 

K. Rich. Right; you say true: as Hereford’s 
# love, so his; * 

As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

Enter North cluberl and. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to 
^ your majesty. 

K. Rich. What says he now ? 

North. _ Nay, nothing; all is said; 

H:s tongue is now a stnngless instrument: 

Words, hfe, and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 

xorkjieY ork the next that must be bankrupt so I 
X hough death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. [he ; 

K.RwJl I he ripest fruit test falls, and so doth 
His tune is spent, our pilgrimage must be * 

ho much for that. Now for our Irish wars: 

we-nnurt supplant those rough rug-headed kerns: 
Which live like venom, where no venom else, 
T nt i°i ,iy hath privilege to live. 

And for these great affairs do ask some charge, 

J owards our assistance, we do seize to us 
I he. plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d. 

Slit? * *? ngS ¥ 11 1 be Patient? Ah, how long 

Niall tender duty make me suffer wrong ? 

Not Gloster’s death, nor Hereford’s banishment, 

Not Gaunt s rebukes, nor Edward’s private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolinghroke 
About his marriage, nor iny own disgrace 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek, 

Ur bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face.— 

; a ,a the last of noble Edward’s sons. 

Of whom % father, prince of Wales, was first * 

Jn war was never lion rag’d more fierce ’ 

In peace was never gentle Iamb more mild 
i han was that young and princely gentleman: 

His face thou hast, for even so look’d he 
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours : 

But when he frown’d, it was against the French, 

Anri nor hb t.'wnHo . i,; n „ _ 1. 1 i , * 


York I’ll not be by, the while . My liege, fare- 

What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell ; 

But by bad courses may he understood, 

* events can never fall out good. [Exit 

K. Rich . Go, Bushy, to tfee earl of Wiltsbirf 
Bid him repair bv ns to Ely-house, [straight 

1 o see this business : To-morrow next 
We will for ’Ireland ; and ’tis time, 1 trow: 

And we create, in absence of ourself. 

Our uncle York lord governor of England, 

For he is just, and always lov’d us well. „ 

Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part; 

Be merry, for our time of stay is short. [Flourish* 
[Exeunt King, Queen , Bushy, Aumerle, 
Green , and Bag at. 

North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is 
dead. 

! fyss. And living too ; for now his son is duke. 
fr illo. Barely m title, not in revenue. 

North, likhly in both, if justice had her right 
Ross. My heart is great; but it must break with 
silence, , 

Eret be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nav, .speak thy mind ; and let him ne’er 
speak more, 

thy words a g ain > lo do thee harm ! 
Witlo. 1 ends that, thou’dst speak, to the duke 
of Hereford ? 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man; 

Quick is my ear to hear of good towards him ; 

Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him. 

Unless you call it good, to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now, afore heaven, ’tis shamn 


T f * . "v**® «*suinsi u»e rrencli. 

And not against his friends ; his noble hand 
Did vvinwhat he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won • 

His hands were guilty of no kindred’s blood, * 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

0, Richard 1 York is too far gone with grief. 

Or Hse he never would compare between. 

York™' ™ iy > uacie > what’s the matter ? 

Pardon me, if yon please ; if not, I, '' ege ’ 

Wot to be pardon’d, am content withal, 
beek you to seize, and gripe into your hands, 

I he royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford ? 

■ V™ nntr d f d V? nd Hereford live ? 

Uas not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true 1 ? 

Hid not the one deserve to have an heir ? 
m V s le i l a well-deserving son ? 

Jake Hereford’s right away, and take from time 
H:s charters, and Ins customary rights ; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to day • 

Be not thyself, for how art thou a kioi, 

But by fair sequence and succession ” 

Now, afore Gpd (God forbid I say true !\ 

It you dp wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights. 

Call m the letters patent that he hath 

By his attornies-general to sue 

His livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

You pluck, a thousand dangers on your head, 

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts, 

WhiSfSt my te ^ er ,P at ? <illce to th °™ thoughts, 

. W j^ c MWur a tt d allegiance cannot think. 

A. Mich. Thmk what you will ; we seize into our 
* hands ^ ...... , . , 

His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 


North. Now, afore heaven, ’tis shame such 
wrongs are borne. 

In him a royal prince, and many more 
Ot noble blood in this declining land. 

I he king is not himself, but basely led 
JBy flatterers ; and what they will inform. 

Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all, 

I hat will the king severely prosecute 
Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 
Ross. The commons hath he pill’d with grievous 
taxes, 

And lost their hearts: the nobles halh he fin’d 
Tareks, and quite lost their hearts. 
Witlo. And daily new exactions are devis’d ; 

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what- 
But what, o’ God’s name, doth become of this ? 
North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr’d he 
hath not, 

But basely yielded upon compromise 
1 hat, which his ancestors achiev’d with blows ; 

More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars, 
Ross. I he earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in 
farm, [man 

a be kia K 9 ffown bankrupt, like a broken 
North Reproach, and dissolution, hangeth over 

He hath not money for these Irish wars, 

I £ 1S burdenous taxations notwithstanding 
But by the robbing of the banish’d duke. 
r> North. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king i 
But lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing* 

* *t seek no shelter to avoid the storm ; 

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails 
» yet ,\ v r e 8trike not > bllt securely perish. 

- A *T s$m s 5 e . th ® ve *;y wreck that we must suffer S 

And unavoided is the danger how, 

80 tbe caQse s of our wreck. 

North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes zi 
I spy hfe peering: but I dare not say [deato 

Ho ^ «f ar the tidings of our comfort is. ' 

Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou 

Moss. Bv confident to speak, Northumberland: 

We three are but tb.-se f; and, speaking so, 

J hy words are but as thoughts; therefore, be bold. 
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North. Then thus ; — I have from Fort Ie Blanc, 
In Brittany, receiv’d intelligence, [a bay 

That Harry Hereford, Regiuotd lord Cobham, 

'The son of Richard earl of Arundel) 

That late broke from the duke of Exeter, 

His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpinghani, sir John Ramstoa, 

Sir John Norbery, sir Robert Waterloo, and Francis 
Quoint, — 

All these well furnish’d by the duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war. 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And shortly mean to touch our northern shore: 
Perhaps they had ere this , but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 

Imp out our drooping country's broken wing. 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish’d crown, 
Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt, 

And make high majesty look like itself, 

Away, with me, in post to Ra\ enspurg : 

Rut, if you faint, as fearing to do so, 

Stay, and be secret, and myself will go. [fear. 
Mom ■ To horse, to horse f urge doubts to them that 
IV ilia. Hold out, my horse, and I will first be 
there. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad : 
Ton* promis’d, when you parted with the king. 

To lay aside life-harming heaviness. 

And entertain a cheerful disposition. [self, 

Queen. To please the king, I did ; to please rny- 
I'cannot do it; yet £ know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief. 

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : Yet, again, methinks, 

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 

Is coming towards me ; and my inward .soul 
With nothing trembles *. at something it grieves. 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 
Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty 
shadows. 

Which show like grief itself, but are not so : 

For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects ; 

Like perspectives, which, rightly gaz’d upon. 

Show nothing but confusion ; ey’d awry. 

Distinguish form: so your sweet majesty, 

Looking awry upon your lord’s departure. 

Finds shapes of griefs, more than himself, to wail ; 
Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what is not Then, thrice gracious queen, 

More than your lord’s departure weep not ; more’s 
not seen : 

Or ifit he, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye, 

Which for things true, weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me, it is otherwise : Howe’er it be, 

I cannot but be sad , so heavy sad, 

As,— -though, in thinking, on no thought I think, — 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink 
Musky. ’Tis notning but conceit, my gracious lady. 
Queen. ’Tis noth mg less: conceit is still deriv’d 
From some tore- father grief ; mine is not so; : 

For nothing hath begot my something grief: 

Or something hath the nothing, that I grieve : 

*Tis in reversion, that 1 do possess; 

But 'What it is, 'that is not yet known : what 
I; cannot 'iiarne r’tis nameless .woe, 1 wot. ■ ■ 

Enter Green. 

Green. God save your majesty 1 — and well met 
'■ ''Vgentleiiten:-*- v 

1 hope the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland. 

; Queen. "Why hop's! thou so? 'tis hotter hope, he is ; 
For his designs crave hast%'bia haste good hope ; 
Then writ we fore dost thou hope, he is not shipp'd ? 


Green. That he, our hope, might have retir'd hi* 
power, 

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope. 

Who strongly hath set footing in this land; 

The banish’d Bohngbroke repeals himself. 

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv’d 
At Ravenspurg. 

Queen. Now God m heaven forbid] 

Green. 0, madam, ’tis too true: and that is 
worse, — (Percy, 

The lord Northumberland, his young son Henry 
The lords of Ross, Beaurnond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are tied to him. 
Bushy. Why have you not proclaimed Northum- 
berland, 

And all the rest of the revolting faction, 

Traitors? 

Green. We have: whereon the earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship, 

And all the household servants tied with him 
To Bolingbroke. [woe. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to ray 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir : 

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ; 

And I, a gasping new-deliver’d mother. 

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me t 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper-back of death, 

Who gently would dissolve the bands oflife. 

Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 

Green. Here comes the duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck; 
O, full of careful business are his looks ! — — 

Uncle, 

For heaven’s sake, speak comfortable words. 

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thought*; 
Comfort’s in heaven ; and vve are. on the* earth, 
Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief. 
Your husband he is gone to save far off, 

Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 

Here am I left to underprop his land ; 

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself — - 
Now comes the sick hour, that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friend* that flatter’d him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 
York. He was r— why, so I — go all which way 
it will I — 

The nobles they are fled, the commons cold, 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. — 
Sirrah, 

Get thee to Piashy, to my sister Gloster; 

Bid her send me oresently a thousand pound ; 

Hold, take my ring. 

Serv. My lord, 1 had forgot to tell your lordship. 
To-day, as l came by. I called there ; — 

But I shall grieve you to report the rest 
York. What is it, knave? 

Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess died 
York. G od for lus mercy l what a tide of woe* 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once I 
l know not what to do: — I would to God, 

(So my untruth had not provokM him to it,) 

The king had cut off my head with my brother’s.— 
What, are there posts despatch’d for Ireland ?— 
How shall we do for money for these wars? — 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say : pray, pardon 
me, — [some cart*. 

Go, fellow, (to the Servant) get thee home, provide 
And bring away the armour that is there. — 

% [Exit Servimt, 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men ? if l know 
How. or which way, to order these affairs, 

Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, 
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Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ;• — 

The one’s my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other, again, 

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d : 

Whouv conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well somewhat wo must do.— Come, cousin, I'll 
Dispose of you : — Go muster up your men, 

And meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 

1 should to Flashy too; — 

But time will not permit:— All is uneven. 

And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt York and Queen . 
Bushy. The wind sits lair for news to go to Ire- 
land, 

But none returns. For us to levy power. 
Proportionable to the enemy, 

Is all impossible. ' • . 

Green . Besides, our nearness to the king in love. 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Bagot . And that’s the wavering commons; for 
their love 

Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them, 

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bushy . Wherein the king stands generally con- 
demn’d. 

Bagot . If judgment lie in them, then so do we. 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green Well, I’ll for refige straight to Bristol- 
The earl of Wiltshire is already there. [castle ; 

Bushy Thither will 1 with you : for little office 
The hateful commons will periorm us; 

Except like curs to tear us all in pieces.— 

Will you go along with us? 

Bagot. No ; I’ll to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell; if heart’s presages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne’er shall meet again. 
Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back Bo- 
Iingbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke! the task he undertakes, 
Is— numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry : 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will flv. 
Bushy. Farewell at once; for once, for all, and 
Green. Well, we may meet again, [ever. 

Bagot. 1 fear me, never 

[ Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The Wilds in Glosier shire. 

Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland, 
with Forces. 

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now? 
North, Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in Glostershire. 

These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome ; 
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar. 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 

But, I bethink me, what a weary way 
From Ravenspurg to Cots wold, will be found * 

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company ; 
Which, I protest, hath very much beguil’d 
The tediousness and process of my travel: 

But theirs is sweeten’d with the" hope to have 
The present benefit, which I possess : 

And hope to jov, is little less in joy, 

Than hope enjoy'd ; by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath done 
By sight of* what 1 have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of m u<*h less value is my company. 

Than your good words. But who comes here ? 

Enter Harry Percy. 

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy, 

Sept trom my brother Worcester, whencesoever. — 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn'd 
his health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen 2 
Percy. No, ray good lord ; he hath forsook the 
Broken ltis stvfF of office, and dispers’d [court, 

The household of the king. 


North . What was his reason ? 

He was not so resolv’d, when last we spake together. 

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaim’d 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, [traitor. 
To offer service to the dnke of H'erefi ud : 

And sent me o er. by Berkley, to discover 
What power the duke of York had levied there; 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg. 

North. Have you forgot the duke o r Hereford, 
boy ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot, 
Which ne’er I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. [duke. 

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is the 
Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my service. 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, mid young; 

Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Peiey ; and be sure, 
I count myself in nothing else so happy, 

As in a soul rememh’ring mv good friends * 

And, as my fortunes ripen with thy love, 

It shall be still thy true love’s recompense : 

My heart tins cov enant makes, my hand thus seals it 
North. How far is it to Bet kley ? And what Stir 
Keeps good old York there, with his men of war? 
Percy . There stands the castle, by yon tuft of 
trees. 

Maim’d with three hundred men, as I have heard : 
And in it are the lords of York. Berkley, and Sey- 
None else of name, and noble est mate. [raour ; 
Enter Ross and Willoughby. 

North. Here comes the lords of Ross and Wil- 
loughby, 

Bloody with spurring, fiery- red with haste. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords : 1 wot, your love 
A banish’d traitor; all my treasury [pursues 

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d, 

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 

Boss'. Your presence makes us rich, most noble 
lord. 

Willo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 
Boling . Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the 
poor ; _ 

Which, till rnv infant fortune comes to years, 

Stands for my bounty. But who comes here t 

Enter Berkley. 

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you 
Boling. My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster; 
And I am come to seek that name in England : 

And I must find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to aught you say. [mg. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord : 'tis not my meas.- 
To raze one title of your honour out 
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord yon will,) 

From the most glorious regent of this land, 

The duke of York ; to know, what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time, 

And fright our native peace with self born arms. 
Enter York, attended. 

Boling . I shall not need transport mv words by you. 
Here comes his grace in person. — M y noble uncle I 

( Kneels.) 

i ork. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy 
Wln se duty is deceivabie and false. ■ [kpea 

Boling. ■ My gracious uncle ! - 
■ York . Tut, tut ! 

Grace me meg race, nor. unci© me. BoiiMde- 
lam no traitor s uncle : and that word — grace. 

In an ungracious mouth, is but profane. 

Why have these banish’d and forbidden legs 
: Oar'd once, to touch a dust of England's ground'? 

■ But then more why ; Whv have they dar’d to 

So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ; : [march 
Frighting her pale- fac’d villages with war ; ' •' 

And ostentation of despised arms? 

Goaf st thou, because the anointed king, is' hesucet' ■ 
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I Why. foolish boy, the king is left behind, 

I And in my loyal bosom lies his power, 

' Were I but now the lord of such hot youth. 

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself. 
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men. 
From forth the ranks of many thousand French ; 

O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine, 

Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee, 

And minister correction to thy fault 1 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault 
I On what condition stands it, and wherein ? 

York. Even in condition of the worst degree, — 
f In gross rebellion, and detested treason: 

f Thou art a banish’d man, and here art come, 

I. Before the expiration of thy time, 

| In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Baling. As l was banish’d, I was banish’d Ilere- 
' . lord ; 

I But as 1 come, I come for Lancaster, 

If: And, noble uncle, 1 beseech your grace, 

ir • Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

| You are my lather, for, methinks, in you 

l see old Gaunt alive ;■ 0, then, my father ! 

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d 
A wand’ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born? 

If that my cousin king be king of England, 

It must be granted, I am the duke oi Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman: 

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down. 

He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father. 

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery here. 

And yet my letters patent give me leave : 

My fathers goods are all distrain’d, and sold; 

And these, and all, are all amiss employ'd.^ 

What would you have me do ? I am a subject. 

And challenge law : Attorneys are denied me ; 

And therefore personally I lay my claim 
fo my inheritance of free descent. 

Norfk , The noble duke hath been too much abus’d.' 
Ross. It stands your grace upon, to do him right 
Willo. Base men by his endowments are made 
gr at. 

York. My lords of England, let me tell you this, 
I have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs. 

And labour'd all I could to do him right: 

“ But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 

Be his own carver, and cut out his way, 

To find out right with wrong, — it may not be ; 

And you, that do abet him in this kind. 

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all 

North, The noble duke hath sworn, his coming is 
But for Ins own : and, for the right of that, 

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 

And let him ne’er see joy, that breaks that oath. 

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms; 

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 

Because my power is weak, and all ill left: 

But, if I could, by Him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But, since I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remain as neuter. So, fore you well ; — 

Unless you please to enter in the castle, 

And there repose you for this night, 

Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept. 

But we must win your grace, to go with as 
To Bristol. castle ; which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the commbnwealtli. 

Which I nave sworn to weed, and pluck away. 
'York. It may be, i will go with you but yet 
, I’ll pause; . 

For I am loath to break our country’s laws. 

Nor friends, nor foe s s, to me welcome you are : 
Things pa3t redress, are now with me past care. 

[Exeunt. 



Scene 1 V . — A Camp in Wale*. 

Enter Salisbury and a Captain. 

Cap My lord of Salisbury, we have staid ten days, 

And hardly kept our countrymen together. 

And yet we hear no tidings from the king; 

Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell, 

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman; 

The king reposeth ail his confidence 
In thee. {stay. 

Cap. ’Tis thought the king is dead : we will not 
The bay-trees in our country are wither’d. 

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven : 

The pale- fac’d rnoon looks bloody on the earth. 

Anti lean look’d prophets whisper fearful change ; 

Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap,— 

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy. 

The other, to enjoy by rage and war: 

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings, — 

Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well assur’d, Richard their king is dead, [Exit. 

Sal. Ah, Richard l with the eyes of hea\y mind. 

I^see thy glory, like a shooting star. 

Fall to the base earth from the firmament 1 
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 

Witnessing storms to come, woe, and un rest: 

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit, 

ACT Iir. 

Scene!. — Bolin gbroke's Camp at Bristol. 

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, 
Percy, Willoughby, Ross : Officers behind, 
with Bushy and Green, prisoners. 

Boling. Bring forth these men. — 

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls 
(Since presently your souls must part your bodies,) 

With too much urging your pernicious lives. 

For ’twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood 
From oft* my hands, here, in the view of men, 

I will unfold some causes of your death. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments. 

By you unbappied and disfigur’d clean. 

You have, in manner, with your sinful hours. 

Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him; 

Broke the possession of a royal bed, 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks f 

With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrong*. 
Myself — a prince, by fortune of my birth ; 

, Near to the king in blood ; and near in love. 

Till you did make him misinterpret me, — 

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries. 

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds, 
Eatingthe bitter bread of banishment: 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 

Dispark’d my parks, and fell’d my forest woods 
From my own windows torn my household coat. 

Raz’d out my ini ress, leaving me no sign, — 

.Save men’s opinions, and my living blood, — » 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 

I Condemns you to the death: — See them deliver’d, 

To execution and the hand of death. lover* 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me„ 

Than B.dingbroke to England. — Lords, farewell. 

Green , My comfort is, — that heaven will take oar 
souls, 

And plague injustice with the pains of hell, 

Boling. My lord Northumberland, see then, 
despatch’d. 

[Exeunt Northumberland and others, with* 
Prisoners. 

Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house ; 

For heaven’s sake, fairly let her be entreated: 

Tell her. I send to her my kind commends ; 

Take special care my greetings be deliver’d, 

York. A gentleman of mine I have despatch'd! 

With letters of your love to her at large. 
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Ro/m#. Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, lords, away; 
a o fight with Glendower and his complices ; 

Awhile to work, and, after, holiday. [Exeunt. 

Scene II, — The Coast of Wales. A Castle in View. 
Flourish: Drums and Trumpets. Enter King 
Richard, Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, and 
Soldiers. 

K. Rich. Uarkloughly -castle call you this at hand ? 
Aum. Yes, my lord : How brocks your grace the 
air. 

After late tossing on the breaking seas ? [joy, 
K. Rich. Needs must I like it well ; I weep lor 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. — 

Dear earth, 1 do salute thee with »ny hand, 

Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ hoofs : 
As a long parted mother with her child . 

Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting; 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 

And do thee favour with my royal hands. 

Peed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav’nous sense . 

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 

And heavy gaited toads, lie in their way ; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, 

Which witti usurping steps do trample thee. 

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies: 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder ; 

W hose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign^ enemies. — 

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ; 

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

Bishop. Pear not, my lord ; that Power, that 
made von king. 

Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all. 

The means, that heaven yields, must be embrac’d. 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would. 

And we will not, heaven’s oiler vve refuse; 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss ; 
Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security. 

Grows strong and great, in substance, and in friends. 
K Rich. Discomfortable cousin! know’st thou 
not, 

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 

In murders, and in outrage, bloody here ; 

But when, from under this terrestrial bail. 

He fires tiie proud tops of the eastern pines. 

And darts his light through every guilty hole. 

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins. 

The cloak of night being pluck'd from offuveir backs. 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, — 

Who all this while hath re veil’d in the night, 

Whilst we were wand’riug with the antipodes, — 
Shall see us rising in our throne the ea*st. 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face. 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But, self affrighted, tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an auointed king : 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man, that Bolingbroke hath press’d. 

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel ; then, if angels fight, [right. 
Weak men must fall; for heaven still guards the j 

Enter Salisbury. 

Wekah*, my lord ; How far olf lies your power? I 
Sal. Nor near, nor further off, my gracious lord, 
.Then this weak arm: Discomfort games my tongue, ! 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 

One day too kite, l fear, my noble lord j 


Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 

O, call back yesterday, hul time return, 

And thou shall have twelve thousand fighting men j 
To-day, to day, unhappy day, too late, 

O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state; 
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers’d, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace 
. so pale ? [men 

K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty thousand 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 
And, till so much blood thither come again, 

H a ve I not reason to look pale and dead ? 

All souls, that will be safe, fly from my side ; 

For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are. 
K. Rich . I had forgot myself: Am I not king? 
Awake, thou sluggard majesty 1 thou sleep’st. 

Is not the king’s name forty thousand names ? 

Arm, arm, my name l a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory,— -Look not to the ground. 

Ye favourites of a king; Are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts: I know, my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
Comes here? 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my 
liege. 

Than can my care- tun’d tongue deliver him. 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar’d; 
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 

Say, is my kingdom lost? why, ’twas my care; 

And what loss is it, to be rid of care ? 

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he shall not be; if he serve God, 

We’il serve him too, and be his fellow so: 

Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ; 

They break their faith to God, as well as ns : 

Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ; 

The worst is — death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I, that y our highness is so arm’d 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy da v, 

Which makes the silver rivers drown their shore#. 
As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears ; 

Sohigh above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel. 
White-beards have arm'd their thin and hairless 
scalps 

Against thy majesty ; boys, with women’s voices. 
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state; 

Yea, distaff- women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat : both young and old rebel. 

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tell’st a tale 
so ill. 

Where is the ear! of Wiltshire ? where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bushy ? where is Green ? 

That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 

I warrant, they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed* 
my lord. .. .. /' [demptionl 

K. Rich . 0 villains, vipers, damn’d without re* 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! [heart ! 

Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my 
Three Judasses, each one thrice worse than judas; 
Would they make peace?' terrible,' hell make waif; 
Upon their spotted souls for this offence ! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : — 
Again uncnrse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands ; those, whom you 
cuise, ' 



f 


’ Scene 3. 


KING RICHARD II. 


313 


Have felt the worst of death’s destroying wound; [ 
And He full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 

Aunt. Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wilt* I 
shire, dead ? [heads. ! 

Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their 
Aum, Where is the duke my father with his 
power? [speak: 

K. Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man 
Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let’s choose executors, and talk of wills: 

And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath. 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke’s, 

And nothing can we call our own, but death : 

And that small model of the barren earth, 

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 

For heaven’s sake, let us sit upon the ground. 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 

How some have been depos’d, some slain in war; 
Some haunted hy the ghosts they have depos’d ; 
Some poison’d by their wives, some sleeping kill’d ; 
All murder’d : — For within the hollow crown, 

That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 

Keeps death his court : and there the antic sits, 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 

Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks ; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 

Were brass impregnable; and, humour’d thus. 

Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle wall, and— forewell, king I 
Coyer your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty. 

For you have but mistook me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief. 
Need friends Subjected thus. 

How can you say to me — I am a king? [woes. 
Car. My lord, wise men ne’er wail their present 
But presently prevent the ways to wail. 

To fear the toe, since fear oppresseth strength. 
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe. 

And so your follies fight against yourself. 

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight : 
And fight and die, is death destroying death ; 

Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power, enquire of him ; 
And learn to m$ke a body of a limb. 

K. j Rick Thou chid’st me well Proud Boling- 
broke, l come 

To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
This ague-fit of fear is oyer blown ; 

An easy task it is, to win our own. — 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power ? 
Speak sweetly, map, although thy looks be sour. 
Scroop . Men judge by the complexion of the sky 
The state and inclination of the day: 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 

I play the torturer, by small and small, 

To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken: — 
Your uncle York hath join’d with Bolingbroke; 

And all your northern castles yielded up, 

And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K , Mi ft. Thou hast said enough. — 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

( To Aumerle.) 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair! 

What say you now? What comfort have we now? 
By heaven, I’ll hate him everlastingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go, to Flint castle ; there I'll pine away : 

A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey. 

That power, I ha ve, disouarge ; and let them go 
To ear foe land, that hatu^some hop* to grow. 

For I have none : — Let no man speak again 


To alter this, for counse. is but vain. 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers, let them hence Away, 
From Richard’s night, to Bolingbroke’s fair day. 

[ExeumA 

Scene III. — Wales. Before Flint Castle. 

Enter, with drum and colours , BoUNGBroke atuk 
Forces ; York, Northumberland, and other* 

Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn. 

The Welshmen are dispers’d ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed. 

With some few private friends* upon this coast. 

Norths The news is very fair and good, my lord, 
Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his bead. 

York. It would beseem the lord Northumberland, 
To say— king Richard Alack the heavy day. 
When such a sacred king should hide his head! 

North. Your grace mistakes me ; only to be bi ie£ 
Left I his title out. 

York. The time bath been, 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with yon, to shorten you. 

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length. 
Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you 
should. [should, 

York. Take not, good cousin, further than yo« 
Lest you mis-take : The hea vens are o’er your head 
Boling . I know it, uncle : and oppose not 
Myself against their will. — But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Well, Harry ; what, will not this castle yield ? 

Percy. The castle royally is maim’d, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 

Boling. Royally l v . 

Why, it contains no king? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king : king Riehard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone : p 
And with him are the lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence * who, 1 cannot learn. 

North. Belike, it is the bishop of Carlisle. 
Boling. Noble lord, _ (Tc North.) 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of pari© 
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver. 

Harry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees doth kiss king Richard's hand; 
And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart. 

To his most royal person: hither come * 

Even at his feet to lay my arms and power; 
Provided that, my banishment repeal’d, 

And lands restor’d again, be freely granted; 

If not, I’ll use the advantage of my power, 

And lay the summer’s dust with showers of Wood, 
Rain’d from the wounds of slaughter’d Englishmen: 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair king Richard’s land. 

My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Go, signify as much; while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 

(Northumberland advances to the catilfy 
with a trumpet.) 

Let’s march without the noise of, tbreat’ning drum, 
That from the castle’s totter’d battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus’d. 
Methinks, king Itichaid and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thund’ring shack 
At meeting tears the eloudy ch^ ks of heaven. 

Be he the fire. I’ll be the welding water : 

The rage be his, while on the earth l rain 
My waters; on 'tile earth, and not on him. 

March on. and mark king Richard how he looks. 
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A parte sounded, and answered by another trum- 
pet within. Flourish. Enter on the walla 
King Richard, the Bishop oj Carlisle, Au- 
merle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

York. See, see, king- Richard doth himself appear, 

As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal oi the east; 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track. 

Of his bright passage to the ocmdent. 

Yet looks he like a king ; behold his eye. 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty , Alack, alack, lor woe. 

That any harm should stain so fair a show. 

K.llich. We are amaz’d; and thus long have 
vve stood 

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

(To Northumberland.) 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence . 

If vve be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship : 

For well vve know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle oi our sceptre. 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 

Have torn their souls, bv turning them from us. 

And vve are barren, and berelt of friends; • 

Yet know, — my master, God omnipotent, 

Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf, 

Annies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot. 

That lift your vassal hands against my head. 

And threat the glory of my preciouto crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yo«>d\ metlunks, he is,) 

That every stride he makes upon my land. 

Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope 
The purple testament of bleeding vvar; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mother’s sous 
Shall ill become the flower of England s face ; 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood. 

North. The king of heaven forbid, our lord the 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms [king 

Be rush’d upon ! Thy thrice noble cousin, 

Harry Roliugbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand; 

And by the honourable tomb he swears 
That stands upon thy royal grandsire’s hones , 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

Currents, that spring from one most gracious head; 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt ; 

And by the worth and honour of himself. 

Comprising all that may be «w«»m or said,— 

His coming hither hath no further scope, 

Than for Ids lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees: 

Which on thy royal party granted once, 

His glittering arms he will commend to rust, 

His barbed steeds to stahles, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just; 

And, as I am a gentleman, 1 credit him. ‘ 

K. Rich , Northumberland, say, — thus the king 
returns; — 

His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 

And all the number of ids fair demands ; - 
fchall be accomplish’d without contradiction : 

With all the gracious utterance thou hast, 

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.— 

We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, I 

(To Aumerle.) j 

To look so poorly, and to speak so fair? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send # 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ? 

No, good my lord ; let s fight with gentle 

words. 


HU time lend friends, and friends their helpful 
swords. [of mine, 

K. Rich . O God ! 0 God ! that e’er this tongue 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should fake it oft again 
With words of sooth 1 0, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than mv name ! 

Or that I copld forget what l ha 'e been . 

Or not remember what I must oe now . 

Sweil’st thou, proud heart? I’ll give thee scope -to 
beat. 

Since foes have scope to beat both f bee and me. 
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Boling- 
broke. [he submit? 

K. Rich. What must the king do now ? Most 
The king shall do it. Must he be depos'd ? 

The king shall be contented. Must he lose 
The name of king ? o’God’s name, let it go 
Til give my jewels, for a set of beads ; 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 

My gay apparel, for an alms- man’s gown ; 

My figur’d goblets, for a dish of wood ; 

My sceptre, for a palmer’s walking-staff; 

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints; 

And my large kingdom for a little grave, 


A little little grave, an obscure grave 
Or I’ll be buried in the king’s highway^ 

Some way of common trade, where subjects’ feet 
May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head ; 

For on my heart they tread, now whilst Hive ; 

And, buried once, why not upon my head ?— 
Aumerle, thou weep’st; My tender-hearted cou- 
sin ! — . . 

We’ll make foul weather with despised tears; 

Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer corn, 
And make a dearth in tins revolting land. 

Or shall vve play the wantons with our woes, 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears t 
As thus;— To drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted ns a pair of graves 
Within the earth: and, therein laid,— there lies # 
Two kinsmen , digg'd their graves with weeping 

Would not this ill do well?— Well, well, I see 
I talk but idiv, and you mock at me.— 

Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland, 

What savs king Bolingbroke ? will iiis majesty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die t 
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says— ay. 

North. Mv lord, in the base court he dutb attend 
To speak with you ; may't please you to come down? 
K. Rich . Down, down, I come : like glistering 
Phaeton, 

Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

(North, retires to Boling.) 
la the base court? Base court, where kings grow 

To come at traitors’ calls, and do them grace. 

In the base court? Come down? Down court I 
dowft king! 

For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks should 
sing. [Exeunt, from above. 

Boling. What says his majesty ? 

North. Sorrow and gnef oi heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man ; 

Yet he is come. 

Enter King Richard, and his Attendants below . 
Boling. Stand all apart, 

And show fair duty to bis majesty.— ; ■■ ■. , . ' 

Mv gracious lord,— ( Kneeling.) 

K. Rich . Fair cousin, you Aefo«w0, ypir ;prwcmy 
knee, ..... .. 

To make the base earth proud with kissing it: 

Me rather had, iny 'heart might feel your love. 

Than my unpleas’d eye see your courtesy. . 

Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know. 

Thus high at least, {touching his own ie«a,)altho«g!i 
your knee be low. ' : . 

Boling* My gracious lord, I come but for mine own 
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K. Rich . Your own is yours, and I am yours, 
and all. 

J Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord, 
As my 1 me service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve : — They well deserve 
to have, 

Thai know the strmig’st and surest way to get. — 
Unde, give me your hand: nay. dry your eyes, 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies.* — 
Cousin, I am too voting tu be your lather. 

Though you an old enough to be my heir* 

What you will have, I’ll give, and willing too ; 

For do \\ e must, what force will ha ve us do. — 

Set on towards London : — Cousin, is it so ? 

Boling. Yea, my good lord, 
v K. Rick. Then I must not say, no. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 

Scene I V .—Langley. The Duke of York's Garden. 
Enter the Queen, and two ladies. 

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in this 
garden. ■ ■ 

To drive away the heavy thougnt of care ? 

1 hady. Madam, we’ll play at bowls. 

Queen ’Twill make me think, 

Tim world is full of rubs, and that my fortune 
Runs ’gainst the bias. 

1 Lady. Madam, we will dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief: 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport. 

I Lady. Madam, well tell tales. 

Queen. Of sorrow, or of joy ? 

1 Lady. Of either, madam. 

Queen. _ Of neither, girl : 

For if of joy , being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 

Or if of grief, being altogether had. 

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, l need not to repeat; 

And what 1 want, it boots not to complain* 

1 Lady. Madam, I'll sing. 

Queen. ’Tis welt that thou hast cause; 

But thou shonldst please me better, wouldst thou 
weep. [good. 

1 Lady. Leonid weep, madam, would it du you 
Queen. And 1 could weep, would weeping do me 
Ancl never borrow any tear of thee. [good. 

But stay, here come the gardeners : 

Let’s step into the shadow of these trees.— 

Enter a Gardener , and two Servants. 

My wretchedness unto a row of pins. 

They’ll talk of state : for every one doth so 
Against a change : VVoe is forerun with woe. 

{ Queen and Ladies retire.) 
Gard. Go, bind thou up yon’ dangling apricocks. 
Which, like unruly children, make^ their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight: 

Give some snpportance to trie bending twigs. — 

Go thou, and, like an executioner, 

Cutoff the heads of too- fast growing sprays, 

That look too lofty in the commonwealth : 

All must be even in our government.—* 

You thus employ’d, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers, 

1 Se.rv. Why should we, in the compass of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion. 

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate ? 

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 

Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok’d up. 

Her fruit trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin'd. 

Her knots disorder’d, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Gard. Hold thy peace 

He, that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring. 

Hath now himself met with tne fall of leaf : 

The weeds, that his broad spreading leaves did 
shelter. 


That seemfd in eating him to hold him up, 

Are pluck’d up, roof and all, by Boling broke; 

I. mean, the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

1 Seru. What, are they dead ? 

Gard. They are ; and Bolhigbroki 

Hath seiz’d the wasteful king, — Oh ! what pity is it, 
That he had not so tri min’d and dress’d his land, 

As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees; 

Lest, being over : proud with sap and blood. 

With too much riches it confound itself : 

Had he done so to great and growing men, 

They might have liv’d to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty. All superfluous branches 
W e lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 

Had he done so, himselfhad borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down* 

1 Serv. What, think you then, the king shall bs 
depos’d ? 

Gard. Depress’d he is already ; and depos’d, 

’Tis doubt, he will be : Letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good duke of York’s, 

That tell black tidings. 

Queen. 0, I am press’d to death. 

Through want of speaking !— Thou, old Adam’s 
likeness, {Coming from her concealment.) 
Set to dress this garden, how dares 
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news? 
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man? 

Why dost thou say, king Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’st thou, thou little better tiling than earth, 

Divine his downfall? Say, where, when, and how, 
Ca m’st thou by these ill-tidings ? speak , thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I, 

To breathe this news; yet, what 1 say, is true. 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh’d : 

In your lord’s scale is nothing but himself. 

And some few vanities, that make him light; 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English* peers, 

And with that odds he weighs king Richard down. 
Post you to Loudon, and you’ll find it so ; 

1 speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light ol foot, 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me, 

A,nd am I last that knows it? 0, thou think’st 
To serve me last, that 1 may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. — Come, ladies, go. 

To meet at London London’s king in woe. — 

What, was I born to this ! that mv sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke? 
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe, 

J would, the plants thou gralVst, may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies* 
Gard. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be m 
worse, 

I would, my skill were subject to thy curse,— 

Here did she drop a tear; here, in this place, 

I ’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Exeunt* 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — London . Westminster Hall The Lords 
spiritual on the right of the throne ; the Lord* 
temporal on the left ; the Commons below. 

Enter Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Surrey. North- 
umberland, Percy, Fitzwater, another Lord, 
Bishop of Carlisle Abbot of Westminster, 
and< Attendants. Officers behind with Bagot. 

Boling. Call forth Bagot : — 

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ; 

W'hat thou dost know of noble Gloster’s death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who pe rform’d 
The bloodv office of his timeless end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the lord An merle. 




316 


KING RICHARD II. 


Act IV. 


Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look .upon that 
man. [tongue 

Bagot My lord Aumerle, I know your daring 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 

In that dead time, when Gloster’s death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — Is not ing arm. of length , 

That reacheth from the. restful English court 
As far as Calais , to my uncle's head? 

, Amongst much other talk, that very time, 

I heard yon say, that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns, 

Ilian Bolinghroke’s return to England ; 

Adding withal, how blest this land would be, 

In this your cousin’s death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man ? 

Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 

On equal terms to give him chastisement? 

Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of his sland’rous lips. — 

There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 

That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest. 

And will maintain what thou hast said is false. 

In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting one, I would lie were the best 
In all this presence, that hath mov'd me so. 

If that thy valour stand on sympathies, 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun, that shows me where thou stand’st, 
l heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak’st it, 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster’s death. 

If thou deny’st it, twenty times th’ou liest; 

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, 1 with my rapier’s point. 

Aum. Thou durst not, coward, live to see that day. 
Fits, Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn’d to hell for this. 
Perc $ . Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true. 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust : 

And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage. 

To prove it on thee, to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing ; seize it, if thou dar’st. 

Aum. And if 1 do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe l [Aumerle : 

Lord. I take the earth to the like, forsworn 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holla’d in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there ’is my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st [at all : 

Aum . Who sets me else? by heaven, I’ll throw 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast, 

To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey. My lord Fitzwater, l clo remember well 
The^very time Aumerle and you did talk. [then; 

Fits. My lord, ’tis true : you were in presence 
And you can witness with me this is true. [true. 
Surt'ey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is 
Fits. Surrey, thou best 

Surrey . Dishonourable boy I 

That lie snail lie so heavy on my sword, 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge, 

Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father’s scull. 

In proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn; 

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. 

Jn’li. Ho w fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
dare eat, or drink, or breaths, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 

And spit upon him, whilst I say, he lies, 

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith. 

To tie thee to my strong correction. — 

Ail intend to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 

Besides, l hrarcf the banish’d Norfolk say, 

Thai thou, Atfmerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Sbhie hoaest Christian trust me with a gage, 


That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 

If he may be repeal’d to try his honour. [gage, 
Boling . These differences shall all rest undef 
Till Norfolk be repeal’d : repeal’d he shall be, 

And, though mine enemy, restor’d again 

To all his land and signories; when he’s return’d, 

Against Aumerle we will enforce this trial. 

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be seen.— 
Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk, fought 
For Jesu Christ; inglorious Christian field 
Streaming the ensigu of the Christian cross 
Against black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens ; 

And, toil’d with works of war, retir’d himself 
To Italy; and there, at Venice gave 
His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 

And his pure soul unto his captain, Christ, 

Under whose colours he had fought so long. 

Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead r 
Car. As sure as I live, my lord. [bosom 

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the 
Of good old Abraham !• — Lords appellants. 

Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we. assign you to your days of trial. 

j Enter York, attended. 

York Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck’d Richard ; w ho with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand : 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him,— 
Aud long live Henry, of that name the fourth I 
Boling. In God’s name, I’ll ascend the regal 
Car. Marry, God forbid l — [throne. 

Worst in this royal presence may I speak. 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 

Would God, that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard ; then true nobless would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 

What subject can give sentence on his king ? 

And who sits here that is not Richard’s subject? 
Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear. 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them. 

And shall the figure of God’s majesty, 

His captain, steward, deputy elect, 

;ars, 
ith. 

, God, 

That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed! 

I speak to subjects, arid a subject speaks, 

Stirr’d tip by heaven thus boldly tor his king. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king : 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 

The blood of English shall manure the ground. 

And future ages groan for this foul act; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 

A ud, »n this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny, 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d 
The field of Golgotha, aud dead men’s sculls. 

G, if you rear this houseagaiust this house. 

It will the woefullest division prove. 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you— woe ! 
North . Well have you argu’d, sir ; and, ;:faryo**r 
pains, 

Of capital treason we arrest you here ; — 

My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely "till his day of trial.— 

Mav it please you, lords, to grant tha commons’ anit? 

Boling . Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender; so we shall proceed 
Wi thout suspicion. 

York, I will be his conduct. 

Boling, Lords, you .that are' here' under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for y our days of answer ;— 
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Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlisle.) 
And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Re- enter York, with King Richard, and Officers 
bearing the crown, §fc. 

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
j Before I have shook oil' the regal thoughts 

Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have [earn’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? 

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve, 

Pound truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thousand, 
none. 

God save the king! — Will no man say amen ? 

Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen. 

God save the king! although I be not he ; 

And yet, amen, jf heaven do think him me. — 

To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York, To do that office, of thine own good will. 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 

The resignation of thy state and crown 

To Henry Bolingbroke. [seize the crown ; 

K. Rich. Give me the crown: — Here, cousin. 
Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine. 
New is this golden crown like a deep well. 

That owes two buckets filling one another; 

The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

The other down, unseen, and full of water : 

The bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 
Boling. 1 thought you had been willing' to' resign, 
t K. Rich. My crown I am; but still my griefs are 

I You may my glories and my state depose, [mine : 

But not my griefs; still am I king of those. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your 
crown. [down, 

i K. Rich. Your cares, set up, do not pluck my cares 

f My care is* — loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is— -gain of care, by new care won : 

The cares I give, i have, though given away ; 

| They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown ? 
K. Rich . Ay, no; — no, ay: — for 1 must nothing 
| Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. [be; 

I Now mark me how I will undo myself:— 

| 1 give this heavy weight from off my head, 

I" And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 

[, The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 

With mine own hands I give away my crown, 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths; 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 

My manors, rents, and revenues, I forego; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny ; 

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me ! 

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d; 
And thou with all pleas’d, that hast all achiev’d ! 
Long may’s l thou live in Richard’s seat to sit. 

And soon lie Richard in an earthly pit! 

God save king Henry, unking’d Richard says. 

And send him many years of sunshine days! 

What more remains? 

Norik. No more, but that you read 

[Offering a paper.) 

These accusations, and these grievous crimes, 
Committed by your person, and your followers, 
Apainst the state and profit of this land ; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
Mav deem that you are worthily depos’d. 

it. Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out 
My weav’d-up follies? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy offences were upon record, 

Would it not shame thee, in so' fair a troop. 

To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst, 

There sfiouldst thou find one heinous article,* — , 



Containing the deposing of a king, 

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,— 
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of heaven:** 
Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me, 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself 
Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands, 
Showing an outward pity ; yet you Dilates 
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross. 

And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North. My lord, despatch; read o’er these article*, 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see* 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much. 

But they can see a sort of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 

I find myself a traitor with the rest; 

For f have given here my soul’s consent. 

To undeck the pompous body of a king ; 

Make glory base; and sovereignty, a slave; 

Proud majesty, a subject; state, a peasant. 

North. My lord, — . [man, 

K. j Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught, insulting 
Nor no man’s lord; I have no name, no title,— 

No, not that name was given me at the fout,- 
But ’tis usurp'd : — Alack the heavy day, 

That I have worn so many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myself! 

O, that I were a mockery king of snow, 

Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops !— [good,} 

Good king,— great king, — (and yet not greatly 
An if my word he sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight; 

That it may show me what a face I nave, 

Since it is bankrupt of his .nyijesty. 

Boling. Go some of you, and fetch a looking- 
glass. [Exit an Attendant . 

North. Read o’er this paper, while the glass doth 
come. [to hell. 

K. R ich ■ Fiend ! thou torment’st me ere I come 

Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland. 

North. The commons will not then be satisfied. 

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied ; I’ll read enough. 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s— myself. 

Re-enter Attendant, with a glass. 

Give me that glass, and therein will I read. — 

No deeper wrinkles yet ? Hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds ?— O, flattering glass 
Like to my followers in prosperity. 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men? Was this the face, 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink? 

Was this the face, that fac'd so many follies. 

And was at last out- fac’d by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory . shineth in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face : 

[Dashes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers. — 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, — 

How soon my sorrow hath destroy'd my face. 

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy’d 
The shadow of your face. 

K. Rich. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let’s see 
’Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 

And these external manners of lament 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 

That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul , 

There lies the substance : and 1 thank thee, king. 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st 
Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I’ll beg one boon. 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it? 

Boling. , Name it, fair cousin. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin? Why, I am greater than 
A king: 
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For, when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects; being now a subject, 

I have a king here to my flatterer. 

Being so great, 1 have no need to beg. 

Moling, V et ask. 

A. Rick And shall I have? 

Moling, Von shall. 
i , Rich, . Then give me leave to go. 

Mutiny. Whither ? . [sights, 

A. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your 
Boling. Go, some of* you, convey him to the 
Tower. [yon all, 

K. Rich. 0, good ! Convey ?— Conveyers are 
That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s tali. 

C Exeunt A. Richard . some Lords, and a Guard. 
Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set 
down 

Our coronation: lords, prepare yourselves. 

[Exeunt all hut the Abbot , Bishop of Carlisle , 
and Aumerle. 



Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 
Car. The woe s to come; the children yet un- 
born 

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. Ton holy cl rgymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein. 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever 1 shall happen to devise:— 

I see your brows are full of discontent. 

Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears ; 
Come home with me to stopper ; I will lay 
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — London. A Street leading to the Tower. 
Enter Queen and Ladies. 

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the 
To J uli us Caesar’s ill-erected tower, [ way 

To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Boiingbroke : 

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 

Enter king Richard, and Guards. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 

My fair rose wither : Yet look up; behold ; 

That yon in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. — 
Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand ; 
Tiioa map of honour ; thou king Richard’s tomb. 
And not king Richard ; thou most beauteous inn. 
Why should hard favour’d grief be lodg’d in thee, 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest ? 

A. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do 
not so, 

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul, 

To think our former state a happy dream ; 

From which awak’d, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : i am sworn brother, sweet, 

To grim necessity ; and he and I 

W.Ii keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house: 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 
Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and 
mind 

Transform’d, and weaken’d ? Hath Boiingbroke 
Deposd thine intellect '/ Hath he been in thy heart? 
1 he d ving, thrustetb forth his paw, 

And vvouuds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
TpAe^’erpower’d ; and wilt thdn, pu il-like, 

Tal I tby correction mildly 1 kiss the rod : 

And fawn on rage with base humility, 
n hW Qff ' * * **• “ 

hit Jar 


a non, ann a king of beasts ! 

■ king of beasts, indeed ; if aught but 
a happy king of men. [beasts, 


| Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 
■ , France 

Think, I am dead; and that even here thou takst 
As from my death bed, my last living leave. 

In winter’s tedious nights sit by the fire 
With good old folks ; and li t them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid : 

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their gnef, 
Tell thou the lamentable tall of me, 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 

For why, the senseless brands will sympathise 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And, in compassion, weep the fire out: 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 

F or the deposing of a rightful king. 

Enter Northumberland, attended. 

North. My lord, the mind of Boiingbroke If 
chang’d ; 

You must to Pomfref, not unto the Tower.— 

And, madam, there is order ta’en for you ; 

With all swift speed you must away to France. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder, where* 
withal 

The mounting Boiingbroke ascends my throne. 

The time shall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head, 

Shall break into corruption : thou shaft think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half 
It is too little, helping him to all ; ‘ 

And he shall think, that tLou, which know’st the 
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, [way 
Being ne’er so little urg'd, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurp’d throne. 

The love of wicked friends converts to fear*, 

That tear, to hate ; and hate turns one, or both. 

To worthy danger, a; d deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end. 
Take leave, and part; for you must part forth* 
with 

A. Rich. Doubly divorc’d ? — Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage ; ’twixt my crown and me ; 

And then, betwixt me and my married wife. — 

Let me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made. — 

Part us, Northumberland; I towards the north. 
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime; 
My wife to France; from whence, set forth in pomp. 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 

Sent back like Hallowmas, or short’st of day. 

Queen. And must we be divided? must we part? 
A. Rich. Ay , hand from hand, my love, and 
heart from neart. [me. 

Queen. Banish us both, and send the king with 
North. That were some love, but little policy. 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go, 
K, Rich. So two, together weeping, make one 
woe. 

Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 

Better tar otf, than — near, be ne’er the near’. 

Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans. 
Queen. So longest way shall have the longest 
„ .moans. [being short, 

K. Rich. 1 wice for one step I’ll groan, the way 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart 
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief. 

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief, 

Oue kiss shall stop our months, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus I take thy heart 
^ . {They Hit.) 

Queen . Give me mine own again; ’twere no good 
part. 

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart 

. (Kissagaih.) 

oo, now 1 have mine own again, begone. 

That f may strive to kill it with a groan. [delay: 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fttxS 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. 

[Exeunt 
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Scene II.— > The same. A Room in the Duke of 
York's Palace . 

Enter York, and his Duchess. 

Duck. My lord, you told me, you would tell the 
rest, 

When weeping made you break the story off 
Of onr two cousins corning into London. ] 

York. Where did l leave? 

Duck. At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgovern’d hands, from windows’ 
tops, 

Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard’s head. 
York. Then, as I said,, the duke, great Boling- 
broke,— 

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 

Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know, — 

With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course, 
While all tongues cried— God save thee, Boling- 
broke 1 

You would have thought the very windows spake, 

So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls, 

With painted imag’ry, had said at once, — 

Jesu preserve thee I welcome, Bolingbroke ! 

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed’s neck ; 
Bespake them thus,— — 1 thank you, countrymen : 

And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 

Duck. Alas, poor Richard I where rides he the 
while ? 

York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well grac'd actor leaves the stage. 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious:* 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, God save 
him; 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home: 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, — 

His face still combating with tears and smiles. 

The badges of his grief and patience, — 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted. 
And barbarism itself h >ve pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in these events; 

To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 

Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Ditch. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost, for being Richard's friend. 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now; 

1 am in parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duck Welcome, my son: Who are the violets 
now, 

That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

Aunt. Madam, 1 know not, nor I greatly care not ; 
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of 
time, 

Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime. 

What news from Oxford? hold those justs and 
triumphs ? 

Jum. For au^lit I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You will be there, 1 know. 

Aum. If God prevent it not; I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy 
bosom? ' 

Yea, look’st thou pale ? let me see the writing. 

A urn. My lord, ’tis nothing. 

York. No matter then who sees it; 

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing, 

Aum. 1 do beseech yuur grace to pardon me; 
ft is a matter of small consequence. 

Which for some reasons I would nut have seen. 


York. Which for some reasons, sir, 1 mean to see: 
1 fear, I fear,— # 

' Duck What should you fear? 

’Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter’d into 
For j>ay apparel, ’gainst the triumph day. 

York. Bound to himself? what doth he with ft 
bond 

That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool to.—* 
Boy, let me see the writing. {show It 

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me; I may not 
York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say. 

{ Snatches it, and reads.} 
"reason! foul treason! — villain! traitor! slave! 
Duck. What is the matter, my lord ? 

York. Ho! who is within there ? (Enter a *$Vr- 
vant.) Saddle my horse. 

God for his mercy ! what treachery is here l 
Ditch. Why, what is it, my lord ? 

York Give me my boots, I say; saddle my 
horse : — 

For by inine honour, by my life, my troth, 

I will impeach the villain. [Exit Servant. 

Duck * Wharfs the matter? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. [son ? 

Duch. I will not peace : — What is the matter, 
Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Duch . Thy life answer! 

Re-enter Servant, tvith boots. # 

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the king. 
Duch . Strike him, Aumerle. — Poor boy, thou 
art amaz’d i — 

Hence, villain ; never more come in my sight.— 

{To the Serna*#) 
Yor£. Give me my boots, I say. 

Duck Why, York, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thow not hide the trespass of thine own? 

Have we more sons ? or are we like to have ? 

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ? 


York. Thou fond mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy? 

A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament. 

And interchangeably set down their hands, 

To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duck He shall be none; 

Well keep him here : Then what is that to him? 
York . Away, 

Fond woman ! were he twenty times my son, 

I would appeach him. 

Duck. Had st thou groan’d for him, 

As I have done, thou’dst he more pitiful. 

But now I know thy mind: thou dost suspect. 

That I have been disloyal to thy bed. 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son: 

Sweet York , sweet husband, be not of that mindi 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Not like to me, or any of my kin, 

And yet I love him. 

York , Make way, unruly woman. 

[Exit 

Duch. After, Aumerle; mount the® upon hifl 
horse ; . . . . ^ 

Spur, post; and get before him to the king. 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 

I’ll not he long behind ; though 1 be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 

And never will I rise up from the ground, 

Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee : Away: 
Begone. [Exeunt , 

Scene III. — Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Bolingbroke as King; Percy, and other 
Lords. 

Boling . Can no man tell of my unthrifty son? 

’Tis foil three months, since I did see him last: — 
# any plague hang over us, ’tis he 
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I would to God, my lords, he might be found: 
Inquire at London, ’mongst*the taverns there. 

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent. 

With unrest ained loose companions ; 

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes, 

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers; 
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy. 
Takes on the point of honour, to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the 
prince; 

*nd tola him of these triumphs held at Oxford. 
Boling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. His answer was,— -he would unto the 
stews ; 

And from the common’st creature pluck a glove. 

And wear it as a favour; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling , As dissolute, as desperate : yet, through 
I see some sparkles of a better hope, [ both. 

Which elder days may happily bring forth. 

But who comes here ? 


Enter Aumerle, hastily . 

Aunt. Where is the king ? 

^Boling. What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly? 
Aum, God save your grace. I do beseech your 
majesty. 

To have some conference with your grace alone. 

Boling . Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here 
T*rv . a J one * — , [Exeunt Percy and Lords. 

W hat is the matter with our cousin now ? 

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mS, 
Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak. 

Boling. Intended, or committed was this fault ? 
U but the first, how heinous ere it be. 

To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. [key 

Aum. Then give me leave, that I may turn the 
1 hat no man enter till my tale be done. 

Boling Have thy desire, [Aumerle locks the door.) 
York. ^ hege, beware; look to thy- 

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Boling. Villain, I’ll make thee safe. [Brawino.) 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand ; ' 

Thou hast no cause to fear. « 

York. [ Within. ) Open the door, secure, fool- 
hardy king: 

Shall I for love, speak treason to thy face? 

Open the door or I will break it open. 

[Bolingbroke opens the door.) 


And he shall spend mine honour with his shame 
As thriftless sons their scraping father’s gold. 

Mine honour lives, when his dishonour dies. 

Or my sham’d life in his dishonour lies : 

Ihou kill’st me in his life; giving him breath, 

1 he traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 
Buck. [Within.) What ho, my liege] for God’s 
sake let me in. 

Boling. What shrill- voic’d suppliant makes this 
eager cry? 

Buck. A woman, and thine aunt, great king; r tls, I 
fepeak with me, pity me, open the door; 

A beggar begs, that never begg'd before. 

Boling. Our scene is alter’d, — f rom a set ions 
thing, 

And now chang’d to The Beggar and the King.-' 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in ; 

I know, she’s come to pray for your foul sin. 

_ York, If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 

More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 

1 his fester’d joint cut off, the rest rests sound * 
ibis, let alone, with ail the rest confound. 


Enter York. 

Boling. What is the matter, uncle ? speak : 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger, 

1 hat x ] e JW arm us to encounter it. [know 

Tui* 1 erase this writing here, and thou shalt 
The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Aum. .Remember, as thou read’st, thy promise 
past ; 

J do repent me ; read not my name there, 

Myheart is not confederate with my hand. 

York ' d * villain > ere thy hand did set it 

I tore J from the traitor’s bosom, king: 
rear, and not love, begets his penitence; 
rorget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent, that^ will sting thee to the heart. 

O lmlTf^i hei ? ou ?> str ? n & bold conspiracy!— i 
U loyal father of a treacherous son I ■ 

£ * h , eer > '^acuiate, and ml ver fountain, 

6 thls strea ™> through muddv passages 
S“ hls current, and defied himself !* 6 ' 
thy overflow of good converts fo bad ; 

?? od " es8 shad excuse 
vif ^ . ,U tby^digressing son. 

York. so shall* my virtue be his vice’s bawd ; 


Enter Buchess. 

Buck 0 king, believe not this hard-hearted man 
1 loving not itself, none other can. 9 

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make 
’ . here? 

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 

Buck Sweet York, be patient; Hear me, gentle 

good aunt. {Kneeh - ) 

For ever will I knee) upon my* Cnees, ^ beseecli: 
And never see day, that the happy sees, 
l ill thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy, 

Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers, I bend my 
knee. [Kneels.) 

York. Against them both, my true joints bended 

III roay’st thou thrive, if thou grant anv grace ! 

Buck I leads he in earnest ? look upon his face , 
Wis eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest : 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breast 
He prays hut faintly, and would be denied : 

VVe pray with heart and soul, and all beside * 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know: 

Our knees shall kneel, till to the ground they grow* 
His prayers are full offalse hypocrisy; 8 ‘ 

Ours, of true zeal, and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do ont pray his ; then let them have. 

J hat mercy, which true prayers ought to have 
Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Buck. Nay, do not say — stand up. 

But paroon, first ; and afterwards stand up. F * 
An if I were thv nurse, thy tongue to teach, 

i ai don— should be the first word of thy speech. 

{ never <* to hear a word till now ; 
bay-pardon king; let pity teach thee how; 
i he word is short, but not so short as sweet* 
N °y«rl d i lke kings’ “»<>»«« so meet. 

‘ moy “ bnoch ’ kiu %’ sli y>P*rdonne* 

Buck Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy* 
Ah iny sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 7 
Ihat settst the word itself against the word I— 
6peak, pardon, as ’tis current in our land ; 

I ne chopping French we do not understand. 

I bine eye begins to speak, se.t % tongue there* * 
?uf n k iypi f IS heart plant thou thine ear; 

1 hat, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce 
p itymay move thee, pardon to rehearse. P ' 
Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

PaXn is all the suit 1 have in hS** S “ e * 

n,lTk f rdon him > as G ? d pardon me. 
Buck O happy vantage of a kneeling kneel 


jjucM. U happy vantage of a kneeling kneel 
i ^ am I fear : speak it again : 

1 wice saying pardon, doth not pardon twain. 


P 


Scene 5. 
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But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling. With all my heart 

l pardon him. 

Duck . A god on earth thou art. 

Boling . But for our trusty brother-in-law,— and 
the abbot, 

With all the rest of that consorted crew, — 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. — 
Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where ’er lhese traitors are : 

They shall not live within this world, I swear, 

But I will have them, if I once know where. 

Uncle, farewell, — and cousin too, adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
Dur/i. Come, my oldf son; — I pray God make 
thee new'. [Exeunt. 

Scene IY. 

Enter Exton, and a Servant . 

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what words 
" he spake ? . ^ _ 

Have I no friend tv ill rid me of this living fear? 
Was it not so ? 

Serv . Those were his very words. 

Exion. Have I no friend? quoth he : he spake 
it twice, 

And urg’d it twice together ; did he not ? 

Serv. He did. f me ; 

Exton. And, speaking it, he wistfully look’d on 
As who should say, — I would, thou wert the man, 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let’s go : 

I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Pomfret. The Dungeon of the castle . 
Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich I have been studying how I may coin- 
pare 

This prison where I live, unto the world ; 

And, for because the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

I cannot do it ; — Yet I’ll hammer it out. 

My brain PH prove the female to my soul ; 

My soul, the father : and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 

And these same thoughts people this little world; 

In humours, like the people of this world ; 

For no thought is contented. The better sort, — 

As thoughts of things divine,- — are intermix’d 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word . 

As thus, — Come , little ones ; and then again, — 

It ts as hard to come , as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a needle's eye. 

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders: how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls; 

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves, — 
That they are not the first of fortune's slaves, 

Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars, 

Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame,— 
That many have, and others must sit there : 

And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 

Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endur d the like. 

Th is play l, in one person, many people. 

And none contented : Sometimes am I king ; 

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar. 

And so l am : Then crushing penury 
Persuades me, I was br ‘ter when a king ; 

Then am l king’d again and, by and by. 

Think, that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothii ig : But, whate’er I am, 

Nor I, nor any man; that but man is, 

With nothing shall be i leas’d, till he be Jas’d 
With being nothing.— Music do I hear? ( Music. ) 
Ha. ha! keep time How sour sweet music is. 


When time is broke, and no proportion kept! 

So is it in the music of men’s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear. 

To check time broke in a disorder’d string ; 

But, for the concord of my state and time. 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 

For now hath time made me his numb’ring clock; 

My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 
Their watches on to mine eyes, the outward watch, 
Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is, 

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart. 
Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groans, 
Show minutes, times, and hours!— but my time 
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’s proud joy. 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’the clock. 

I his music mads me, let itiound no more; 

For, though it have lmlpe madmen to their wits. 

In me, it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet biessing on his heart, that gives it me ! 

For ’tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Hail! royal priiice! 

IC Rich . Thanks, noble peer 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 

What art thou ? and how comest thou hither. 

Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

' Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards York , 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes master’s face. 

O, how it yearn’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London streets that coronation day, 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary! 

That horse, that thou so often hast hestrid ; 

That horse, that I so carefully have dress’d ! ' 

K. Ruh. Rode he on Barbary ! Tell me, gentl* 
How went he under him ? . [friend. 

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain’d the ground. 
K . Rich. So proud, that Bolingbroke was on liit 
back! 

That jade hath eat bread from my royal band ; 

This hand hath mad- him proud with dapping him.' 
Would he not stumble? Would he not fall down, 
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did usurp his back? 
Forgiveness, horse 1 why do I rail on thee. 

Since thou, created to he aw’d by man, 

Wast born to bear? I was not made a horse, 

And yet I hear a burden like an ass, * 
Spur-gall’d, and tir’d, by jauheing Bolingbroke. 

Enter Keeper iviih a dish . 

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer stay. 

[To the Groom,) 
K. Rich. If thou love me, His time thou wert 
away. 

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart 
% shall say. ( Exit. 

Jfifeep. My lord, will’t please you to fall to ? 

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not ; sir Pierce of Exton,, 
who 

Lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 
K. Rich . The devil take Henry of Laucaster, and 
thee ! < - 

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

( Beats the Keeper.) 

Keep. Help, help, help! 

Enter Exton and Servants , armed. 

K. Rich. How now ? what means death in this rud* 
assault? 

) Villain, thy own hand yields thy death’s instrument 
('Snatching a weapon , and killing one.) 
21 
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1 Boling. Thy pains, Fite* .-alter, shall an be lorgot 
Right noble is tny merit, well I wot. ’ * 

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of Carlisle. 
Percy, The grand conspirator, abbot of West- 
minster, 

With clog of conscience, and soar melancholy. 

Hath yielded up his body to the grave; 

But h« re is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom : — 

Chouse out some secret place, smite reverend room 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life; 

S;, as thou liy'st in peace, die tree from strife : 

For though mine enemy thou hast, ever been, 

High sparks of honour in thee have 1 seen. 

Enter Exton, with attendants bearing a coffin* 
Exton. Great king, vvitlnn this coffin 1 present 
Thy buried fear; herein ail breatiiless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 

Richard of Botirdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou, hast 
wrought 

A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, 

Upon my head, and ail this famous land. 

Ext on. From your own mouth, my lord, did I 
this deed. 

Boling. They love not poison, that do poison need. 
Nor do 1 thee ; though I did wish him dead, 

1 hate the murderer, love him murdered. 

The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word, nor princely favour : 

Willi Cain go wander through the shade of night, 
And never show thy head by day nor light. — 

Lords, l protest, my soul is lull of woe, 

That blood should sprinkle me t<> make me grow : 
Come, mourn with me for what I do lament, 

Arid put on sullen black incontinent; 

I’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand 
March sadly after; grace my mournings here, 

In weeping after this untimely bit r. [Exeunt, 


Go thon, and fill another room in hell, 
f He kills another , then Exton strikes him down.) 
That hand shall burn in never-quenching tire, 

That staggers th us my person. — Ex too, thy fierce 
hand ' . [land. 

Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s own 
Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward here to die. 

(Dies.) 

Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood : 

Both have 1 spilt; O, would the deed were good! 
For now the devil, that told me — I did well. 

Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell. 

This dead king to the living king I’ll bear ; — 

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — Windsor. A room in the castle, 
f lourish. Enter Boling broke and York, with 
Lords and Attendants. 

Boling. Kind uucle York, the latest news we hear 
Is— that the rebels have consum'd with fire 
Our town of Cieester in Gloatershire ; 

But whether they be ta’en, or slain, we hear not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my iord : What is the news? 

North . First, to thy sacred state wish I all hap- 
piness. 

The next news is, — I have to London sent 
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, ulunt, and Kent: 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

„ „ T , , , (Presenting a paper.) 

Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thv 
pains; 

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitz water. 

^ Fitz. My Lord. 1 have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas, and sir Brunet tseely, 

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors, 

That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow 


Kisra HENRY IV. 


I fancy ever? rea-lcr, wh<*n he ends this play, cries out with Desdemona, * 0 most lame and impotent conclusion! v 
As this play was not, to our Knowledge, divided into acts by the author, I could be content to conclude it wit* 
the death of Henry the Fourth; 

* In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. 

These scenes, which now make the fift h act of Henry the Fourth, might then be the first of Henry the Fifth : buk 
the truth is, they do not unite very comnmdiously to either play. When these plays were represented, I believe 
they e uded as they are now ended m the hooks; but Shakspeare seems to have designed that the whole series of 
action, from the beginning of Richard the Second, to the end of Henry the Fifth, sh uld be considered by the 
reader as one work, upon one plan, only broken into parts by the necessity of exhibition. 


are multiplied with wonderful fertility of invention, and the characters diversified with the utmost nicety of discern- 
ment, and the urofoundest skill in the nature of man. 

The prince. wm» is the hero both of the comic amt tragic part, is a young man of great abilities, and violent 
passions, whose sentiments are right, though his actions are wrong; whose virtues are obscured by negligence, 
and whose- understanding .. is dissipated by levity. In his idie hours he is rather loose than wicked; and when the 
occasion forces out his latent qualities, he is great without effort, and brave without tumult. The trifler is roused 

into a hero, and the hero again reposes in the trifler. The character is great, original, and just. 

•Percy is a rugged sold er, choleric and quarrelsome, and has only the soldier’s virtues, generosity and courage. 

But Falstafl'l unimitated, unimitable Fatstafft how shall l describe- thee? thou corn mund of sense and vice; of 
sense which may be admired, but not esteemed; of vice which may be despised, but hardly detested. Falstaff is a 
character loaded with faults, and with those faults which naturally produce contempt. He is a thief and a glutton, 
a coward and a boaster; always ready to cheat the weak, and prey upon the poor; to terrify the timorous, and 
mstih the deenceless At once obsequious and malignant, he satirizes in their absence those whom he lives by 
natterhig. He is fam liar with the prince only as an agent of vice; but of this famil.arity he is so proud, as not 
only to be suuercdions and haughty with common men, but to think his interest of importance to the duke of 
Lancaster Yet the mau thus corrupt, thus despicable, makes himself necessary to the prince that despises him, 
by the most pleasing of all qualities, perpetual gaiety : by an unfailing power of exciting laughter, which is the more 
freely indulged, as his wit i» not of the sptemlid or ambitious kind, but consists in easy scapes and sallies of levity, 
which make sport, but raise no envy. It mnst be observed, that he is stained with no enormous or sanvninarr 
crimes, so tlut his l cautiousness is not so offensive but that it may be borne fur his mirth. 

The mora to he drawn from this representation is. that no man is more dangerous than he that, with a will 

corrupt, hath the power to please; and that neither wit nor honesty ought to think themsehes safe with such a 
companion, when they see Henry seduced by Fatstaff. Johnson. 
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Scene T. — London . A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter 
Blunt, and others. 

K. Hen . So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace tenant, 

And breathe short winded accents of new broils 
To he commenc’d in stronds afar remote. 

No more the thirsty Erinnys of this soil 

Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood ; 

No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 

Nor bruise her flow rets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces: those opposed eyes, 

Which, — like the meteors of a troubled heaven, 

All of one nature, of one substance bred, — 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery. 

Shall now, in mutual, well* beseeming ranks, I 

March all one way ; and be no more oppos'd 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : j 

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife, . I 

No mure shall cut his master. Therefore, friends, j 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, ■■■ 

[Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engaged to fight,) 

Forthwith a power of English shall we levy; 

Whose arms were moulded in their mothers’ womb, j 


To chase these pagans, in those holy fields, 

Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet. 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail’d 
For our advantage on the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose is a twelve-month old, 

And bootless ’tis to tell yon- — we will gp ; 

Therefore we meet not now : — Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What yesternight our council did decree. 

In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question. 
And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales, loadcu with heavy news, 
Whose worst was, — that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Giendower, 

| Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken. 
And a thousand of his people butchered r 
Upon whose dead corpse there Was such misuse, 
Such beastlv, shameless transformation. 

By those Welshwomen done, a* may not oe. 
Without much shame, re-told or spoken of. 

K. Hen. It seems, then, that the tidings of this 
| broil 

| Brake off onr business tor the Holy Ijand. 

| West. This, match’d with other, d»d, my gracious 
I tordil 
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or more uneven and unwelcome news 
Game from tne north, and thus it did import. 

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there. 
Young Harry Percy, ana brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and approved ocot. 

At Holmedon met, , , . , , . 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour, 

As bv discharge of their artillery, 

And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 

For he, that brought them, m the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse. 

Uncertain of the issue any way. 

K.Hen. Here 'sa dear and true-industrious mend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted trom his horse. 
Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours; 

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 
The earl of Douglas is discomfited ; ... 

Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knights, 
Balk’d in their own blood, did sir Walter see 
On Holmedon’s plains : Of prisoners, Hotspur took 
Mordake the earl of Fife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; and the earls ot Athol, 

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 

And is not this an honourable spoil 
A gallant prize ? ha, cousin, is it not? 

West, in faith, . 

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

K, Hen. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and 
inak’st me sin 

la envy, that nay lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so blest a son ; 

A son, who i the theme of honour s tongue ; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant; 

Who is sweet fortune’s minion, and her pride : 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 

Of my young Harry. 0, that it could be prov’d, 

That some night tripping fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle-clothes our children, where they lay. 

And call d mine— Percy, his— Plantagenet 1 
Then wouid I have his Harry, and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts ; — What think you, 
coz, 

Of this young Percy's pride? the prisoners. 

Which he in this adventure hath surpris’d, 

To Ids own use he keeps ; and sends me word, 
t shad have none but Mordake earl of Fife. 

West. Tiiis is his uncle’s teaching, this is Wor- 
cester, 

Malevolent to you in all aspects : 

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

K. lien. But l have sent for him to answer this ; 
And, for tais cause, awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. v 
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lords : 

But come yourself with speed to us again; 

For mere is to be sai and to be done. 

Than out of anger can be uttered. 

West. I will, uiy liege. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. Another Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Falstaff. 
Fal. Now , Hal, what time of day is it, lad ? * 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted with drinking of 
old sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, and 
sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou hast 
forgotten to demand that truly, which thou wouldst 
truly know. Wnat a devil hast thou to do with the 
time ol tile day? uuless hours were cups of sack, 
and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues ofbawds, 
and dials toe signs of leaping houses, and tne bless- 
ed sun himself a fur hot wench in flame colour’d 
taffeta , l see no reason why thou shouldst be so 
•uperthioiis to demand the time of the day. 

Pal. Indeed, you come near me, now, Hal : for 
f e, that take parses, go by the ns on and seven stars ; 


and not by Phoebus,— ke, that wandering kmght 
so fair. And, I pray thee, swert wag, whtn thou 
art king,— as, God save thy grace, (majesty, t should 
say ; for grace thou wilt have noue,j 

P. Hen. What 1 none? 

Fal No, by my troth; not so much as will nerve 
to be prologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Hen. Well, how then ? come, roundly, roundly, 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, 
let not us, that are squires ol' the night’s body, b« 
called thieves of the day’s beauty ; let us be — J>iana a 
foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions ot the 
moon : And let men say, we be men of good govern- 
ment; being governed as the sea is, by our noble and 
chaste mistress the moon, under whose countenance 
we— steal. .... , * 

P. Hen. Thou say’st well ; and it holds well too : 
for the fortune of us, that are the moon’s men, doth 
ebb and flow like the sea ; being governed as the sea 
is, by the moon. As, for proot, now : A purse o| 
gold most resolutely snatched on Monday night, and 
most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morning ; got with 
swearing— ’lay by ; and spent with crying — bring in ; 
now, in as low an ebb as the foot of tne ladder ; and 
by and by, in as high a flow as the ridge of the 
gallows. , , ... 

Fal. By the Lord, thou say’st true, lad. And is 
not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad oi 
the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet 
robe of d urance ? . 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag? what, in thy 
quips, and thy quiddities ? what a plague have I to 
do with a buff jerkin? ; . 

P. Hen. Why, what a pox have I to do with my 
hostess of the tavern ? 

Fal. Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning, 
many a time and oft. 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fal. No : I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast paid all 
there. 

P. lien. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my com 
would stretch ; and, where it would not, I have used 
mv credit. 

Fal. Yea. and so used it, that were it not here ap- 
parent that thou art heir apparent, — But, l pr’ythee, 
sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in Eng- 
land when thou art king? and resolution thus fobbed 
as it is, with the rusty curb ot old lather antic the 
law ? Do not thou, when thou art king, hang a thief. 

P. Hen. No ; thou shalt. 

Fal. Shall I ? Q rare ! By the Lord, I’ll be a 
brave judge. 

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already ; I mean, thou 
shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so become 
a rare hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it jumps 
with my humour, as well as waiting m the court, 1 
can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits ? 

Fal. Yea, lor obtaining of suits : whereof the 
hangman hath no lean wardrobe. ’Sblood, I am a j 
melancholy as a gib cat, or a lugged bear. 

P, Hen. Or an old lion ; > or a lover’s lute. 

' Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe. 

P. Hen , What say’st thou to a hare, or the me- 
lancholy of Moor-ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes ; and 
art, indeed, the most comparative, rascal iiesl,— 
sweet young 'prince,— But,;' Mai, j'pr’ythee, trouble 
me no more ' with" vanity. ', I would to God, the t ■ and 
I knew where a commodity of good names were to 
be bought : An old lord of the council rated me the 
other day in the street about you, sir ; but I mark, ed 
him not ; and yet he talked very ' wisely'tbai f re- 
garded him not : and yet he talked wisely, and in 
the street too. ■ ^ ' 

p. Hen. Thou did’st well for wisdom cries out 
in the streets, and no man regards it 

Fal. 0 thou hast damnable iteration; and art, in- 
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deed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much 
harm upon me, Hal,— God forgive thee for it! Be- 
fore I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and now 
am I, if a man should speak truly, little better than 
one of the wicked. I must give over this life, and I 
will give it over ; by the Lord, an Ido not, I am a 
villain ; I’ll be damned for never a king’s son in 
Christendom. 

j: P. Hen. Where shall we take a parse to-morrow. 

Jack ? 

Fa/. Where thou wilt, lad. I’ll make one; an I do 
not, call me villain, and baffle me. 

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in thee ; 

I from praying, to purse-taking. 

f Enter, Poins, at a distance . 

f: Fal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal ; ’tis no 

| sin fora man to labour in his vocation. Poins! — 

I Now shall we know if Gadshill have set a match. 

I O, if men were to be saved by merit, what hole in 

hell were hot enough lor him? This is the most 
i omnipotent villain, tliat ever cried. Stand, to a true 

P. Hen. Good -morrow, Ned. [man. 

Poins. Good -morrow, sweet Hal. — What says 
monsieur Remorse? What says sir John Sack-and- 
Sugar? Jack, how agrees the devil and thee about 
thy soul, that thou sotdest him on Good- Friday last, 
for a cup of Madeira, and a cold capon’s leg? 

P. Hen. Sir John stands to his word, the devil 
shall have his bargain ; for he was never yet a break- 
er of proverbs, he will give the devil Ids due, 

Poms. Then art thou damned for keeping thy 
word with the devil. [the devil. 

P. Heji. Else he had been damned for cozening 

Poins. Rut, my lads, mv lads, to-morrow morning, 
by four o’clock, early at Gadshill: There are pil- 
grims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and 
traders riding to London with fat purses : I have 
visors for you all, you have horses for yourselves ; 
jjh Gadshill lies to-night in Rochester; I have bespoke 

supper to-morrow night in Eastcheap; we may doit 
as secure as sleep : If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home, 
and be hanged. 

Fal. Hear die, Yedward, if I tarry at home, and 
go not, I’ll hang you for going. 

Poins . You will, chaps? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

P. Hen. Wno, I rob? I a thief? noli, by my 
faith. 

Fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor good 
fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood 
royal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings. 

jP. lien. Well, then, once in my days Pll be a 

Fal. Why, that’s well said. fmad-cap. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I’ll tarry at home. 

Fal. By the Lord, I’ll be a traitor then, when 
thou art king. 

P. Hen. I care not. 

Poins. Sir John, 1 pr’ythee, leave the prince and 
me alone ; I will lay him down such reasons for this 
adventure, that he shall go. 

Fal. Well, inay’st thou have the spirit of persua- 
sion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thou 
speakest may move, and what he hears may be be- 
lieved, that the true prince may (for recreation sake,) 
prove a false thief ; for the poor abuses of the time 
Sb want countenance. Farewell ; You shall find me 

in Eastcheap. 

P, Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring! Farewell 
All-hallown summer ! [Exit Fahtajf. 

Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride 
with us to-morrow ; I have a jest to execute, that I 
cannot manage alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto, and 
Gadshill, shall rob those men that we have already 
way-laid ; yourself, and I, will not be there: and 
when they have the booty, if you and I do not rob 
them, cut this brad from my shoulders, 
j P. Hen. But now .shall we part with th m in set- 

ting form t . 


Poins. Why, we will set forth before or aftei 
them, and appoint them a place of meeting, wheref 
it is at our pleasure to fail ; and then will they ad 
venture upon the exploit themsehes: which the/ 
shall have no sooner achieved, but well set upon 
them. 

P. Hen. Ay, but, ’tis like, that they will know us, 
by our horses, by our habits, and by every othei 
appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, Pll 
tie them in the wood; our visors we will change after 
we leave them ; and, sirrah, I have cases of buckram 
for the nonce, to immask our noted outward gai>- 
ments. 

P. Hen. But, I doubt, they will be too hard for ns. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for 
the third, if he fight longer than he sees reason. I’ll 
forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, the 
incomprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will 
tell us, when we meet at supper: how thirty, at 
least, he fought with ; what wards, what blows, what 
extremities he endured ; and, in the reproof of this, 
lies the jest. 

P. Hen. Well, I’ll go with thee ; provide ns all 
things necessary, and meet me to-morrow night in 
Eastcheap, there I’ll sup. Farewell. 

Poins. Farewell, my lord. [Exit Poins . 

P. Hen. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok’d humour of your idleness; 

Yet herein will J imitate the sun ; 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world, 

That, when he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, lie may be more wonder’d at. 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him. 

If ail the year were playing holydays. 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d-for come 
And nothing pieaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off. 

And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word I am. 

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground. 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault. 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes. 

Than that, which hath no foil to set it off. 

I’ll so offend, to make offence a skill ; 

Redeeming time, when men think least I will. [Exit 

Scene III. — The same . Another Room in the 
Palace . 

Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Wor- 
cester, Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, and % 

others. 

K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and tem- 
perate. 

Unapt to stir at these indignities, 

A nd you have found me ; for, accordingly. 

You tread upon my patience; but, be sure, 

I will from henceforth rather be myself, . ^ . 

Mighty, and to be fear’d, than my condition ; 

Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down. 

And therefore lost that title of respect. 

Which the proud soul ne’er pays, but to the proud. 

War. Our house, my sovereign liege, little de- 
serves 

The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 

And that same greatness too, which our own hand# 

Have holp to make so portly. 

North. My lord,— {danger 

K. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone, for l see 
And disobedience in thine eye : 0 sir 
’ Your presence is too bold and peremptory, . 

And majesty might never yet endure . . . V J| 

The moody frontier of a servant brow, , || 

You have good leave to leave us ; when we need ■ 
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Act I 


^our use and counsel, we shall send for vmi. — 

V , , .. , [Exit tV orcesier. 

Y on were about to speak. ( 7 u North. ) 

North. * Yea, my good lord. 

I hose prisoners in your highness’ name demanded. 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took; 

Were, as lie says, not with such strength denied, 
As is deliver’d to your majesty : 

Fit, her envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is .ajiilty of this fault, arid not my son. 

Hoi. My liege, i did deny no prisoners, 
lint, 1 remember, when the fight was done, 

When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathless and Hint, leaning upon rny sword 
Usme tnerea certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d. 

I^resh as a bndegromn; and hfe chin, new reap’d, 
binuv d like a stnbbie-laud at harvest-home * 

He was perfumed like a milliner; 

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pounce t- box, which ever and anon 

He gate his nose, and took ’t away again ; 

if h fr herewitli angry, when it next came there, 

Antli H S ""1 i~' ,n U 4tl11 . Iie talk’d ; 

And, as the s. ldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He call d. them— untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

Jo hung a slovenly unhandsome corse 
lirtwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holy day and lady terms 
He question’d me ; among the rest, demanded 
Aty pi isoners, m your majesty’s behalf. 

I then, ail smarting, with my wounds being cold, 
io oe so pester (1 with a popinjay, * b 
Out of my griet and my impatience. 

Answer’d megl.gently, 1 know not what ; 


« l ,*. **'. a™/-* * am wnat: 

He should, «r should not ;-fbr he made me mad 

ArdHik 1 ? n ,0e 80 hrisk ' and Smel1 so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman, 

° 8 mark if’""' 3 ’ a “ d woun<Js > (God save the 

And telling me, the sovereign's! thing on earth 
1 '? pai WHceti, lor an inward bruise; 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

I hut villainous saltpetre should be digg’d 
ao o the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d 
t i **. but for these vile gum? 

He wo,, ( imnsell have been a soldier, 
ff* Nlf dtmmiited chat of his, my lord, 

I ansvver’d indirectly, as 1 said 
A nd, I beseech you, let not his report 
vurne current for an accusation. * 
xJ'l) ")?- loi . e a,,(i y<™ r high majesty. I 

■ 

May. reasonably die, and never rise 

b..«w^m bis 

U ho, on my soul, hath vvilfi,i| y betray’d’ 

we'b,.y ’ 

Vo' O , f !7i mv< ' lustand ftrfidted themselves? 

gm, on the barren mountains let him starve • 

ww‘f ne ' e i r l i? ,ii , lhat " ,an »>y friend, ’ 

W hose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 

loranso, ne home revolted Mortimer! 5 

m S Revolted Mortimer ! 

"'" ,i “mTii 0I f fur »li ih.« i 

moiHhed wounds; which valiantly he took, * r 


When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank, 

er hi single opposition, hand to hand, 
k.) He did confound the best part of an hour 

In changing- hardiment with great Ollendower: 

i, 1 hree times they breath’d, and three times did Ike* 
drink, 1 

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ; 

Who, then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 
a , A'1 uI, y aruon f> ‘he trembling reeds, 

And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank, 
Flood-stained with these valiant combatants. 

Never did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with such deadly wounds: 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Keceive so many, and all willingly: 

I hen Ft him not be slander’d with revolt, 
it. Thon^dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 

He never did encounter with Glendower: 

I tell thee, ’ 

He durst as well have met the devil alone. 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art not asham’d ? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Fet me not hear you speak of Morfirm r * 
bend me your prisoners with the speediest means. 

Or you shall hear m such a kind from me 
As will d.splease yon.— My lord Northumberland, 
VVe license your departure with your son •— 
bend us your prisoners, or you’ll hear of it, 

o , Ailfr E m y Henry , Blunt, and Train. 

I d I le devi l cor,,e arul roar for them, 

\ w ‘ ] i ?e«d them :-i will after straight. 

And tell him so; fur f will ease my heart, 
vr "f; h Wlth , l,azl,rd of my head. 

North. What, drunk with choler? stav, and 
pause awhile ; ' 

Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter W orcester. 

r ’ii i . Speak of Mortimer } 
Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if 1 do not join with him; 

I*5>ri US '‘T- V t\ ^ al1 t'wse veins, 

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i’the dust 
B„t I w, 11 1, It the down-trod Murtiuu-r ' 

As high i the air as this unthankful king, 

As this mgrate and canker’d Bolmgbrote. 

North. Brother, the king hath umde your nephew 

£\}S?‘r k «“* *>«“ «p « 'ft- 

' , Hot tie wilt, forsooth, hate a]j mv ur sutlers* ’ 

And when 1 urg’d the rm’isome ono^m “ ’ 

Ol my wife s brother, then bis cheek iLk’d pale ■ 

And on my. face he turn’d an eye of death ’ 

1 r ^' b even at *•» «“'"<■ of Mortimer. 

cLu,T‘ h ‘ m: Wm *“ 1*™- 

B ^ r ti that ' 1fa , d , is > tllp M *t of blood ? 

Fmiil tvUn.. n . 


rt T vafUUIHUHj 

hrom Whence he, intercepted, did return 
t o be depos d, and shortly, murder’d. 

wide dealhl We ia tlle wo ^’* 

Ll H,/ C! ii d ; lhZ ’i'. , ? nd fo,,1| y spoken Of. 

PrSin! mv then 


1 rT “ uu s POKen of, 

! s Hv^vslss^-* 

mZ%. iv ,v , He did : myself did hear it 
That wi.b'd^i ^' en ^ , car ,' not "lame his cousin king. 

B | t b n ;w “ ,e ba 'i en ni °ontains stan 
nu t srmn t be, that yon,— that set the crown 

fe r %- hea< ? oi thi » forgetful man : 

. nd for Jus sake, wear the cFtesied blot 

That » rd r ° US s '.5 oraatioil >— shall it be, 
that you a woi id ol curses undergo ; 

Femg the agents, or base second means 
I he cords, the ladder, or the ban^ Uer ? 
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O, pardon me, that I Vlesceml so low. 

To show the line, and the predicament, 

Wherein you range under this subtle king. 

hall it, for shame, be spoken in these days. 

Or till «p chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did ’gage them both in ari unjust behalf, — 

As both of you, God pardon' it ! have done, — 

To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose. 

And plant this thorn, this canker, Boiingbroke? 

And shall it, in more shame, be further spoken, 
That you are fool'd, discarded, and shook off 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent? 

No; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish’d honours, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again : 

Revenge the jeering, and disdain’d contempt 
Of this proud king; who studies, day and night. 

To answer all the debt he owes to you, 

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths. 
Therefore, I say, — 

Wor. . Peace, cousin, say no more: 

And now l will unclasp a secret book, 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
I’ll rend you matter deep and dangerous : 

As full of peril, and advent'rous spirit. 

As to o’er walk a current, roaring loud. 

On the nnsteadfast footiugofa spear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night :— or sink or swim :— 
Send d inger from the east unto the west, 

So honour cross it from t lie north to south, 

And let them grapple ; — 0 ! the blood more stirs, 
To rouse a lion, loan to s<art a hare. 

North. Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. Bv hea v en, methinks, it were an easy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom- line could never touch the ground. 
And pluck up d«,<«wned honour by the locks ; 

So be, that doth redeem her thence, might wear. 
Without corrival, all her dignities: 

But out upon this half-fac’d fellowship ! 

TVor* He apprehends a world of figures here. 
But not the form of wiiat he should attend. — 

Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy 

War. Those same noble Scots, 

That are your prisoners,— 

Hot. I’ll keep them all ; 

By heaven, be shall not have a Scot of them : 

No. if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not : 

I’ll keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes. — 

Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will, that’s flat;— 

He said, he would not ransom© Mortimer; 

Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer 
But I will find him, when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear i’ll holla — Mortimer ! 

Nay, 

I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep bis anger still in motion. 

Wor. Hear you. 

Cousin ; a ward. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Boiingbroke : 

And that same s word -and -buck ler prince of W ales — 
But that I think his father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with some mischance. 
I’d have him poison’d with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you, 
When you are better temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp stung and impatient 
Art thou, to break into this woman’s mood ; [fool 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and scourg’d 
with rods. 


Nestled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Boiingbroke. 

In liiohard’s tune,— -VViiat do you call the plaeo mm 
A pi igue upon ’t !— it is in Gloucestershire ; — 
’Twas where the mad cap duke his uncle kept; 

His uncle York : — where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Boiingbroke, 

When you and be came back from ltavensparg. 
North. At Berkley castle. 

Hot. You say true : 

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me 1 

Look, — when his inf ant- for tune came to agi , 

And, — gentle. Harry Percy , — and, kind cousin, 

O, the devil take such cozeners! — God forgive 
me ! — 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to’t ag tin ; 

We’ II stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i’failh. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottish pri- 
soners. 

Deliver them up without their ransom© straight. 

And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 

For powers in Scotland; which, — tor divers reasons. 

Which I shall send you written, — be assur’d, 

Will easily be granted. — You, mv lord, — 

(To Northumberland.) 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d, 

Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate well belov’d, 

The archbishop: 

Hot. Of York, is’t not? 

Wor. True ; who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop* 

I speak not this in estimation. 

As what I think might he, but what I know 
j Is ruminated, plotted, and set down: 

1 And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion, that shall bring it on. 

Hot I smell it ; upon my life, it will do well. 
North. Before the game’s a-foot, thou still let’s! 

slip. [plot:— 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a nobl« 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York,— 

To join with Mortimer, ha? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d. 

Wor. And *tis.no little reason bids us speed, 

To save our heads by raising of a head ; 

For, bear ourselves as even as we can. 

The king will always think him in our debt ; 

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, * 

Till he hath ibuud a time to pay us home. 

And see already, how he doth begin 
To make, us strangers to his looks oflove. 

Hot. He does, lie does ; we’ll be reveng'd on 
him. 

Wor. Cousin, farewell : — No further go in this, 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

When time is ripe (which will be suddenly), 

I’ll steal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer ; 

Where you and Douglas, and out powers at once, 
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet, 

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms. 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother : we shall thrive, 
'I trust , 

Hot. Uncle, adieu:— 0, let the hours he short, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport ! 

^Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Rochester. An Tnn 
Enter a Harrier* with a lan tern in hit hand. 

I Car. Heigh fin I A n’t be not four oy the day 
I’ll be hanged : Charles’ wain i$o\*> t sew * 

ney, and 'vef our ho. se not packed. hat, o » 

Ost. (Within.) Anon, anon. 
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- * ^ ar : I pr’ythee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle, pnt a 
tew flocks in the point ; the poor jade is wrung 1 in the 
Vfithers out of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car . Peas and beans are as dank here as a 
nog, and that is the next way to give poor jades the 
buts : this house is turned upside down, since Robin 
ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow! never joyed, since the price 
of oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

. ^ $ar. I think, this be the most villainous house 
in a I London road for fleas: I am stung like a 
tench. 

1 Car. kike a tench ? by the mass, there is ne’er 
a king in Christendom could be better bit than I have 

een since the first cock. 

2 Car. Why they will allow us ne’er ajorden, 
and then we leak m yotir chimney ; and your cham- 
ber-lie breeds fleas like a loach. 

1 Car. What, ostler ! come away and be hanged, 

come away. ® * 

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon and two razes 
of ginger, to be deli vered as far as Charing- cross. 

°‘t sbo , d / n I the birkeys in my pannier are 
quite starved— What, ostler !— A plague on thee! 
hast thou never an eve in thy head? canst not hear? 
An twere not as good a deed as drink, to break the 


--- a «ccu uiiijk, to oreaK. tne 

th u’ l ara A, ve . ry l vlli ?, in --Come, and be 
hanged —Hast no faith in thee ? 

Enter Gadshipl. 

Cads. Good morrow, carriers. What’s o’clock ? 

1 C«r. I think it be two o’clock. 

““ thy la “ ter “’ my 
ti ' Pray ye : 1 kn ° W 3 trick worth 

Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thine, 
v 2 car. Ay, when ? canst tell ?— Lend me thy Ian- 
tern, quoth a /—marry, I’ll see thee hanged first. 

tome to London' p Carner ' what *» J°» mean to 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 

I warrant thee.— Come, neighbour Mugs, we’ll call 
up the gentlemen ; they will along with company, 

, • lExeunt Carriers. 

Cads. What, ho! chamberlain! 

Chain. (Within.) At hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Cads, I hat’s even as fair as— at hand, quoth ‘the 
chamberlain; for thou varies! no more from picking 
of purses than giving direction doth from labouring ; 
thou Jay st the plot how. K ’ 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, master GadshilL It holds 
current, that I told you yesternight: There’s a 
franklm m the wild of Kent, hath brought three 
hundred marks with him in gold: I heard him tell 
it to one of his company, last night at supper: a 
kind o t auditor; one, that hath abundance of charge 
too God knows what They are up already, and 
ca “ e S'8' s a«d butter: they will away presently. 

Cads, kirrah, if they meet not with saint N i 
cholas clerks, I 11 give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, I II none of it : I pr’ythee, keep that 
tor the hangman; / or, I know, thou vvorship’st saint 
Nicholas as truly as a man of falsehood' may. 

sr-T rJ}' dt t J Ukest tll0u to we of the hangman? 
rf I hang. Ill make a fat pair of gallows: for, if 1 
I hang , old sir John hangs with’ me; and, thou 
knowest, he s no starveling. Tut ! there are other 
trojans that thou dreamest not of, the which, for 3 
sport sake, are content to do the profession some 5 

grace, that would, if matters should be looked into 1 

? ake a11 whole. 1 am J 
/omen With no foot land-rakers, no long-staff, six- 
penny strikers ; none of these mad, mustachio pur- 
pfe Uaed malt-worms: but with nobility, and tran- 
quillity ; burgomasters, and great oneyers; such as I 


t a can hold m , such as will strike sooner than sneak 
:he and speak sooner than drink, and drink sooner tha 
pray : And yet 1 lie ; for they pray continually t 
their saint, the commonwealth; or, rather, not pr 
to her, but prey on her; for they ride up and down 

a on her, and make her their boots, 
he W* iat » the commonwealth their boots? 

nn will she hold out water in foul way? 

Gads. She will, she will; justice hath liquored 
ce ner. YVe steal as m a castle, cock-sure ; we have 
the receipt ot fern-seed, we walk invisible, 
se Cham, Nay by my faith ; I think you are more 
a beho den to the night, than to fem-seed, for your 
walking invisible. . * 

er . Gads. Give me thy hand : thou slialt have a share 
(q in our purchase, as I am a true man. 

n fals^Siief^^ ratber let me have it, as you are a 
i- Cads. Goto; Homo is a common name to all 

i Si* the °n er br,n *5 ^bling out of the 
stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. { Exeunt . 

* Sc£NE 11— The Road by GadshilL 
Enter Prince Henry, and Poins ; Hakdolph and 

e # Peto, at some distance. 

i o P °™J: , Corne ’ shelter, shelter; I have removed 

* * a r> 5 s ar >d he frets like a gummed velvet 
e Jr . Hen. Maud close. 

e Enter Falstaff. 

F#/. Poins! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins! 

1 - Hen Peace, ye fatkidneyed rascal: What a 
7 brawling dost thou keep ? 

Fal. Where’s Poins, Hal ? 

y V] P- Hen ; ^. e is walked up to the top of the hill; 

1 11 go seek him, ( Pretends to seek Poins.) 
i baL } ain accursed to rob in that thief’s com- 
pany : the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied 
mn l know not where. Jf I travel but four foot by 

* uL? q rT [7 th fi Hiho K l shaU b ‘* eak win/. 
Wdl, I doubt not but to die a fair death for all this, 

> > A ^ape hanging for killing that rogue, i have 
forsworn his company hourly any time this two- 
and twenty years; and yet I am bewitched with the 
rogue s company. If the rascal have not given me 
medicines to make me love him, i’ll be^hanged : 
p ?° c u d S 01 , be el f i 1 have drunk medicines.— 
roms— Ha --a pJague upon you both ’—Bar- 
dolph !-—Peto ! —1 11 starve, ere i ll rub a foot fu*. 
ther. An twere not as good a deed as drink, to tur 

% and l T e th r e ro # ues ’ 1 ani the veriest 
varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight yards 
of uneven ground, is threescore and ten miles afoot 
me; i and A thi \ stony-hearted villains know it 
well enough : A plague n won't, when thieves can- 
not be true to one another! { They whistle.) Whew » 

A plague upon you all I Give me mv horse, you 
routes, give tne my horse, and be hanged. J 
H. Hen. Peace, ye flit guts ! He down: lav thine 

£ is S SIC” 1 - " ,l “" 

' cheaner* 'tvS/" **i the coin 1,1 thy iather ’ s ex ‘ 
chequer. What a plague mean ye to colt me 

unrolted.”' Th ° U lie3t ’ th ° U art not colte<J > thou 

z oi prince Ha, ‘ - “> ■* 

vJc ? Ut ’ y ,L l ro ?. lt ?‘ shaH 1 be your ostler ! 

^al . * Go, hang thyself m thy own heir-apparent 
garters. If I be ta’en. I’ll peach for this. An I 
mnA m \ P a,lads made on you all, and sung to fiithy 
let r a CU P of sack he my poison f When a 
jest is so forward, and afoot too,—! hate it. 

Ga*. Stand! AWGACS,D “- 
Pal. So I do, against my will. 

Poins. 0, ’tis our setter : I know his voice. 


t ” ' V IW 1 
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KING HENRY IT, 


Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. What news ? 

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your visors ; 
there’s mouey of the king’s corning down the hill ; 
’tis going to the king’s exchequer. [tavern. 

Fal You lie, you rogue ; tis going to the king’s 

Gads. ThereV enough to make us all. 

Fal To be hanged. 

P. Ben. Sirs, you four shall front them in the 
narrow lane ; Ned Poins and I will walk lower : if 
they ’scape from your encounter, then they light 
onus. 

Peto. How many be there of them ? 

Gads. Some eight, or ten. 

Fal. Zounds ! will they not rob us ? 

P. Hen. What, a coward, sir John Paunch? 

Fal Iiidr-ed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father: but yet no coward, Hal. 

jp. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the 
hedge; when thou need’st him, there thou shalt 
find him. Farewell, arid stand fast. 

Fal Now cannot I strike him, if I should be 
hanged. 

P. Hen. Ned, where are our disguises ? 

Poins. Here, hard by ; stand close. 

[ Exeunt P. Henry and Poins. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, 
say I ; every man to his business. 

Enter Travellers. 

3 Trav, Come, neighbour ; the boy shall lead our 
horses down the hill : vve’il walk afoot awhile, and 
ease our legs. 

Thieves. Stand 1 

Trav. Jesu bless us ! 

Fal* Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains’ 
throats: Ah f whoreson caterpillars I bacon fed 
knaves ! they hate ns youth : down with them ; 
fleece them. [for ever. 

3 Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours, 

Fal. Hang ye, go rbeliied knaves; Are ye un- 
done ? No, ye fat chuffs ; I would, your store were 
here! On. bacons, on! What, ye knaves? young 
men must live : You are grand-jurors, are ye ? We’ll 
jure ve. i’fuitb. 

[Exeunt Fals. etc. driving the Travellers out. 
Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins, 

P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men : 
Now could thou and 1 rob the thieves, and go mer* 
lily to London, it wo„uld be argument for a week, 
Aughter for a month, and a good jest for ever* 

Poins. Stand close, 1 hear them coming. j 

Re-enter Thieves . 

Fal . Come, my masters, let us share, and then 
to horse before day. An the prince and Poins be i 
not two arrant cowards, there’s no equity stirring: | 
there’s no more valour in that Poins, than in a wild | 
duck, 

P. Hen. Your money. {Rushing out upon them.) 

Poins. Villains ! 

{As they are sharing , the Prince and Poins set 
upon them. Falstaff \ after a blow or two , 
and the rest , run away , leaving their booty 
behind them.) 

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to 
horse : 

The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d with fear 
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

Away, good Ned. Falstafif sweats to death. 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 

Wer’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roar’d ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — W ark worth. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Hotspur, reading a letter. 

— But , for mine oivn party my lord, I could be 


well contented to be there , in respect of the love l 
bear your house . — He could be contented, — Why 
is he not then ? In respect of the love he bears our 
house : — he shows in this, he loves his own bam 
better than lie loves our house. Let me see soma 
more. The purpose you undertake is dangerous; - 
Why, that’s certain ; ’tis dangerous to take a cold, 
to sleep, to drink : but I tell you, my lord fool, out 
! of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. 
The purpose you undertake is dangerous ; the 
friends you have named , uncertain; the time itself, 
unsorted ; and your whole plot too light, for the 
counterpoise of so great an opposition . — Say you 
so, say you so ? 1 say unto you again, yon are a* 
shallow, cowardly hind, and you lie. What a lack- 
brain is this ! By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as 
ever was laid ; our friends true and constant: agood 
plot, good friends, and full of expectation: an 
excellent plot, very good friends. What a frosty- 
spirited rogue is this! Why, rnv lord of York 
commends the plot, and the general course of the 
action. Zounds, an I were now by this rascal, I 
could brain him with his lady’s fan. Is there not my 
father, my uncle, and myself? lord Edmund Mortimer, 
my lord of York, and Owen Glendower ? Is there 
not, beside, the Douglas? Have I not all their letters, 
to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next month ? 
and are they not, some of them, set forward already? 
What a pagan rascal is this 1 an infidel ! Ha ! yon 
shall see now, in very sincerity of fear and cold 
heart, will he to the king, and lay open all our pro- 
ceedings. O, I could divide myself, and go to 
buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed milk 
with so honourable an action ! Hang him 1 Let him 
tell the king. We are prepared: I will set forward 
to-night. 

Enter Lady Percy. 

How now, Kate ? I must leave you within these two 
hours. 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what, offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t, that takes from then 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep? 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth; 
And start so often, when thou sit’st alone? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks; 
And given my treasures, and my rights of thee. 

To thiek-ey’d musing, and curs’d melancholy? 

In thv faint slumbers I by thee have watch’d. 

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars : 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 

Cry, Courage ! — to the field l And thou hast talk’d; 
Of sallies, and retires; of trenches, tents. 

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets; 

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin; 

Of prisoners, ransome, and of soldiers slain. 

Ana all the ’currents of a heady fight. 


That beads of sweat hath stood upon thy brows; 

Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream : 

And in thy face strange motions have appear’d; 

Such as we see, when men restrain their breath 1 
On some great sudden haste. O, what portents ar* 
these f 

Some heavy business hath my lord in. ha*id r 
And I must know it, else be loves me not [g<W? 
Hot . What, ho! is Gilliams with the packet 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. He is. my lord, an, hour ago* 

Hot. Hath^ Butler brought those horses from tbfr 


Serv. One horse, my lord, be brought even now. 
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not f 
Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. ' That roan shall be my throne- 

Well, I will back him straight : 0 espevancel 
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Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 
r , _ [Exit Servant. 

Ijttay. But hear you, my lord. 

iH xxn • . . What say’st, my lady? 

Jjaay. vv hat is it carries you away ? 

. My horse, 

My love, my horse. 

Lady. Out, yon mad-headed ape! 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen, 

As you are toss’d with. In faith, 


i'lt * ****.!*• Ill ItllUJ, 

I ij know your business, Harry, that I will. 

I I’ear, my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title ; and hath sent for you. 

To line his enterprise : But if you go 

ilot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

Eady. Come, come, yon paraquito, answer me 
Diri’ctty to tins question that I ask. 

Iridaith, J ll br,ak thy little finger, Harry, 

An if thou wilt not tell me all things true 
Hot. Away, * " 

Away, you trifier ! — Love ? — I love thee not 
l cure not for thee, Kate : this is no world, 
lo play with mnmmets, and to tilt with lips; 

VVe must have bloody noses, and crack’d crowns. 
And pass them current too— Gods me, my ho.se !— 
What say st thou Kate? what wouldst thou have 
with me r 

Eady. Do you not love me? do you not, indeed? 
\\ell, do not then ; for, since you love me not, 

I will n.ot love myself. Do you not love me * 


kt . * * | ; m .y jwu Jiut luve n 

Way, tell me, if you speak in jest, or no. 
a j * wilt thou see me ride ? 

And when I am a horse back, I will swear 
I love thee mfimtely. But hark you, Kate: • 
l must not have you henceforth question me 
V\hitiier I go, nor reason whereabout: 

U hither I must, I must; and lo conclude 
i us evening must I leave you, grntle Kate. 
Jknovv you wise; but yet no further wise, 

Than Harry I ercy’s wife : constant you are : 

But yet a woman : and for secrecy, 3 

Xso lady closer; for I well believe 

1 hou wilt not utter what thou dost not know; 

And so far will { trust thee, gentle Kate ! 

Lady. How ! so far ? 

N , ot an inch farther. But hark vou r 
y h ' ther I, K<'. thither shall you go too ; 3 ’ K ‘ ' 

* s<f t turth, to morrow you.— 

Will this content you, Kate? 

** V' It must, of force. [Exeunt. 

Scene I V.-Eastchenp A Room in the Boar's 
Head Tavern. 

p Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

a S\ , 1 ' Ned, pr’y thee, come out of that fat room 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 9 

loins. VV here hast been. Hal? 

F. Hen . With three or four loggerheads amonrr*f 

^sszsrits: IsrriS 

SiteJS ,' "i “■■■« «... 


pence, ond—Youarewelcqme; with this shrill ad* 
dition,— Anon, anon, sir! Score a pint of bastard 
in the Half-moon , or so. But, Ned, to drive awav 
the time till Fals tali' come, I pr’ythee, do thou stand 
m some by- room, while. 1 question my punv drawer 
to what end be gave rne the sugar; and do thou 
never leave calling — Francis, that his tale to me may 
be nothing but— anon. Step aside, and I’ll show 
thee a precedent. 

Poins. Francis ! 

P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 

Poms. Francis! [Exit Point. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir, — Look down into the 
Pomegranate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis, 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis? 
Jjran. rorsooth, live year, and as much as to — 
Poms. ( Within.) Francis 1 
Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Five years ! hy’rlady, a long lease for 
the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest thou 
be so valiant, as to play the coward with thy mden- 

from it? d t0 S1 ° W lt a fair pair of ileeis » imd 
Fran. 0 lord, sir ! I’ll be sworn upon all the 
books in Lngland, I could find in my heart — 
t oms. (Within.) Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis ? 
shalfb — Ct me see ’— About Michaelmas next I 

Poms. (Within.) Francis! 

Fran. Anon, sir.— Pray you, stay a little, my 

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis : For the 
not T * l0U ffavest rue j — ’twas a pennyworth, was*t 


Fran O lord air! I would, it had been two. 

J . Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound: 

ash me w ^‘ U > and thou shall have it 

Finns. ( Within.) Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. .Anon, Francis? No, Francis: but to- 
moirow, Francis; or, Francis, on Thursday • or 

MXd? e " th ° U wat But ’ F ‘ au ™’~ 

i , p r VVilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, crys- 
tal button, nott.pa ted, agate-ring, puke-stockinr 
Ca F>«« a (>T T°? ih - t0 ^ Spanish- pouch, — S * 
V> u ° fe?’ s i r » who do you* mean ? 
o,£’Z?‘. ) V 4 ll i en > *>*>wn bastard is your 

Fran. What, sir? 

(Within.) Francis! 

tl.emfflV nTJ'JitV; 0 ^.’ ^ »pt hea. 


stands amazed, not knowing which way logo. 

» Enter Vintner. 

Mylfrf ' j Quests witldo."^'^ Flan) 

the aud then '^» 

Pe-enter Poins. 

Eoins. Anon, anon, sir. 

! / • IIen - Sirrah, FalsfaC and the rest of 

harft 


"« dyms scarlet: a, dv,h‘ Z<< l~st ^' 
yyatermg, they cry-hem! and lid y ^1“ 

iTj'hr^ my'if; via in 

r 8 ‘" c i* r > 4: vr«- «.?« 

1 " ,,d 

enslun .nsFfe, th no-Eiyht shillinA ^A 
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gofidmnn Adam, to the pupil age of this present 
twe ve o’c l jok at midnight. 

Re-enter Francis, with wine . 

W hat’s o'clock, Francis? j 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

jP. Hen, That ever this fellow should have fewer 
words than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman ! 
—His industry is — up stairs, and down stairs ; his 
eloquence, the parcel of a reckoning, i am not yet 
of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of the north ; he, that 
kilts me some six or seven dozen of Scots at a break- 
fast, washes his hands, and says to his wife,— Fy 
upon this quiet life ! I want work. 0 my sweet 
Marry , says sue, how many hast thou killed to- 
day / Give my roan horse a drench, says he; 
and answers, Some fourteen, an hour after ; a trifle, 
a trijle. I pry thee, cali in Fa l stall : 111 play Percy, 
and tout damned brawn shall play dame Mortimer 
his wife. Rivo, says the drunkard. Gall in ribs, 
call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolfii, and 
Pjeto. 

Poms. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been? 
Fal. A plague of all cowards, l say, and a ven- 
geance too! marry, and amen! — Give me a cup of 
sack, boy. — Ere t lead this life long, I’ll sew nether- 
stocks, and mend them, and foot them too. A plague 
of ail cowards !— Give me a cup of sack, rogue.— is 
there no virtue extant? (He drinks.) 

P. Hen . Didst tiion never see Titan kiss a dish 
of butter ? pitiful -hearted Titan, that melted at the 
sweet tale of the sun ? if thou didst, then behold 
that compound. 

'Fal. Yon rogue, here’s Hme in this sack too: 
There is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous 
man : yet a coward is worse than a cup of sack with 
bine in it; a villainous coward. — Go thy ways, old 
Jack; die when thon wilt; if manhood, good man- 
hood, be not forgot upon the face of the earth, then 
mu 1 a shot ten herring. There live not three good 
men unhanged in England ; and one of them is fat 
and grows 'old : God help the while! a bad world, 

I say ! I would I were a weaver: I could sing 
psalms or any thing : A plague of all cowards, I say 
stid. 

P. Hen. How now, wool-sack ? what mutter you ? 
Fal. A king’s son ! If I do not beat thee out of 
thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all 
thy subjects "afore thee like a dock of wild geese. 
I'll .never wear hair on my face more. You prince 
of Wales! [the matter? 

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man ! what’s 
Fal. Are you not a coward ? answer me to that ; 
and Poins there ? 

Poins. Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me 
coward. I’ll stub thee. 

Fal. I call thee coward! I’ll see thee damned 
ere 1 call thee coward : but I would give a thousand 
pound, l could run as fast as thou canst. You are 
straight enough in the shoulders, you care not who 
m, your buck : Call you that backing of your 
ends ? A plague upon, such backing ! give me them 
that will face me. — Give me a cup of sack : — l am a 
o e. if 1 drunk today. 

. Hen. O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped since 
dhoti drunk ’st last. 

Pal. Ail’s erne for that A plague of ail cowards, 
ftiil guy I. (He drinks .) . 

P. Hen W iiat. s tne matter? 

Fal. W hat’s the matter ? there be four of us here 
have taVn a thousand pound this morning. 

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack ? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? taken from us it is : a hundred 
upon four of *is. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. 1 am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword 
witu a dozen of tuem two hours together. I have 
lump’d by mil *cle. I am eight times thrust through 


the doublet; four, through the hose; my buckler 
cut through and through ; my sword hacked Ike a 
hand-saw, ecre siynum. I never dealt better since 
l was a man : all would not do. A plague of all 
cowards ! — Let them speak : if they speak more or 
less than truth, they are villains, and the sons of 
dark ness. 

P. Hen. Speax, sirs; now was it? 

Gads. We four set upon some dozen, 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fat. You rogue, they were bound, every man « 
them; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven 

fresh men set upon us, [the other. 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in 
P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all ? 

Fal. AH? I know not what ye call, all; but if I 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of 
radish: if there were not two or three and fifty 
upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-tegged 
creature. [of them. 

Poms. Pray God, you have not murdered some 
Fal. Nay, that’s past praying for: for l have 
peppered two of them : two, I am sure, I have paid ; 
two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what, 
Hal, — if I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, call me 
horse. Thou k nowest my old ward"; — here I lay, 
and thus I bore my point Four rogues in buckram 

let drive at me, [now. 

P. Hen. What, four? thou said’st but two, even 
Fal. Four, Hal; I told thee Four. 

Pains. Ay, ay, he said four. 

Fal. These tour came all a-front, and mainly 
thrust at me. 1 made me no more ado, but took all 
their seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four, even 
Fal. In buckram. [now. 

Pains. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else, 
P. Hen . Pr’ythee, let him alone; we shall have 
more anon. 

Fat . Dost thon hear me, Hal? 

P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. 

These nine in buckram, that I told thee of, 

P Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, 

Pains . Down fell their hose. 

Fal. Began to give me ground : But I followed 
me close, came in foot and hand; and, with a 
thought, seven of the eleven I paid. 

P. Hen . 0 monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown 
out of two! 

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three mis- 
begotten knaves, in Kendal green, came at my back, 
and let drive at me; — for it was so dark, Hal, that 
thou eouidst not see thy hand. 

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that begets 
them; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, 
thou clay brained guts; thou knotty- paled fool; 
thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow-keech,— 
Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad ? is not 
the truth, the truth! 

P. Hen. Why, how couldst thou know these 
men in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou 
couldst not see thy haud ? come, tell us your rea- 
son ; What sayest thou to this ? 

Pains. Come, your reason. Jack, your reason. ■ 
Fal. What, upon compulsion ? No ; were Let 
the strappado, or all the racks in the world, I 
would not tell yqu on compulsion. Give you a 
reason on compitlskn ! if reasons were as plenty as 
blackberries, 4 would give no man a reason upon 
compulsion, I. 

P. Hen. FI be no longer guilty of this sin ; this 
sanguine coward, this bed- presser this horse-back 
breaker, this huge hill of flesh 

Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you 
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— 1 O* *h S * < K le? kull’s-pizzle, you stock-fish, 
tm'W’f b ‘ eath to utter what is like thee I— you 

^«:£!l sheat ^ you y°» viie 

n J*' l * e ^A V ^ eJ1 * b , reatl ! G a whiIe » and then to it 
-mn ’ a d v T ber * tbou bast t,rod thyself in base 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 

i -f™* Wet wo saw you four set on four* vnn 
ivS the "\ and , w . ere nmsters of their weaitC 

Th-n J-T* h °T P ain a taIe shaI1 P l, t you down— 
i hen did we two set on you four : and with! 

ja *= Wfe n St : 

i t e Zr.' a *™"V he that 


P, Hen, I do. 

Bcerd. What think you they portend ? 
I . Hen. Hot livers and cold purse*. 
Bard. Choler my lord, if rightly taken. 
P. Hen . No, it rightly taken, halter. 


made ve ' Whi U Knew * ve ’ as well «s he that 
me toltil hear ? e ’ ™- v rnas ters : Was it for 

s:.^ 1 I &«lL» s ^ ,d A 4 r 

wllrnoHoalThthe 6 ! ’ bl,t . bewar « 'Set; thTlion 

pray to-morrowT-Gallmks 17 = « atch to-nigh?, 

Wlra^shall ‘"r 

extempore? y ’ Sha11 we have a play 

tlif ru.mb ? awav nt; ~ and tile ar S ame “‘ shall be j 


<hf; ru,, u byaway. nt; ~ and <Ile argament shall be 
Fal Al>! D0 more cf ‘hat, Hal, an thou lomt 
Enter Hostess. 

Host. Mv lord the prince, 

sajf;tStom V e"° W,mj ^ tlle bostes3? ^ ba ‘ 

-Wos/. An old man. 

bed at ^ 

v 7”- P' ytliee.do, Jack. 


»c 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bot» 
11 P° t w > ni ^ T sw ? et creature of bombast ? hX 

- knee? * S °’ JaCk ’ smce tho “ sawest thine own 

3 llPi My °"? lnee • wben 1 was about thy years 

£ 

ia^&SS 

: tanrsr^.‘ 5 f & s S a£ 

; caTyou^T ° f “ Welsh 1X7 

Poins. 0, Glendower. 

'“V'* No m rSbtla^ S 7 a L7 

Pal Y„„ have hit it. 
li,/w n° 77 Dev ?T the sparrow. 
he 7ll Hn raSCa ‘ ha ‘ h g(>od mettIe * 

pr|e^sSVu W nfe raSCal arttll0,, to 

wlttbud^ol’ ^ CaCk00! b “‘> «*«* he 

P. /few. Yes, Jack, upon instinct 
thfr7Li. gT j nt ye i!r upon instinct. Well he is 

c7s 7o;ef\77tt r er l is e ’ ! ; n f 3 * h --nd blue! 

F a l. By the mass, lad, , thou sayest true - it i, 

ij b ? bav f. K° od trading that way.— Bi ” 
tell me, Ilal. art thmi rmf -r 7 ? 7 ul > 


' 7 r ° T m u Ij ave good trading that way — But 
I h Jf i *• IIa > art thou not horribly afeard ? thou 
being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee out 
three such enemies again, as that fiend Domrlas 
that spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower ^Art 
itil? hornbiy afraid? doth not thy bw5 ‘thrill 

PaFwJif 0t »* Wh V 7 th , ; 1 ,ack s “ma n of n thy 

row thl' l’ th °“ w,lt be 1,orrib ly chid to-mor- 
meI pracUse^7 a'nswer! ‘° % !f 

. • -Hera. Do thou stand for mv fnih»r 
a X/ n SKTr n , lhe P arlica « a rs of my life’ ^ 
stftf'ttis a Ji I? “'■tent:— This chair shall be my 
crowm gSer m y SM P^ a »d this cushion my 

£ * Ltn n da f £e a r Tnd’t 1 

c ™7wTVrt ifidbafd “o™1 y ,,re ' 

f or J ^mn ?*’ V- * ma “ ba 

“p 1 H 1 %*&}& Ca ™ b r a ’ vein. “ P ' ,SS10n - 
77'H here is my [eg. 

• A ( ,“| bere Is “y speech— Stand aside, no. 

J bis is excellent sport, i’faith. 

■ Tre e vaiu.’ ^ q " ee “' for trickI! “* team 


P \r’ - u * sencl film packing. (Exit 

-^•d?r;ou 0 p;,7 s; b 7J ady ’ 

are lions too v™.’ dld yo ”’ Bar dolph: you 
not touch the true princeTK l i '“ S,i “° t ’ J °“ wiH 
P*hL wben * 8a «v others run. 

stars s7orcl s e ohack7? mearneSt ' How carae .*1- 

sarnie wmiid sweaMrnth 0.7* r 7 1 ag ' s , er i md 
would make you believe k wi °i En ? la ? d ! b,,t be 
persuaded ns lo do the like. d °” e “ fight >' aad 

grass, to make them^bieed 1 * and ( n ,“ SeS f w 7 , s P ear - 
<>ur garments with it and to’.f ” d 1 -f n to beslobber 
»;t.ue men . IdidC I did??.!*'”* ‘ he blood 

j£d™ ° v ’i |am > .thou stalest a cup of » 0 k 

■rau’st aw7 a m 8 7 rd ( 0n ,7v side > and yet taou 
T twct badst ‘bon for it ? 

you«h;irfbei? e Ali,o“ s s r ^ meWr9? do 




Scene 4. 


KING HENRY IT. 


Host. 0, the father, how he holds his counte- 
nance] [queeu, 

FaL For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful 
For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Hast. O rare ! he doth it as like one of these 
harlotry players, as I ever see. 

FaL Peace, good pint -pot; peace, good tickle- 
brain. — Harry, i do not only marvel where thou 
spendest thy time, but, also h'ow thou art accom- 
panied: for though the camomile, the more it is 
trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the more 
it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art my 
son, I have partly thy mother’s word partly my own 
opinion ; but chiefly, a villainous trick of thine eye, 
and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth 
warrant me. If then thou be son to me, here lies 
the point; — Why, being son to me, art thou so 
pointed at ? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove 
a micher, and eat blackberries? a question not to be 
asked. Shall the son of England prove a thief, and 
take purses? a cjuestion to be asked. There is a 
thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of, and it 
is known to many in our land by the name of pitch: 
this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile; 
so doth the company thou keepest: for, Harry, now 
I do not speak to thee in drink, but in tears; not 
in pleasure, but in passion ; not in words only, but 
in woes also:- — And yet there is a virtuous man, 
whom I have often noted in thy company, but I 
know not his name. 

jP. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your 
majesty ? 

FaL A good portly man, i’faiih, and a corpulent ; 
of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble 
carriage ; and as I think, his age some fifty, or, by’r 
lady, inclining to threescore ; and now I remember 
me, his name is Falstaff: if that man should be 
lewdly given, he decelveth me; for, Harry, I see 
virtue in his looks. If then the tree may be known by 
the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, peremptorily 
I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep 
with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou 
naughty ^ariet, tell me, where hast thou been this 

outh r 

P Hen . Dost thou speak like a king ? Do thou 
stand for me, and Til play my father. 

FaL Depose me ? if thou dost it half so gravely, 
so majestically, both in word and matter, hang me 
uu by the heels for a rabbit- slicker, or a poulter’s 
P. Hen. Well, here I am set [hare. 

FaL And here l stand judge, my masters. 

P. Hen. Now, Harry 1 whence come you ? 

FaL My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. The complaints I hear of thee are griev- 
■ ous. 

FaL ’Shlood, my lord, they are false: — nay, I’ll 
tickle ye for a young prince, i’faith. 

P. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious boy? hence- 
forth ne’er look on me. Thou art violently carried 
away from grace: there is a devil haunts thee, in 
the likeness of a fat old man : a tun of man is thy 
companion. Why dost thou converse with that 
trunk of humours, that bolting-butch of beastliness, 
that twain parcel of dropsies, that huge bombard of 
sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted 
Manningtree ox with the pudding in his belly , that 
revere ml vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian, 
that r, anity in vearsf Wherein is he good, but to 
taste sack and drink it? wherein neat and cleanly, 
but |ii carve a capon and eat it? wherein eiuiniug, 
but in c raft ? wherein crafty, hut in villainy? where- 
in villainous, but in all things ? wherein worthy, 
but in nothing? "" ■ # 

FaL l would, your grace would take me with 
you; vV ho*;i means your grace ? 

P. Hen. That vitlaiuous abormnuhle tnisleader of 
youth, Falstaff, that old white beardrd Satan. 

Faf. My iord. the man I know. 

P. Hen t know, thou dost. 

FaL Hu t io say, 1 know more harm in him than 


in myself, were to say more than t know. That he 
is old, (the more the' pity,) his white hairs do witness 
it: but that he is (saving your reverence,) a whore- 
master, that I utterly deny. If sack and sugar be 
a fault, God help the wicked ! If to be old and 
merry be a sin, then many an old host that I know, 
is damned : if to be fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh’s 
lean kine are to be loved. No, my good lord; ha- 
nish Peto, banish Bardolph, banish Poins: but for 
sweet Jack Palstalf, kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack 
ralstatf, valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore more 
valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish not 
him thy Harry’s company ; banish plump Jack, and 
banish all the world. . 

P. Hen. I do, I will. (A knocking heard.) 

. [Exeunt Hostess, Francis , and Bardolph, 

Re-enter Bardolph, running. 

Bard. O, my lord, my lord; the sheriff, with a 
most monstrous watch, is at the door. 

FaL Out, you rogue ! play out the play: I have 
much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff. 

Re-enter Hostess, hastily. 

Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord!-— 

FaL Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stick: What’s the matter? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the 
door : they are come to search the house : Shall I let 
them in ? 

FaL Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece 
of gold a counterfeit : thou art essentially mad, with- 
out seeming so. [instinct. 

P. Hen . And thou a natural coward, without 

FaL l deny your major : if you will deny the 
sheriff, so ; if not, let him enter: if I become not a 
I cart as well as another man, a plague on my bring- 
ing up! 1 hope, I shall as soon be strangled with a 
| halter, as another, 

i P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras ; — the rts< 
walk up above. Now, my masters, lot a true face, 
and good conscience. 

FaL Both which I have had : but their date is out, 
and therefore I’ll hide me. 

[Exeunt all but the Prince and Poms. 

P. Hen. Call in the sheriff,— 
j Enter Sheriff’ and Carrier . 

i Now, master sheriff; what’s your will with me . 

Sher. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 

P. Hen. What men? [lord: 

* Slier. One of them is well known, my gracious 
A gross fat man. 

Car. As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. The man, l do assure you, is not here; 
For 1 myself at this time have employ’d him. 

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee 
That I will, by to morrow dinner-time, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man, 

For any thing he shall be charg'd withal. 

And so let me entreat you leave the house. 

Slier. I will, my lord: There are two' gentle men^ 
Have in this robberv lost three hundred marks. 

P, Hen. It may be so: if he have robb’d these 
He shall be answerable; and so, farewell. pnen, 

Slier. Good nUht, my noble lord. 

P lien ( think it is good morrow; is it not? 

Slier. Indeed, my Trd, I think it he two o'clock 
{ Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 

P. Hen. This oily rascal is" known as well ac 
Paul’s. Go, call him forth. 

Poins. FaUtaff! fast asleep behind the arras 
and snorting tik^* a horse. 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath :: 
'■Search his pockets. ( Pains searches .) What hast 
thou found ? 

Pains. Nothing but papers, inv lord. 

P. Hen. bet's see wh »t they be : read then* 

Poins. Item, a capon, 2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, 4d. 


■ 





FIKST PART OF 


Act III 


Item, Sack, two gallons, 5 j. 8d. 

Item, Anchovies and sack after; supper, 2s. 6d. 
Item, Bread, a halfpenny. 

P. Hen. O monstrous ! but one half- pennyworth 
©f bread to this intolerable deal of sack What 

fUu..,. i . „ >n i , 


Mitau lu ima mum-rauie uc«j oi sacs. : — VV nat 
there is else, keep close; we’ll read i‘ at more 
advantage: there let him sleep till day. I’ll to the 


amaiiwgc ; uiere lei mm sieep un «ay. Ill to toe 
court m the morning: we must all to the wars, and 
thy place shall be honourable. I’ll procure this 
fat rogue a charged foot: arid, I know, his death 
will by a march of twelve-score. The money shall 


utr cl Kiel roll UJ iweivtr-snure. l no monev Sriall 
be paid back again with advantage. Be with me 
betimes in the morning; and so good morrow, 


- 6 V 

J/oins. 

Poms. Good morrow, good rny lord. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I.— Bangor. A Roo?n in the Archdeacon's 
House . 


Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and 
Glendower, 

Mort. These^ promises are fair, the parties sure, 
Ann our induction, full of prosperous hope. 

, Lord Mortimer, — -and cousin Glendower,— 
Will you sit down ? — — 

And, uncle Worcester:— A plague upon it I 
I have forgot the map. 

Glen* t No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur: 
ior by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak oi you, his cheek looks pale ; and with 
A rising sigh, he \visheth you in heaven. 

Hot. And you in hell, a^s often as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Glend. 1 cannot blame him : at my nativity, 

I he Iront of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 

Ot burning crescents ; and, at rny birth, 
i, e . , ,'!! e anc; * huge foundation of the earth 
ohak’d like a coward. 

A . r vv, *y» so it would have done 

At the same season, if your mothers cat had 
But kitten d, though yourself had ne’er been born. 
t,/end. I say, the earth did shake, when I was 
born. 

Hot. And I say, the earth was not of my mind. 

It von suppose, as fearing yon it shook. 

Mend. I he heavens were all on fire, the earth did 
tremble. j on fj re 

Hot. O, then the earth shook to see the heavens 
And not in tear of your nativity. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks fo-th 

In strange irruptions : oft the teeming earth 

Is with a kind of cholic pinch’d and vex’d 

% the imprisoning of unruly wind 

Vlitlun her womb which (ur enlargement striving, 

ohakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 

Weepies, and moss-grown towers. At your birth. 

Our graridam earth, having this distem peratu re, 1 
la passion shook. . ' 

blend, Cousin, of many men 

Ido not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
to tell you once again,— that at my h.rth. 

A, Iront oi heaven was full of fierv shapes : i 

Jtic goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields 
loose fig’*, have mark’d me extraordinary; 

Budall Uie courses of my iite do show, 

A uni nut in the roll of common men. * 

• in !f re I s - !‘ e ii'ing,— clipp’d in with the sea 

VVales l bi * nkS ° r E, « lmd > Scotland, 
Which calls me’pupi!, or hath read to me ? 

S Anrt brmg him out, that is but womans son 
nie 1,1 tedious ways of art, * 

I hold me pace in deep experiments. c 

**** viri V t,liere 110 man speaks better 
I will to dinner. ’ r . f 

Mm, Peace, cousin Percy ; you will make idln l 


Ghnd. I can call spirits from the v asty deep. 

_ / lot. Why, so can 1 : or so can any man : 
y> 7 W “i <lie ' C0,I,e » when y<>" cad for them? 
Uend, Why, I can teach you, cousin, to com 
rhe devil. flMaat j 

Hot. And I can teach thee, coz. to shame th# 
devil, 

By telling truth ; Tell truth and shame the devil.— 
It thou have power to raise him, bring him hither. 
And ill be sworn, I have power to shame him 
hence. 

°> ' vfli,e vou live, tell truth, and shame the devil 

Mort. Come, come. 

No more of this unprofitable chat. 
blend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbrote 
made head 

Against rny power: thrice from the banks i»f Wye. 
And sandy bottom’d Severn, have I sent him. 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. ftoo I 
Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather 
8C «pe» in the devil’s name ? 

blend. Come, here’s the map; Shall we divide 
4 our right. 

According to our three-fold order ta’en ? 

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally : 

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto, 

By south and east, is to mv part assign’d : 

Ail westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore. 

And all the fertile land within that bound. 


m A . "IMUU Dial UUUIH 1 , 

Jo Uwen Glendower: — and, dear cos, to you 
ihe remnant northward, lying off from Trent/ 

And our indentures tripartite are drawn : 

VV nich being sealed interchangeably, 

(A business that this night may execute,) 

I o-niorrow, cousin Percy, you, and 1, 

And rny good lord of Worcester, will set forth. 

\° ?*eet your father, and the Scottish power. 

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 

My rather Glendower is not ready yef, 

Nor shall vve need his help these* fourteen days: 

Within that space, (to Glend.j you may have drawn 
together 

* I *T nd .?' and “fffbbonrinif gentlemen. 

blend. A shorter time shall send me to you, lords. 
And in my conduct shall your ladies come : 
brom whom you now must steal, and take no leave- 
for there will be a world of water shed, * 


u P™ ‘he parting of your wives and you. ‘here 
Hot. Methmks, my moiety, north from Burto* 


r .r '“i uurui irom liurtoa 

In quantity equals not one of yours . 
bee, how this river comes me cranking in. 

And cuts me, from the best of all my land, 

A huge hair moon, a monstrous cant le out. 

a 4 i current in this l'*#™ 1 damrn’d up; 

And here the smug and silver Trent shall run. 

In a new channel, fair and ei enly. 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 

I o rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

wind? il sl,all> u ,m,st ’ y ° a *«« 

WitUTt J° W l*® 1>e! "' s ,‘ lis course, and runs me ’up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 

Gelding the opposed continent as much 
As on the other side it takes from you. [here 

Wot. \ ea, but a little charge will trench him 

And tin 1 ‘I s S ( id ® 7 in tll!s '■-’I'? of land ; 

And then he runs straight and even. 

r/tJ if «if a « h *rge will do it 
(rlend. I will not have it alter’d. 

Gllnd. No, nor yon shall not y °° ? 

«W. Why, that will l** ^ S3y me 
s4fit in Welsh Let ” e n ° l BDderstand you then 
v(! l f nd - 1 oan speak English, lor.1, as well u m . 
Sffin* ‘ ra '«’ d »P » ^ English court : *** 

W here, being hut young, J framed to the ham 
Many an English ditty, ] 0 v ely sv.ll. 


Pff 


Scene 1. 


KING HENRY IV. 


And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 

A virtue, that was never seen in you. 

Hot. Marry ; and Frn glad of it with all my heart ; 

1 had rather be a kitten, and cry — mew, 

Than one of these sam<“ metre ballad-mongers ; 

I had rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d. 

Ora dry wheel grate on an axle-tree ; \ 

Ami that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 

Nothing so much as mincing poetry ; 

Tis like the forc’d gait of a shuffling nag. 

€ 'lend. Cor 4 e, you shall have Trent turn’d. 

Hot. 1 de not care ; I’ll give thrice as much land 
I\> any we' i deserving friend ; 

But, in the way of bargain, mark ye me. 

I’ll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

Are tKe indentures drawn ? shall we be gone ? 

Glend. 'I’lie moon shines fair, you may away by 
IT. haste the writer,, and, withal, [night : 

Break with your .. wives of your departure hence: 
l am afraid, my daughter will run mad. 

So much she dorttetn on her Mortimer. [Exit. 
Mott. Fy , cousin Percy ! how you cross my father l 
Hot 1 cannot choose * sometimes lie angers me, 
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies ; 

And of a dragon and a fmless fish, 

A. clip- wing* cl griffln, and a moulten raven, 

A couching lion, and a ramping eat, 

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, — 

He held me but last night, at least nine hours. 

In reckoning up the sexeral devils’ names, 

That were iiis lackeys : l cried, humph,* — and, well, 
—go to, — 

But mark’d him not a word. O, lie’s as tedious 
Asa tired horse, a railing wife; 

Worse than a smoky house: — I had rather live 
With cheese and garlic, in a windmill, far, 

Thau feed on cates, and have him talk to me, 

. In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Mott. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
Ik strange concealments ; valiant as a lion. 

And wondrous affable ; and as bountiful 
As mines of I ndia. Shall I tell you, cousin ? 

He holds your temper in a high respect. 

And curbs himsell e\en of his natural scope, 

When you do cross his humour; ’faith, he does: 

1 warrant you, that man is not alive. 

Might so have tempted him as you have done. 
Without the taste of danger or reproof; j 

And do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame ; 
And since your coming hither have done enough 
fo put him quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault: ; 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, 1 
blood, 

(And that’s the dearest grace it renders you,) 

Vet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 

Defect of manners, want of government, 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain : 

The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loseth men’s hearts; and leaves behind, a, stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. [speed! 

Hot. Weil, l am school’d ; good manners be your 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Re enter Glendosyer, with the Ladies . * 

Mart. This is the deadly spite that angers me, — 
My wife can speak no English, ( no Welsh, 

(Mend. My daughter weeps; she will not part 
with you, 

She’ll be a soldier too. she’ll to the wars. 

Mori. Good lather, tell her, — that she, and my 
aunt Pi rry. 

Shall folimv in your conduct speedily. 

(Giendtit&er speaks to Ins daughter in Welsh , 
and she answers him in the same .) 


GUnd. She’s desperate here : a peevish self- 
will’d harlotry, 

One no persuasion can do good upon. 

(Lady M. speaks to Mart, in Welsh.)- 
Mart. I understand thy looks : that pretty Welsh 
Which thou poorest down from these sweliin hea- 
I am too perfect in; and, but for shame, [vens. 
In such a parley would I answer thee. 

(Lady M. speaks.) 

I understand thy kisses, and thou mine 
And that’s a feeling disputation . 

But I "will never be a truant, love, 

Till I have learn’d thy language ; for fhy tongue 
Makes W elsh: as sweet as ditties highly penu’d. 

Sting by a fair queen in a summer’s bowei, 

With ravishing division to her lute. 

Glend. Nuy, if you melt, then will she run mad, 
(Lady M. speaks again.) 
Mort. O, I am ignorance itself in this 
Glend. She bids you, 

Upon the wanton rushes lay you down, 

And rest jour gentle head upon her lap, 

And she will sing the song that pleaseth you. 

And on your eye-lids crown the god of sleep. 
Charming your b ood with pleasing heaviness ; 
Making such difference ’twixt wa ke and sleep 
As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The hour before the heavenly-harness’d team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. [sing: 

Mort. With all my heart I’il sit, and hear her 
By that time will pur book, I think, be drawn. 

Glend. Do so ; 

And those musicians, that shall play to yo , 

Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence ; 

Yet straight they shall be here: sit, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Ivab\ thou art perfect in lying down 
Come, quick, quick; that I may lay my head in 
Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. [thy lap. 

(Glendmver speaks some Welsh words , and then 
the music plays.) 

Hot. Now I perceive, the devil understands 
Welsh ; 

And ’tis no marvel, he’s so humourous. 

By’r lady, he’s a good musician! 

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but musi- 
cal: for you are altogether governed by humours. 
Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 

Hot. I had rather hear Lady , my brach, howl in 
Irish. 

Lady P. Would st thou have thy head broken; 
Hot. No 

Lady P. Then be still. 

Hot. Neither; ’tis a woman’s fault. 

Lady P. Now God help thee ! 

Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed. 

Lady P. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace l she sings. 

(A Welsh Song , sung by Lady Mi) 
Hot. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too. 

Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hot. Not yours, in good sooth 1 ’Heart, yon sweat 
like a comfit-maker’s wife ! Not you, in good soolb 
and. As true as I live; and. As God shall met J 
me ; and, A s sure as day : 

And giv'st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths, 

As if thou never walk’dst further than Finsbury, 
Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath; and leave in sooth. 

And such protest of pepper-gingerbread. 

To velvet guards, and Sunday-citizens. 

Come, sing. 

Lady P. 1 will not sing. 

Hot. ’Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be red- 
breast teacher. An the indentures be drawu, Mb 
away within these two hours; and so come in when* 
you will. [Exit.] m [slow, 

Glend. Come, come, lord Mortimer; you are ai. 
As hot lord Peicy is on fire to go. 
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By this our book’s drawn; we’ll but seal, and then 

To horse immediately. ■nj*™-# 

Mort. With all my heart. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. — London. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter King HeNRV, Prince of Wales, and Lords. 
K, Jtlen. Lords, give us leave: the Prince of 

Must have' some conference : But be near at hand, 
For we shall presently have need of™>^ 

I know not whether God will have it so, 

I^orsome displeasing service I nave done. 

That in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He’ll breed revengement and a scourge tor me ; 

But thou dost, in thy passages of life. 

Make me believe,— that thou art only mark d 
For the hot vengeance and the rod ot heaven. 

To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else, 

Gould such inordinate, and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean at- 
tempts, 

Such barren pleasures, rude society. 

As thou art match’d withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy princely heart f 
P. Men. So please your majesty, I would, 1 coma 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse, 

As well as, 1 am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charg'd withal : 

Yet such extenuation let me beg^ 

As, in i e proof of many tales devis’d,— ■ 
Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear,— 
Ity smiling pick-thanks and base ne wsmongers, 
l may, for some things true* wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular, 
l 'ind pardon on my true submission. I H ^7 > 

K Hen. God pardon thee !— yet let me wonder, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight, of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 

Widen by thy younger brother is supplied; 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood: 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does fore think thy fall. 

Had ! so lavish of my presence been. 

So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men. 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company; 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 

Had still kept loyal to possession; 

And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow' of no mark, nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, l could not stir, 

But, like a comet, l was wonder'd at : 

That men would tell their children, This is he; 
Others would say, — Where f W hich is Boling- 
A nd then l stole all courtesy from heaven, [broke / 
And dress’d myself iu such hummiy, 

That l did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths. 

Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

Thus did l keep my person fresh, and new; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical. 

Ne'er seen, but wonder’d at : and so my stale, 
Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast; 

And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin wits. 

Soon kindled, and soon burn’d ‘. carded his state; 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools ; 

Iiutd his great name profaned with their scorns ; 
Awljnitie his countenance, against his name, 

K l jlgh at gibing boys and stand the push , 

Ward less vain comparative : 
l (VM companion to the common streets, 

' toself to. popularity : : . 

That ifel&jg daily shallow’d by men’s eyes. 


They surfeited with honey ; and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a 
More than a little is bytnuch too much 
So, when he had occasion to be seen. 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eye*. 

As, sick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty, 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes: 

But rather drowz’d, and hung their eye-lids down, 
Slept in his face, and render’d such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; _ 

Being with his presence glutted, gorg’d, and full. 
And In that very line, Harry, stand’st thou ; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege, 

With vile participation ; notan eye 
But is a-weary of thy common sight. 

Save mine, which hath desir’d to see thee more ; 
Which now doth that I would not have it do. 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracioui 
Be more myself. [lord, 

K. Hen. For all the world. 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
When 1 from France set foot at Ravenspurg; 

And even as I was then is Percy now. 

Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 

He hath more worthy interest to the state, 

Thau thou, the shadow of succession : 

For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm ; 

Turns head against the lion’s armed jaws ; 

And, being no more in debt to years^ than thou. 
Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on. 

To bloody battles, and to bruising arms. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ; whose high deeds 
Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms 
Holds from all soldiers chief majority. 

And military title capital, 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ? 
Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas ; ta’en him once. 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The archbishop’s grace of York, Douglas, Morti- 
Capitulate against us, and aie up. [mer. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my near’st and dearest enemy ? 

Thou that art like enough,— through vassal fear. 

Base inclination, and the start of spleen, 

To fig ut against me under Percy’s pay. 

To dog his heels, and conrt’sy at his frowns, 

To show how much degenerate thou art. 

K. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find it m 
And God forgive them that have so much sway’d 
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me! 

I will redeem all this on Percy’s head. 

And, in the closing of some glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you, that 1 am your son; 

When 1 will wear a garment ail of blood 
And stain my favours in a hloody mask. 

Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame with it 
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights 
'That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all praised knight, 

And your unthought of Harry, chance to meet: 

For every honour sitting on his helm, 

’Would they were multitudes ; and on tny held 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come. 

That I snail make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is hut my factor, good my lord, 

To engross up glorious areds on my behalf ; 

And I will call aim to so strict account, 
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That he shall render every glory up, 

Y ea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, I promise here : 

The which if he be pleas’d I shall perform, 

1 do beseech your majesty, may salve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 

And I will clie a hundred thousand deaths, 

Ere break the smallest parcel of this %ow. 

K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this : — 
Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust herein. 

'Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt?, thy looks are full of speed. 

Blunt. So hath the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word,— ■ 

That Douglas, and the English rebels, met, 

The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury: 

A mighty and a fearful head they are. 

If promises be kept on every hand. 

As ever offer’d foul play in a state. [day ; 

K.Hen. The earl of Westmoreland set forth to- 
. With him iny son, lord John of Lancaster ; 

For this advertisement is five days old : — 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set 
Forward ; on Thursday, we ourselves will march : 
Our meeting is Bridgnorth : and, Harry, you 
Shall march through Glostershire ; by which ac- 
count. 

Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet 
Our hands are full of business; let’s away; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. Exeunt. 

Scene III. — East cheap. A Room in the Boar's 
Head Tavern. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since 
this last action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? 
Why, my skiu hangs about me like an old lady’s 
loose gown ; I am wither’d like an old apple- John. 
Well, I’ll repent, and that suddenly, while! am in 
some liking: I shall be out of* heart shortly, and 
then I shall nave no strength to repent. An I have 
not forgotten what the inside of a church is made 
*ot\ I am a pepper-corn, a brewer’s horse : the inside j 
of a church! Company, villainous company, hath I 
been the spoil of me. [live long, j 

Bard. Sir John, yon are so fretful, you cannot 

Fal. Why, there is it: — come, sing me a bawdy 
song; make rae merry. I was as virtuously given, 
as a gentleman need to be ; virtuous enough ; swore 
little; diced not above seven times a week: went 
to a bawdy-house, not above once in a quarter — of 
an hour; paid money that l borrowed, three or four 
times; lived 'fell, and in good compass : and now 
I live out of all order, out of all compass. 

Bard. Why, you are so fat, sir John, that you 
must needs be out of all compass: out of all rea- 
sonable compass, sir John. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I’ll amend 
my life : Thou art our admiral, thou bearest the 
lantern in the poop, — but’tis in the nose of thee: 
thou art the knight of the burning lamp. 

Bard. Why, sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I’ll be sworn ; I make as good use of 
it as many a pan doth of a death’s-head, or a 
memento mori: I never see thy face, but I think 
on hell-fire and Dives that lived in purple; for 
there he is in his robes, burning, burning. If 
thou wert any way given to virtue, I would swear 
by thy face ; my oath should be. By this fire : but 
thou art altogether given over; and wert indeed, 
but for the light in thy face, the son of utter dark- 
ness. When thou ran’st up Gads-hill in the night 
to catch my horse, if I did not think thou hadst 
been an ignis fatuus , ora ball of wildfire, there’s 
no purchase in money. O, thou art a. perpetual 
triumph, an everlasting bonfire-light! Thou hast 


saved me a thousand marks in links and torches 
walking with thee in the night betwixt tavern and 
tavern : but the sack that thou bast drunk me, 
would have bought me lights as good cheap, at the 
dearest chandler’s in Europe. I have maintained 
that salamander of yours with fire, any time this 
two and thirty years; Heaven reward me for it! 

Bard. ’Sblood, I would my face were in your 
: belly! [heart- burned. 

Fal. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be 

Enter Hostess . 

How now, dame Fartletthe hen ? have you inquired 
yet, who picked my pocket ? 

Host. Why, sir John ! what do you think, sir 
John? Do you think I keep thieves in my house ? 
I have searched, I have inquired, so has my hus- 
band, man by man, boy by boy, servant by servant: 
the tithe of a hair was never lost in my house 
before. 

Fal. You lie, hostess; Bardoph was shaved, and 
lost many a hair: and I’ll be sworn, my pocket was 


picked : Go to, you are woman, go. 

Host. Who I ? I defy thee : I was never called 
so in mine own house before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host. No, sir John ; you do not know me, sir 
John: I know you, sir John: you owe me money, 
sir John, and now you pick a quarrel to beguile uie 
of it: I bought you a dozen of shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them 
away to bakers’ wives, and they have made bolters 
of them. 

Host Now, as I am a true woman, holland of 
eight shillings an ell. You owe money here besides, 
sir John, for your diet, and by-drinkings, and mo- 
ney lent you, four and twenty pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it : let him pay. 

Host. He ? alas, he is poor; he hath nothing. 

Fal. How ! poor? look upon his face ; What call 
you rich ? let them coin Ins nose, let them coin 
his cheeks; I'll not pay a denier. What will you 
make a younkerofme ? shall I not take mint ease 
in mine inn, but I shall have my pocket picked ? 

I have lost a seal-ring of my grandfather’s, worth 
forty mark. 

Host. O Jesu! I have heard the prince tell him, 

I know not how oft, that that ring was copper. 

Fal. How! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup; 
and if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, 
if he would say so. 

En ter Prince Henry and Poins, marching. Fal- 
staff meets the Prince , playing on his trun- 
cheon like a fife. 

Fal. How now, lad ? is the wind in that door, 
i’faith ? must we all march? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion. 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, unstress Quickly ? 
How does thy husband? X love him well, he is an 
honest man. 

Host Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. Pr’ythee, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What say’st thou, Jack ? 

Fal. The other night I fell asleep here behind. the 
arras, and had my pocket picked : this house is turned’ 
bawdy-house, they pick pockets. 

P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or four 
bonds of forty pound a- piece, and a seal-ring of my 
grandfather’s.: v.'. 

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host So I told him, my lord; and 1 said, I heard 
your grace say so : And, my lord, he speaks most 
vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he is; and” 
said, he would cudgel yon. 

P. Hen. What! he did not? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood 
in me else. ■. . 
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Fal. There’s bo more faith in thee than in a 
stewed prune ; nor no more truth' in thee, than in a 
drawn fox ; and, for womanhood, maid Marian may- 
be the deputy’s wife of the ward to thee. Go, you 
thing, £o. 

J Host. Say, what thing? what thing? 

FaL What thing ? wny, a thing tc thank God on. 

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I would 
thou should’st know’ it; I am an honest man’s wife ; 
mid, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave 
to call me so. 

FaL Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a 
beast to say otherwise. 

Host Say, what beast, thou knave thou? 

FaL What beast? why an otter. 

P. H<n. An otter, sir John? why an otter? 

FaL Why ? she’s neither fish, nor flesh ; a man 
knows not where to hare her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so ; Ihon 
or any man knows where to have me, thou kuave 
thou I 

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess ; and he slan- 
ders thee most grossly. 

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said this 
other day, you ought him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ? 

. FaL A thousand pound. Hal l a million : thy love 
is worth a million; thou owest me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and 
said, he would cudgel you. 

FaL Did I, Bardolph? 

Bm'd. 1 ndeed, sir John j you said so. 

FaL Yea ; if he said my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say ’tis copper : Darest thou be as good 
as thy word now ? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art 'hut 
man, I dare ; but, as thou art prince, I fear thee, as 
l bar the roaring of the lion’s whelp. 

P Hen. And why not, as the lion? 

Fal The king himself is to be feared as the 
hon : Dost thou think, I’ll fear thee as T fear thy 
father ? nay an I do, I pray God, my girdle break ! 

r . Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees I But, sirrah, there’s no room tor 
faith, truth, nor honesty, in this bosom of thine* 
it is filled up with guts, and midriff Charge an 
honest woman with picking thy pocket! Why 
thou whoreson, impudent, embossed rascal, if there 
were any thing in thy pocket but tavern-reckonings. 


I find one that can steal well ? O for a fine thief, of 
the age of two and twenty, or thereabouts! lam 
heinously unprovided. Well, God he thanked for 
these rebels, they offend none but the virtuous; I 
laud them, I praise them. 

P. Hen. Bardolph — * 

Bard. My lord ? 

P. Hen. Go bear this letter to lord John of Lan- 
caster, [land.—, 

My brother John; this to my lord of West more. 
Go, Poins, to horse, to horse; for thou, and I, 

Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.-— 
Jack, 

Meet me to-morrow i’ the Temple-hall 
At two o’clock i’the afternoon : 

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there receive 
Money, and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning ; Percy stands on high ; 

And either they, or we, must lower lie. 

[Exeunt Prince , Poins , and Bardolph, 

Fat Rare words! brave world] Hostess, my 

breakfast: come:— 

O, I could wish, this tavern were mv drum. [Exit, 
ACT IV. 

Scene I . — The rebel Camp near Shrewsbury. 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Douglas. 

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : If speaking truth 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution should the Douglas have. 

As not a soldier of this season’s stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 

By heaven, I cannot flatter; I defy 

The tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 

In my heart’s love, hath no man than yourself: 

Nay, task me to the word ; approve me, lord. 

Doug. Thou art the king of honour : 

No man so potent breathes upon the ground. 

But I will beard him. 

&°L Do so, and ’tis well 


T j - — o wuu tavciu-recKonings. 

memorandums of bawdy-houses, and one poor penny- 
wortli of sugar-candy to make thee long-winded; if 
thy pocket were enriched with any other injuries 
but these, I am a villain. And yet you will stand 
ashamed" W * n0t P ocket U P wrong : Art thou not 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal ? thou knowest, in the 
state of innocency, Adam fell; ancl what should 
poor Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villainy? thou 
seest, I have more flesh than another man; and 

therefore more frailty. You confess then yon 

picked my pocket? * : 

P. Hen It appears so by the story. 

hrfz(f»*l? S ) eSS \} f ? rg! , ve Go, make ready 
breakfast , love thy husband, look to thy servants 

anvW« y S ' UCsts : J hon sha!t fin<1 me tractable to’ 
any honest reason: thou seest, I am pacified.— Still ? 

[fir ft ythee ’ 4 gone - tExii Hostess.] Now, 
Ho!;;^£u n n e S wered? art: f0rttler0bbWy ' lad > J 
AS °> roy sweet beef, I most still be good 
eijel to thee r J he money is paid back again" 

double labour.' 0 that l>ayin « back - ’ tis * 

n»aydfany I tl,ing S00tJ friends ™ th father ’ 

?***> m .e ‘he exchequer the first thing thou 
dowt, and do it with unwashed hands too ° 

PwJ"h ml l0rd - , , [foot. 

tilKrL u' tft 0 ? ? red %, e - Ja ck, a charge of 
Pat. I would, it had been of horse. Where shall 


Enter a Messenger , with letters. 

What letters hast thou there ?— I can hut thank yon. 
Mess. These letters come/rom your father, — 
Hot. Letters from him! why comes he not him- 
self? 

Mess. He cannot come, my lord; he’s grievous 
sick. 

Hot. ’Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be sick. 
In such a justling time? Who leads his power? 
Under whose government come they along ? 

Mew. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord. 
Hot. I pr’ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ? 

a i es hr Tn y * or< *> I° l1r days ere I set forth : 

And at the time of ray departure thence, 

Hewas much fear’d Toy his physicians, 

Wor. I would, the state of time had first been 
whole. 

Ere he by sickness had been visited ; 

His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now! droop now! this sickness doth 
i be very life-blood of our enterprise ; [infect 

1 is catching hither, even to our camp.- - 
I a ? e J]ere,-that inward sickness — 

i And that his friends by deputation could not 
feo soon be drawn; nor did he think it meet, 
to lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
Un any sou 1 remov’d, but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, — 
m" at W1 , th °» r » ma11 conjunction, we should on, 
to see how fortune is dispos’d to us * 

*or, as lie writes, . there is no quailing now; 

Because the king is certainly possess’d 
u {*$ ourpurposes. What say you to it ? 

War. Your father’s sickness is a maim to as. 

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp’d off*: 

And yet, in faith, ’tis not ; his present want 
beems more than we shall find it :— Were it good. 


Scene 2, 
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o set tiie exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast ? to set so rich a main 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour? 

It were not good: for therein should we read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope ; 

The very list, the very utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doug . _ ’Faith, and so we should ; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in : 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 
f that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

Wor. But yet, I would your father had been here, 
f he quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division : It will be thought 


And think, how such an apprehension 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 

And breed a kind of question in our cause : 

For, well you know, we of the offering side 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrament ; * 

And stop all sight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us : 

This absence of your father's draws a curtain, 

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot . ^ You strain too far. 

I, rather, of his absence make this use ; — 

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprise, 

Than if the earl were here : for men must think. 

If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom ; with his help, 

We shall overturn it topsy turvy down. — 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Doug. As heart can think: there is not such a 
word 

Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hot. My cousin Vernon I welcome, by my soul. 
Ter. Pray God, my news be worth a welcome, 
Iord. r 

The earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong, 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him, prince John. 
Hot. No harm : What more ? 

Ver. * And further, I have learn’d, — 

The king himself in person is set forth, 

Or hitherwards intended speedily, 

With strong and mighty preparation. 

Hot . He shall be welcome too. Where is his son 
The nimble-footed mad- cap prince of Wales, 

And his comrades, that daffd the world aside. 

And hid it pass? 

Ver ; All furnish’d, all in arms, 

All plum’d like estrklges that wing the wind ; 

Bated like eagles having lately bath’d ; 

Glittering in golden coats, like images; 

As full of spirit as the month of May, 

A nd gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 

t w young Harry, — with his beaver on. 

His < uises on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, — 

Bise from the ground like feather’d Mercury, 

And aulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds. 

To U m ana wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And jvitch the world with noble horsemanship. 

Hi t. No more, no more; worse than the sun in 
March, 

This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come ; 
Theyr come like sacrifices m their trim, 

An/to the fire-ey'd maid of srnoky war, 

AM Lot, and bleeding, will we offer them ; 

Ihe mailed Mars shall on his altar sit, 


Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigti, 

And yet not onrs Gome, let me take my house, 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Against the bosom of the prince of Wales : 

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse. 

Meet, and ne’er part, till one drop down a came. 

O, that Glendower were come 1 

Ver. There is more news : 

I learn’d in Worcester, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

Doug. That’s the worst tidings that I hear of yet 

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 

Hot. Wliatmay the king’s whole battle reach unto? 

Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be; 

My father and Glendower being both away. 

The powers of ns may serve so great a day. 

Come, let us make a muster speedily : 

Doomsday is near * die all, die merrily. 

Doug. Talk not of dying: I am out of fear 
Of death, or death’s hand, for this one half year. 

[. Exeunt 

Scene TI. — A public Road near Coventry. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 
j Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill me 
a bottle of sack: our soldiers shall march through 
we’ll to Sutton-Colfield to-night. 

Rard. Will you give me money, captain ? 

FaL Lay out, layout. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

FaL An if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it 
make twenty, take them all, I’ll answer the coin- 
age. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town’ 
end. 

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. [Exit 

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I arn 
a soused gurnet. I have misused the king’s press 
damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred and 
fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. 2 
press me none but good householders, yeomen’ 
sons : inquire me out contracted bachelors, such 
had been asked twice on the bans; such a comm© 
ditv of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil a 
a drum ; such as fear the report of a caiiver, wora 
than a struck fowl, or a hurt wild-duck. I presse 
me none but such toasts and butter, with hearts i 
their bellies no bigger than pins’ heads, and the 
| have bought out their services ; and now my who! 

! charge consists of ancients, corporals, lieutenant 
I gentlemen of companies, slaves as ragged as La 2 a 
rus in the painted cloth, where the glutton’s dog 
| licked his sores and such as, indeed, were never 
soldiers; but discarded unjust serving-men, younger 
j sons to younger .brothers, revolted tapsters, and 
ostlers trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm world, and 
a long peace ; ten times more dishonourable ragged 
than an old-faced ancient : and such haVe I, to fill up 
the rooms of them that have bought out their ser- 
vices, that you would think, that I had a hundred 
and fifty tattered prodigals, lately come from swine- 
keeping, from eating draff and husks. A mad fellow 
met me on the way, and told me, I had unloaded 
all the gibbets, and pressed the dead bodies. No 
eye hath seen such scare-crows. I’ll not march, 
through Coventry with them, that’s flat: Nay, and 
the villains marcn wide betwixt the legs, as if they 
had gyves on ; for, indeed, I had the most of them 
out of prison. There’s but a shirt and a half in al 
my company; and the half-shirt is two napkins, 
tacked together, and thrown over the shoulders, like 
a herald’s coat without sleeves; and the shirt, to say 
the truth, stolen from my host at Saint Alban’s, or 
the red -nose innkeeper of Daratry. But that’s all 
one ; they’ll find linen enough on every hedge. 

Enter Prince Henry and Westmoreland. 

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack ? how now quilt? 
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Fal. What, Hall? How now, mad wag! what a 
devil dost thou in Warwickshire ? — My good lord of 
Westmoreland, I cry you mercy ; I thought your 
honour had already been at Shrewsbury. 

West. 'Faith, sir John, 'tis more than time that I 
were there, and you too; but my powers are there 
already : The king, I can tell you, looks for us all ; 
we must away all night. . 

Fal. Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilant as a 
cat to steal cream. 

P. Ben. I think, to steal cream indeed ; for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me, 
Jack ; whose fellows are these that come alter ? 

Fal. Mine, Hal. mine. 

P. Hen . I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut ; good enough to toss;, food for 
powder, food for powder; they’ll fill a pit, as well 
as better; tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

/Best. Ay, but, sir John, methinks they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith, for their poverty,— I know not where 
they had that : and for their bareness,— I am sure, 
they never learned that of me. 

P. Hen. No, I’ll be sworn: unless you call three 
fingers on the ribs, bare. But, sirrah, make haste : 
Percy is already in the field, 

Fal. What, is the king encamped? 

JVest. He is, sir John ; I fear, we shall stay too 
Fal. Well, . . Hong. 

To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 
feast, 

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. [Exeunt 
Scene III. — The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas, and 
Vernon. 

Hot. We’ll fight with him to-night. 

fVur. It may not be. 

Doug. You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a wit.. 

Hot. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply ? 
Ver. So do we. * 

Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Good cousin, be advis’d : stir not to-night. 
Ver . Do not, my lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well ; 

Von speak it out of fear, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas*, by my life, 

(And I dare well maintain it with my life,) 

If well- respected honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counsel with weak lear. 

As yon, my lord, or any Scot that lives : 

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle, 

Which of us fears. 

Doug. Yea, ©r to-night, 

Ver. Content. j 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. | 

1 wonder much, being men of such great leading, ! 
Th it yon forsee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition : Certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up : 

Four uncle Worcester’s horse came but to day: 

And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a horse is half the half himself. 

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy 
general, journey-bated, and brought low ; 

1’he better part of ours is full of rest. 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours : 

For God’s sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 

( The ti'umpei sounds a parley.) 

Walter Blunt. 

offers from the king, 
and respect. 

Blunt; And 'would to 
[God, 


Envy your great deserving, and good name ; 

Because you are not of our quality. 

But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And God defend, but still I should stand so 

So long as, out of limit, and true rule. 

You stand against anointed majesty! 

But to ray charge.— The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs; and. whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty: If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot,— 

Which lie confesseth to be manifold,— 

He bids you name your griefs ; and, with all speed. 

You shall have your desires, with interest ; 

And pardon absolute for yourself and these. 

Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot. The king is kind ; and, well we know, the king 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 

My father, and mv uncle, and myself, 

Did give him that same royalty he wears : 

And, — when he was not six and twenty strong. 

Sick in the world’s regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home, — 

My father gave him welcome to the shore 
And,— when he heard him swear, and vow to God, 

He came but to be duke of Lancaster, 

To sue his livery, and beg his peace ; 

With tears of innocency, and terms of zeal, — 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 

Swore him assistance, and perform'd it too. 

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv’d Northumberland did lean to him, 

The more and less came in with cap and knee; 

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ; - . . 

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths. 

Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow’d him, 

Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. . 

He present! v, — as greatness knows itself,— 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my lather, while his blood was poor. 

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg ; 

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees. 

That lie too heavy on the commovvealth ; 

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs ; and, by this face. 

This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Proceeded further; cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites, that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here, 

When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then, to the 

In short time after, he depos’d the king ; 

Soon after that, depriv’d him of his life ; 

And, in the neck of that, task'd t he whole state : 

To make that worse, suffer’d his kinsman March 
(Who is, if every owner were well plac’d. 

Indeed his king,) to be incag’d in Wales, 

There without ransom to lie forfeited : 

Disgrac’d me in my happy victories ; 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 

Rated my uncle from the council-board ; 

In rage dismiss’d my father from the court; 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong* 

And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety ; and, withal, to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blimt. Shall I return this answer to the king? ■ f" 

Hot. Not so, sir Walter ; we’ll withdraw awhile. 

Go to the king ; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again. 

And in the morning early shall mine uncle 
Brinor him our purposes : and so farewell. 

Blunt. I would, you would accept of grace and 

Hot. And, may be, so we shall. |\ 
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Blum. Pray heaven, you do i 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — York. A Boom in the Archbishop's 
House. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, and a Gentleman . 
Arch. Hie, good sir Michael; bear this sealed 
brief, 

With winged haste, to the lord mareschal ; 

This to my cousin Scroop ; and^ all the rest 
To whom they are directed: if you knew 
How.much they do import, you would make haste. 

Gent. My good lord, 

I guess their tenor. 

Arch. 9 Like enough, you do. 

To-morrow, good sir Michael, is a day, 

Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must ’bide the touch: For, sir, at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truly given to understand, 

The king, with mighty and quick-raised power, 
Meets with lord Harry: and I fear, sir Michael, — 
(What with the sickness of Northumberland, 
Whose power was in the first proportion,) 

And what with Owen Glendower's absence, thence, 
(Who with them was a rated sinew too, # 

And comes not in, o’er-ruled by prophecies,) — 

I fearlhe power of Percy is too weak 
To wage an instant trial with the king. 

• Gent. Why, good my lord, you need not fear; 

there’s Douglas, 

And Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer’s not there. 

Gent. But there is Mordake, Vernon, lord Harry 
Percy, 

And there’s my lord of Worcester, and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is : but yet the king hath 
drawn 

The special head of all the land together ; — 

The prince of Wales, lord John of Lancaster, 

The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt; 

And many more cor-rivals, and dear men 
Of estimation and command in arms. 

Gent. Doubt not. my, lord, they shall be well 
oppos’d. 

Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to fear; 
And, to prevent the worst, sir Michael, speed: 

For, if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, — 

For he hath heard of our confederacy,— 

And ’tis but wisdom to make strong against him ; 
Therefore, make haste : I must go write again 
To other friends ; and so farewell, sir Michael, 

i Exeunt severally. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — The King's Camp near Shrewsbury . 
Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, Prince John 
of Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, and Sir John 
Falstaff. 

K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky hill ! the day looks pale. 

At his distemperature. 

P. Hen . The southern wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 

And, by his hollow whistling m the leaves, 
Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day. 

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathize; 
I* >r ncthing can seem foul to those that win. 

( Trumpet.) Enter Worcester and Vernon. 
Bow now, my lord of Worcester ? ’tis not well, 
That you and. I should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet : You have deceiv’d our trust : 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace. 

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 

What say you to’tf will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war ? 


And move in tnat ooedient orb agahi. 

Where you did give a fair and natural light; 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of breached mischief to the unborn times ? 

Wor. Hear me, my liege : 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
To. entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for, 1 do protest, 

I have not sought the day or this dislike. 

K, Hen t You have not sought for it! how comet 
it then ? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way and he found it. 

P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace, 

Wor. It pleas’d your majesty to turn your looks 
Of favour, from myself, and all our house; 

And yet i must remember you, my lord, 

W e were the first and dearest of your friends 
For you, my staff of office did I break 
In Richard’s time; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as 1, 

It was myself, my brother, and his son, 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time : You swore to us,— 

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, — 

That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the state ; 

Nor claim no further than your new-fall’n right. 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster: 

To this we swore our aid. But, in short space. 

It rain’d down fortune showering on your head ; 
And such a flood of greatness fell on you, — 

What with our help ; what with the absent khg; 
What with injuries of a wanton time ; 

The seeming sufferances, that you had borne ; 

And the contrarious winds, that held the king 
So long in his unlucky Irish wars. 

That ail in England did repute him dead, 

And, from this swarm of fair advantages. 

You took occasion to be quickly woo’d 
To gripe the general sway into your hand , 

Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster ; 

And being fed by us, you us’d us so 
As that ungentle gall, the cuckoo’s bird, 

Useth the sparrow : did oppress our nest ; 

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk, 

That even our love durst not come near your sight, 
For fear of swallowing; but with nimble wing 
We were enforc’d, for safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight, and raise this present head : 
Whereby we stand opposed by such means 
As you yourself have forg’d against yourself; 

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

K. Hen. These tilings, indeed, you have arti- 
culated, 

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churches; 

To face the garment of rebellion 

With some fine colour, that may please the eye 

Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents, 

Which gape and rub the elbow, at the news 
Of hurly burly innovation: 

And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause ; 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pell-mell havock and confusion. 

P. Hen. In both our armies, there is many a soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once^ they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 

The prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy : By my hopes, — 

This present enterprise set off his head,— 

I do not think, a braver gentleman, 

More active- valiant, or more valiant-young. 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive. 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry ; 
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And so, I hear, he doth account me too : 

Yet tins before my father’s majesty, — 

I am content, that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; 

Arid will, to save the blood on either side. 

Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

K. Hen. And prince of Wales, so dare we ven- 
Albeit, considerations infinite * [turn thee, 

Do make against it:— No, good. Worcester, no. 
We love our people well,' even those we love. 
That are misled upon your cousin's part: 

And, will they take the offer of our grace, 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
►shall be my friend again, and I’ll be his. 

So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do: — JBut if he will not yield, 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall do their office. So, be gone; 

We will not now be troubled with reply : 

We offer fair, take it advisedly. 

s [Exeunt Worcester and Vernon. 
P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life: 

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in arms. 

K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his 
charge ; 

For, on their answer, will we set on them: 

And God befriend us, as our cause is just! 

[Exeunt King, Blunt, and Prince John. 
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and 
bestride me, so : ’tis a point of friendship. 

P. Hew. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that 
friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well 
P. Ren. Why, thou owest God a death. [Exit. 
Fal. Tis not due yet; I would be loath to pay 
him before his day. What need I be so forward 
with him that calls not on me? Well, ’tis no matter; 
Honour pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour 
prick roe off when I come on? how then? Can 
honour set to a leg? No. Or an arm ? No. Or 
take away the grief of a wound ? No. Honour 
hath no skill in surgery then ? No. What is honour? 
A word. What is in that word, honour? What 
is that honour? Air. • A trim reckoning I— -Who 
hath it ? He that died o’Wednesday. Doth he feel 
it? No. Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insensible 
then ? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living? No. Why ? Detraction will not suffer 
it’s — therefore I’ll none of it: Honour is a mere 
scutcheon, and so ends my catechism. [Exit. 

Scene II. — The Rebel Camp. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

Wor. 0, no, my nephew must not know, sir 
The liberal kind ofier of the king. [Richard, 

Ver. ’Twere best, he did. 

War. Then are we all undone. 

1 1 is not possible, it cannot be, 

The king should keep lhs word in loving us; 

He will suspect ns still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults : 

Suspicion shall be all stuck full of eyes : 

For treason is but trusted like, the fox ; 

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d, and lock’d up, 

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 

Hook how we can, or sad, or merrily, 

Interpretation will misquote our looks ; 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall, 

The better cherish'd, still the nearer death, 

My nephew’s trespass rnay be well forgot, 

It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood : 

And an adopted name of privilege,— j 

A hare-brain’d Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen : 

All his offences live upon my head, j 

And on his father’s we did train him on ; j 

And, his corruption being ta’en from us, 

VY e, as the spring of all, shall pay for all I 

Therefore, .good cousin, let not Harry know 
In any case, the offer of the king. 


£ 


Ver . Deliver what yo« will. I’ll say, ’tis so. 

Here comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspur and Douglas ; and Officers and 
Soldiers , behind '. 

Hot. My uncle is return’d : — Deliver up 
My lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, what news? 
Wor. The king will bid you battle presently. 
Doug. Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 
Hot . Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 

Doug . Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

___ . . [Exit 

Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 

Ho?. Did you beg any ? God forbid I 
Wor. I told him gently of our grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus.— 

By now forswearing that he is forsworn : 

He calls us rebels, traitors ; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Re-enter Douglas. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen; to arms! for I have 
thrown 

A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, 

And Westmoreland, that was engag’d, did bear it; 
Which cannot choose but bring lum quickly on, 

Wor . The Prince of Wales stepp’d for th before 
the king, 

And, nephew, challeng’d you to single fight. 

Hot 0, ’would thepjuarrel lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw short breath to- 
day, 

But I, and Harry Monmouth I Tell me, tell me, 

How show’d his tasking? seem’d it in contempt*? 

_ Ver. No, by my soul ; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly. 

Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Tri mm’d tip your praises with a princely tongue ; 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle ; 

Making you ever better than his praise. 

By still dispraising praise, valued with you : 

And, which became him like a prince indeed, 

He made a blushing cital of himself; 

And chid his truant youth with such a grace. 

As if he master’d there a double spirit. 

Of teaching, and of learning, instantly. 

There did he pause : But let me tell’ the world,— 

If he outlive the envy of this day, 

England did never owe so sweet a hope. 

So much misconstrued in his wantonness. 

^ Hot. ' Cousin, I think, thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies ; never did I hear 
Of any prince, so wild, at liberty 
But, be he as he will, yet once ere night 

I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm, 

Thai he shall shrink under my courtesy. — 

Arm, arm, with speed: — And, fellows, soldiery, 
friends. 

Better consider what you have to do, 

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, here are letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now. — 

0 gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 

To is pend that shortness basely, were too long. 

If life did ride upon a dial’s point, 

Stitt ending at the arrival of an hour. 

An if we live, we live to tread on kings; 

II die, brave death, when princes die withua! 

Now for our conscience,- — the arms are fair. 

When the intent of bearing them is just 

Enter another Messenger . 

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the *■ king comes <M 
apace. ; . ;; ;* ; 

Hot. I thank him that he cuts me from my tale. 
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For I profess not talking ; only this — 

Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper T intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now, — Esperance {—Percy l and set on. — 

Sound all the lofty instruments of war, 

And by that music let us all embrace : 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy, 

ITAe trumpets sound . They embrace, and 
exeunt. 

Scene III. — Plain near Shrewsbury. 
Excursions, and parties fighting. Alarum to the 
battle. Then enter Douglas and Blunt, meeting. 
Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou crossest me ? What honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head ? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas ; 
And 1 do haunt thee in the battle thus, 

-Because' some -tell me, that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought 

Thy likeness * for, instead of thee, king Harry, 

This sword hath ended him : so shall it thee. 

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot ; 
And thou shalt find a king, that will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s death. # * 

{They fight, and Blunt is slain.) 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon 
l never had triumph’d upon a Scot. [thus, 

Doug. All’s done, all’s won ; here breathless lies 
Hot. Where ? [the king. 

Doug. Here. 

■Hot. This, ponglas? no. I know this face full well : 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt; 
Semblahly furnish’ d like the king himself. 

Doug . A fool go with thy soul, whither it goes! 
A borrow’d title hast thou bought too dear. 

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coats. 
Doug. Now, by my sword, l will kill all his coats; 
I'll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece. 

Until I meet the king. 

Hot. ' Up, and away ; 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt, 

Other Alarums. Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Though I could ’scape shot-free at London, 
I fear the shot here ; here’s no scoring, but upon the 
pate. — Soft! who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt ; — 
there’s honour for you : Here’s no vanity ! — I am as 
hot as molten lead, and as heavy too: God keep 
lead out of me ! I need no more weight than mine 
own bowels.— I have led my ragamuffins where 
they are peppered: there’s but three of my hundred 
and fifty left alive; and they are for the town’s end, 
to beg during life. But who comes here ? 

Enter Prince Henry. 

P. Hen. What, stand’st thou idle here ? lend me 
thy sword : 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies. 

Whose deaths are unreveng’d : Fr’ythee, lend thy 
m sword. 

> Fal. O Hal, I pr’ythee, give me leave to breathe 
awhile. — Turk Gregory^ never did such deeds in 
arms, as I have done this day. I have paid Percy, 
I have made him sure. 

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee. 
Lend me thy sword, I pr’ythee. 

Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy he alive, 
thou get’st not my*sword ; but take my pistol, if thou 
wilt 


P . Hen. Give it me .* What, is it in the case? 

Fal Ay, Hal ; ’tis hot, ’tis hot; there’s that will 
sack a city. {The Prince draws out a bottle qf 
sack.) 

P. Hen. What, is’t a time to jest and dally now? 

[Throws it at him , and exit 
Fal. Well, if Percy be alive. I’ll pierce him. 
he do come in my way, so : if he do not, if I come 
in his, willingly, let him make a carbonado cf me* 
I like not such grinning honour as sir Walter hath : 
Give me life: which if I can save, so; if not, 
honour comes unlooked for, and there’s an end. 

[Exit 

Scene IV.— Another part of the Field. 

Alarums. Excursions. Enter the King , Prince 
Henry, Prince John, and Westmoreland. 

K. Hen. I pr’ythee, 

Harry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed’st too much:-* 
Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too. 
P. Hen. 1 do beseech your majesty, make up. 
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 

K.Hen. I will do so:— 

My lord of W estmoreland, lead him to his tent. 

W est. Conle, my lord, I will lead yon to your 
tent. [help : 

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord ? I do not need your 
And heaven forbid, a shallow scratch should 
drive 

The prince of Wales from such a field as this ; 
Where stain’d nobility lies trodden on. 

And rebels’ arms triumph in massacres ! 

P. John. We breathe too long: — Come, cousin 
Westmoreland, 

Our duty this way lies ; for God’s sake, come. 

[ Exeunt Prince John and Westmoreland 
P. Hen. By heaven, thou hast deceived m« 
Lancaster, 

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit : 

Before, I lov’d thee as a brother, John ; 

But now, I do respect thee as my soul. 

K. Hen. I saw him hold lord Percy at the point, 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown warrior. 

P. Hen. O, this boy 

Lends mettle to us all [Exit. 

Alarums. Enter Douglas. 

Doug. Another King ! they grow like Hydra’s 
1 am the Douglas, fatal to all those [heads: 

That wear those colours on them. — What art thou. 
That counterfeit’st the person of a king ? 

K. Hen. The king himself; who, Douglas, grieves 
at heart, 

So many of his shadows thou hast met. 

And not the very king. I have two boys, 

Seek Percy and thyself, about the field : 

Biit, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily, 

I will assay thee ; so defend thyself. 

Doug. I fear, thou art another counterfeit; 

And yet , in faith, thou bear’st thee’ like a king: 

But mine, lam sure, thou art, whoe’er thou be. 

And thus I win thee. 

{They fight ; the King being in danger, enter 
Prince Henryi) 

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or than art 
Never to hold it up again ! the spirits [like 

Of Shirley, Stafford , 111 unt, are m my arms : 

It is the prince of Wales, that threatens thee ; 

Who never promiseth, but. he means to pay. — 

_ {They fight; Douglas flies.) 
Cheeriy, my lord ; How fares your grace x — 

Sir Nicholas Gawsay hath for succour sent. 

And so hath Clifton : I’ll to Clifton straight. 

K. Hen. Stay, and breathe a while: — 

Thou hast redeem’d thy lost opinion ; 

And show’d,tbou mak’st some tender of my life. 

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 




FIRST PART OF 


Act V. 



P. Hen. 0 heaven! they did me too ranch injury, 
That ever said, I hearken’d for your death 
If it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you ; 

Which would have been as speedy in your end, 

As all the poisonous potions -in the world, 

And sav’d the treacherous labour of your son. 

K. Hen . Make up to Clifton, I’ll to Sir Nicholas 
Gawsey. [Exit King Henry. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. Hen. Thou speak’st as if I would deny my 
name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

P. Hen . Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy, 

To share with me in glory any more : 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 

.Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of ns ; And would to God, 

Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

P Hen. I’ll make it greater, ere. I part from 
thee; 

And all the budding honours on thy crest 
I’ll crop, to make a garland for rny* head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

[They fight.) 

Enter Fa?. staff. 

Fal. Well said, Hall to it, Hal! — Nay, you 
•hall find no boy’s play here, I can tell you." 

Enter Douglas ; he fights with Fah iaff, ivho falls 
doivn as if he were dead , and exit Douglas. 
Hotspur is wounded , and falls. 

Rot. O Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my youth : 
I better brook the loss of brittle life , 

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 

They wound my thoughts, worse than thy sword 
my flesh : — 

But thought's the slave of life, and life time’s fool; 
And time that takes survey of all the world. 

Must have a stop, O, I could prophesy. 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue No, Percy, thou art dust. 

And food for— (Dies.) 

P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy : Fare thee well; 
great heart!— 

Ill-weav’d ambition, how much art thou shrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 

But now, two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough This earth, that hears thee dead, 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 

If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

I should not make so dear a show of zeal • 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face ! 

And, even in thy behalf, I’ll thank myself 
r or doing these fair rites of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven! 

Ihy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, ' 

Bat not remember’d in thy epitaph I— 

tm ,, , , (He sees Falstaff on the ground.) 
What j old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
Keen in , a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell ! 
lcouid have better spar’d a better man. 

U, I should have a heavy miss of thee. 

If t were much in love with vanity. 

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day, 
though many dearer, in this bloody fray i- 
Lmboweli’d will I see thee by and by; 

¥ ood noble Percy lie. [Exit. 

Hal (Rising slowly .) Embowell’d ! if thou em- 
3 e ; fi e t0 * da y» rii you leave to powder me, 
£*^£*5 ’Sblood, ’twas time 

to counterfeit, m that hot termagant Scot had paid 




me scot and lot too. Counterfeit? 1 lie, I ’a m no 
counterfeit ; To die, is to be a counterfeit ; for he is 
but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life 
of a man ; but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
thereby llveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true 
and perfect image of life indeed. The better part 
of valour is— discretion ; in the which better part, 
I have saved my life. Zounds, I am afraid of the 
gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : How, if he 
should counterfeit too, and rise V I am afraid, he 
would prove the better counterfeit. Therefore I'll 
make him sure; yea, and I’ll swear I killed him. 
Why may not he rise, as well as I? Nothing con- 
futes me but eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore, 
sirrah, (Stabbing him,) with a new wound in your 
thigh, come you along with me. 

(Takes Hotspur on his back.) 

Re-enter Prince Henry and Prince John. 

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely ha it 
thou flesh’d 
Thy maiden sword. 

P. John. But, soft! whom have we here ? 

Did you not tell me, this fat man was lead ? 

P. Hen. I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and 
Upon the ground, — [bleeding, 

Art thou alive ? or is it phantasy 
That plays upon our eyesight? I pr’ythee, speak; 
We will not trust our eyes, without our ears 
Thoiyirt not what thou seem’st 

Fal. No, that’s certain ; l am not a double man: 
but if 1 be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack. 
There is Percy, (Throwing the body down,) if youi 
father will do me any honour, so ; if not, let him 
kill the next Percy himself, I look to be either earif 
or duke, I can assure you. 

P. Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw 
thee dead. 

Fal. Didst thou?— Lord ! Lord : how this world 
is given to lying!— I grant you, I was down, and 
out of breath; and so was he : but we rose both af 
an instant, and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury 
clock. If I rnay be believed, so ; let them,- thai 
should reward valour, bear the sin upon their owi 
heads. I’ll take it upon my death, I gave him thi# 
wound in the thigh : if the man were alive, a 
would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my 
■word. [heard. 

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e’er i 
P.Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brothei 
John. — 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back : 

For my part ? if a lie may do thee grace, 
rii gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

(A retreat is sounded.] 

1 he trumpet sounds retreat, the day is ours. 

Come, brother, let’s to the highest of the field, 

To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[Exeunt Prince Henry and Prince John* 
Fal 111 follow, as they say, for reward. He that 
rewards me, God reward him ! If I do grow great, 
I’ll grow less ; for I'll purge, and leave sack, and 
live cleanly, as a nobleman should do. 

[Exit, bearing off' the body- 

Scene V.— Another Part of the Field. 

The trumpets sound. Enter King Henry, Princ 
Henry, Prince John,* Westmoreland, an 
others, with Worcester and Vernon , prisoner* 

K* Hen* Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke*— 
Ill-spirited Worcester! did we not send grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to ail of you ? 

And wouid’st thou turn our offers contrary? 

Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman’s trust ? 
rhr.ee knights upon our party slain to-day, 

A noble earl, and many a creature else. 

Had been alive this hour, 

If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 
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Wor. What I have done, my safety urg’d me to; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoided it falls era me. [too: 

K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon 
Other offenders we will pause upon. — 

[Exeunt W ore ester and Vernon , guarded . 

How goes the field ? [saw 

P, Hen. The noble Scot, lord Douglas, wh«a lie 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 

The noble Percy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, — fled with the rest ; 

nd , falling from a hill, he was so bruis’d, 

That the pursuers took him. At my tent, 

The Douglas is ; and I beseech your grace, 

1 may dispose of him. 

K. Hen. With all my heart 

P, Hen* Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 


This honourable bounty shall belong: 

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomeless, and free: 

Hjs valour, shown upon our crests to-day, 

Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries, [power.— 
K. Hen, Then this remains, — that we divide otsr 
You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearest 
speed, 

To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms ; 

Myself,— and you, son Harry, — will towards Wale*, 
To fight with Glendower, and the earl of March. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 

Meeting the check of such another day ; 

And since this business so fair is done. 

Let us not leave till all our own be won. tfsamsUi 


KING HENRY IY. 


PART II. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


tNO HENRY THE FOURTH. ' ■ 

JSNRY, Prince of Wales, afterwards Kmg \ 

Henry 7., ~ i 

THOMAS, Me of Clarence, f ■ _ 

PRINCE JOHN of Lancaster , afterwards y his Sa?is. 

(2 Henry V.) Duke of Bedford, L 
PRINCE HUMPHREY ofGlostcr, afterwards ) 

(2 ffeurp V) Me of Ctoster, ) 

EARL OF WARWICK, i 

EARL OF WESTMORELAND, > of the King's Party. 

GOWER, -HAROOURT, t j. 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE of the King's Bench . 

A Gentleman attending on the Chief Justice. 

EARL OF NORTHUMBERLAND, \ 

SCROOP, Archbishop of York, f 

LORD MOWBRAY, ! Etiennes to the 

LORD HASTINGS, ? King. 

LORI) BARDOLPH, j 

SIR JOHN COLEVILLE, / 


TRAVERS and MORTON, Domestic* efNorthumber* 

"FALSTAFfTbARDOLPII, PISTOL, and Page. 

POINS and PETO, Attendants on Prince Henry. 
SHALLOW and SILENCE, Country Justices . 

DAV Y, Servant to Shadow. „ 

MOULDY, SHADOW, WART, FEEBLE, and BX7LXn 
CALF, Recruits . 

FANG and SNARE, Sheriff's Officers, 

Humour , 

A Porter. „ 

A Dancer , Speaker of the Epilogue. 

LADY NORTHUMBERLAND. 

LADY PERCY. 

Hostess QUICKLY. 

DOLL TEAR-SHEET. 

Lords and other Attendants ; Officers, Soldiers , Mescett* 
ger, Drawers, Beadles, Grooms, etc. 

- England . 


INDUCTION. 

Warhworth. Before Northumberland's Castle. 
Enter Rumour, painted full of tongues . 

Rim. Open your ears; For which of you will stop 
The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour speaks ? 

I, from the orient to the drooping west. 

Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth : 

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride ; 

The winch in every language I pronounce. 

Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 

I speak of peace, while covert enmity. 

Under the smile of safety, wounds the world : 

And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful musters, and prepar’d defence ; 
Whilst the big year, swol’n with some other grief. 
Is thought with child by the stern tyrant war. 

And no such matter ; Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures; 

And of so easy and so plain a stop, 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads, 

The still-discordant wavering multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my household ? Why is Rumour here ? 

I run before king Harry’s victory ; 

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury, 

Hath beaten down young Hotsnur, and his troops, 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebels’ blood. But what mean I j 
To speak so true at first? my office is 
To noise abroad, — that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur’s sword; 

And that the king before the Douglas’ rage 
itoop’d his anointed head as low as death, 
his have I rumour’d through the peasant towns 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, 

Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland, 

Lies crafty-sick: the posts come tiring on. 

And not a man of them brings other news 
Than they have learn’d of me : From Rumour’s 
tongues 

Thej bring smooth comforts false, worse than true 
wrongs. [Exit. 

: ACT I. 

Scene I. — The same. 

The Porter before the Gate . Enter Lord 
^ Bardolph. 

Bard. Who keeps the gate here, ho?— Where 
is the earl? 


Port. What shall I say you are ? 

Bard. Tell thou the earl. 

That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 

Port. His lordship is walk’d forth into the or- 
chard ; 

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate. 

And he himself will answer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Bard. Here comes the carl. 

North. What news, lord Bardolph? every mi- 
nute r.ow 

Should be the father of some stratagem : 

The times are wild ; contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose. 

And bears down all before him. 

Bard. Noble earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 

North . Good, an heaven will 1 
Bard. As good as heart can wish : — 

The king is almost wounded to the death ; 

And, in the fortune of my lord your son. 

Prince Harry slain outright ; and both the Blunts 
Kill’d by the hand of Douglas : young prince John, 
And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field; 
And Harry Monmouth’s brawn, the hulk sir John, 
Is prisoner to your son: O, such a day. 

So fought, so follow’d, and so fairly won. 

Came not, till now, to dignify the times, 

: Since Caesar’s fortunes ! 

North. How is this deriv’d ? 

Saw you the field ? came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that came from 
thence, 

A gentleman well bred, and of good name, 

That freely render’d me these news for true. 

North . Here comes my servant, Travers, whom 
On Tuesday last to listen after news. [I sent 

Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the way ; 
And he is furnish’d with no certainties, 

More than he haply may retail from me. 

Enter Travers. 

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings corn* 
with you ? 

Tra. My lord, sir John Umfrevile turn’d me back 
With joyful tidings ; and, being better hors’d, 
Out-rod e me. After him, came, spurring hard, 

A gentleman almost forespent with speed, 

That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied horse . 
He ask’d the way to Chester ; and of him 
I did demand, what news from Shrewsbury. 

He told me, that rebellion had bad luck. 
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And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cow : ] 

With that, he gave his able horse the head. 

And, bending forward, struck his armed heels J 
Against the panting siues of his poor jade j 

Up to the rowel-head ; and, starting so, 

He seem’d in running to devour the way. 

Staving no longer question. 

Nurth. Ha !— Again. 

Said he, young Harry Percy’s spur was cold? 

Of Hotspur, coldspur ? that rebellion 
Had met ill luck! 

Bard. My lord, I’ll tell you what ; — 

I f my young lord your son have not the day, 

Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
I'll give my barony : never talk of it 
Norik. Why should the gentleman, that ^ rode by 
Give then such instances of loss ? [Travers, 

Bard. Who, he? ; 

He was some hilding fellow, that had stol’n 
The horse he rode on : and, upon my life. 

Spoke at a venture. Look, here comes more news. 

Enter Morton. 

North . Yea, this man’s brow, like to a title-leaf, j 
Fore tells the nature of a tragic volume : ] 

So looks the strond, whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness’d usurpation. — 

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury ? 

Mor . I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord? 
Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask. 

To fright our party. 

North. How doth my son, and brother ? 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even such a man, so taint, so spiritless, 

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone. 

Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told him, half tiis Troy was burn’d : 
B it Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue. 

And I ray Percy’s death, ere thou report’s! it. ! 

This thou would’st say,— Your son did thus, and 
thus ; 

Your brother, thus ; so fought the noble Douglas; 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds : 

But in the end, to stop mine ear indeed, 

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, 

Ending with — brother, son, and all are dead. 

Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet: 
But, for my lord your son, — 

North Why, he is dead. 

See, what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 

He, that but fears the thing he would not know, 
Hath, by instinct, knowledge from others’ eyes, 

That what he fear’d is chanced. Y^et speak, Morton ; 
Tell thou thy earl, his divination lies ; 

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace, 

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong. 

Mor. Yon are too great to be by me gainsaid : 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. j 

North. Yet, for all this, say not, that Percy’s 
I see a strange confession in thine eye : [dead. 

Thou shak’st thy head ; and hold’st it fear, or sin. 

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so; 

The tongue offends nob, that reports his death : 

And he doth sin, that doth belie the dead ; 

Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath hut a losing office ; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Remember’d knol ling a departing friend. 

Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is dead. 
Mor . I am sorry, I should force you to believe 
That, which 1 would to heaven I had not seen : 

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 

Rend’ ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath’d. 
To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath beat down 
The never- daunted Percy to the earth. 

From whence with life lie never more sprung up. 

In few, his death (whose spirit lent a fire 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp,) 


Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 
From the best temper’d courage in his troops: 

For from his metal was his party steel’d ; 

Which once in him abated, all the rest 
Turn’d on themselves, like dull and heavy lead. 
And as the thing, that’s heavy in itself, 

Upon enforcement, flies with greatest speed ; 

So did ou r men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss, 

Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear, 

I hat arrows fled not swifter toward their aim. 

Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety. 

Fly from the field : Then was that noble Worcester 
Too soon ta’en prisoner: and that furious Scot, 

The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword. 
Had three times slain the appearance of the king, 
’Gan vail his stomach, and did grace the shame 
Of those that turn’d their backs f and, in his flight. 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is, — that the king hath won ; and hath sent out 
A speedy power, to encounteryon, my lord. 

Under the conduct of young Lancaster, 

And Westmoreland : this is the news at full. 

North. Foi this I shall have time enough to 
mourn. 

In poison there is physic ; and these news, 

Having been well, that would have made me sick. 
Being sick, have in some measure made me well : 
And as the wretch, whose fever- weaken’d joints. 
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life. 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper’s arms ; even so my limbs, 
Weaken’d with grief, being now enrag’d with grief. 
Are thrice themselves : hence, therefore, thou nice 
crutch ; 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 

Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly quoif; 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 

Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit 
Now bind my brows with iron ; and approacl 
The ragged ’st hour that time and spite dare bring, 
To frown upon the enrag’d Northumberland ! 

Let heav’n kiss earth I Now let not nature’s hand 
Keep the wild flood confin’d ! let order die ! 

And let this world no longer be a stage, 

To feed contention in a lingering act; 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end. 

And darkness be the burier of the dead ! 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, my 
lord. _ . [honour, 

Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your 
Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health ; the which, it you give o’er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 

And summ’d the account of chance, before you 
said, — 

Let ns make head; It was your presurmise. 

That in the dole of blows your son might drop : 

You knew, lie walk’d o’er perils, on an edge. 

More likely to fall in, than to get o’erf 
You were advis’d, his flesh was capable ' 

Of wounds and scars ; and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger rang’d,; 
Yet did yon say, — Go forth ; and none of this. 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiff-borne action : What hath then befallen 
Or what hath this bold enterprize brought forth, 
More than that being, which was Hke to be ? 

Bard. We all, that are engaged to this loss. 
Knew, that we ventur’d on such dangerous sea 
That, if we wrought out life, ’twas ten to one ; 

And yet we ventur’d, for the gain propos’d 
Chok’d the respect of likely peril fear’d ; 

And, since vye are o’erset, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth ; body, and goods. 

Mor. ’Tis more than time: And, my most oofcl* 
lord, 

I hear for certain, and do sneak the tr ith,— * 
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The gentle archbishop of York is up, 

With well-appointed powers ; he is a man, 

Who with a double surety binds his followers. 

My lord your son had only but the corps, 

But shadows, and the shows of: men, to fight ; 

For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The action of their bodies from their souls;/ 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain d. 

As men drink potions ; that their weapons only 
Seem’d on our side, but, for their spirits and souls. 
This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 

As fish are in a pond : But now the bishop 
Turns insurrection to religion : „ 

Suppos’d sincere and holy in his thoughts, 

He’s follow’d both with body and with mind ; 

And doth enlarge his rising with the blood 
Of fair king Richard, scrap’d from Pomfret stones : 
Derives from heaven his quarrel, and his cause ; 

Tells them, he doth bestride a bleeding land, 

Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke ; 

And more, and ess, do flock to follow him. 

Norik. X knew of this before ; but, to speak truth, 
This present grief had wip’d it from my miud. 

Go in with me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety, and revenge S 
Get posts, and letters, and make friends with speed ; 
Never so few, and never yet more need. { Exeunt. 

Scene II. — London. A Street. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, with his Page , hearing \ 
his sword and buckler. 

Pal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my 
water ? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good 
healthy water : but, for the party that owed it, he 
might have more diseases than he knew for. 

Pal Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me : 
The brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is 
not able to vent any thing, that tends to laughter, 
more than I invent, or is invented on me : I am not 
only witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in 
other men. I do here walk before thee, like a sow, 
that hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. If the 
prince put thee into my service for any other reason 
than to set me off, why then I have no judgment. 
Thou whoreson mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn 
in my cap, than to wait at my heels. I was never 
manned with an agate till now : but I will set you 
neither in gold nor silver, but in vile apparel, and j 
send you back again to your master, for a jewel ; 
the Juvenal, the prince your master, whose chin is 
not yet fledged. I will sooner have a beard grow in 
the palm of my haud, than he shall get one on his 
cheek ; and yet he will not stick to say, his face is a 
face-royal : God may finish it when he will, it is not 
a hair amiss yet: he may keep it still as a fac6 
royal, for a barber shall never earn sixpence out of 
it; and yet he will be crowing, as if he had writ 
man ever since his father was a bachelor. He may 
keep his own grace, hut he is almost out of mine, 

I can assure him. — What said master Dumbleton 
about the satin for my short cloak, and slops ? 

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him better 
assurance than Bardolph : he would not take his 
bond and yours; he liked not the security. 

Pal. Let him be damned like the glutton ! may his 
tongue be hotter! — A whoreson Acnitophel 1 a ras- 
cally yea-for sooth knave! to bear a gentleman in 
hand, and then stand upon security!— The whoreson 
fmooth-pates do now wear nothing but high shoes, 
and bunches of keys at their girdles ; and it a man is 
thorough' with them in honest taking up, then they 
must stand upon— security. I had as lief they would 

ut ratsbane in my mouth, ns offer to stop it with 
security. I looked he should have sent me two and 
twenty yards of satin, as I am a true knight, and he 
sends me security Well, he may sleep in security, 
for he hath the horn of abundance, and the lightness 
of his wife shines through it: and vet caimat he 


see, though he have his own lantern to light him.-* 
Where’s Bardolph ! _ . , 

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield, to buy youf 
worship a horse. , , 

Fal I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy me a 
horse in Smithfield ; and I could get me but a wife in 
the stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived. 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice, and an Attendant. 

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that com 
mittea the prince for striking him about Bardolph. 

Fal. Wait close, I will not see him. 

Ch. Just. What’s he that goes there ? 

Atten. Falstaff, an't please your lordship. 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the robbery ? 

Atten. He, my lord : but he hath since done good 
service at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is now going 
with some charge to the lord John of Lancaster. _ 

Ch. Just. What, to York ? Call him back again, 

Atten. Sir John Falstaff ! 

Fal. Boy) tell him I am deaf. [deaf. 

Page. You must speak louder, my master is 

Ch. Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of any 
thing good.— Go, pluck him by the elbow ; I must 
speak with him. 

Atten. Sir John, — 

Fal. What ! a young knave, and beg ! Is there 
not wars? is there not employment ? Dolh not the 
king lack subjects ? do not the rebels need soldiers ? 
Though it be shame to he on any side but one, it is 
worse shame to beg than to be on the worst side, 
were it worse than the name of rebellion can tell 
how to make it. 

Alien. You mistake me, sir. 

Fal. Why, sir, did 1 say you were an honest 
man? setting my knighthood and my soldiership 
aside, I had lied in my throat, if I had said so. 

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood 
and your soldiership aside : and give me leave to tell 
you, you lie in your throat, if you say I am any other 
than an honest man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me sol I lay aside 
that which grows to me ! If thou get’st any leave of 
me, hang me ; if thou takest leave, thou wert better 
be hanged : You hunt-counter, hence! avaunt! 

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch. Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good lord ! — God give your lordship 
good time of day. I am glad to see your lordship 
abroad : I heard say, your lordship was sick : I hope, 
your lordship goes abroad by advice. Your lord- 
ship, though not clean past your youth, hath yet 
some smack of age in yon, some relish of the saltness 
of time ; and I most humbly beseech your lordship, 
to have a reverend care of your health. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your 
expedition to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. An’t please your lordship, I hear, his majesty 
is returned with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty : — You would 
not come when I sent tor you. 

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highness is fallen 
into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend him l I pray, let me 
speak with you. 

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of 
lethargy, an’t please your lordship ; ft kind of sleep 
ing in the blood , a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it ? be it as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much grief; from 
study, and perturbation of the brain : 1 have read 
the cause of his effects in Galen ; it is a kind of 
deafness. 

Ch. Just. I think, you are fallen into the disease ; 
for you hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well : rather an’t- 
please you, it is the disease of not listening, the ma< 
lady of not marking, that l am troubled with. 

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels, would 
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amend the attention of your ears ; and I care not if I 
do became your physician. 

Fed. I am as poor as Job, my lord ; but not so 
patient : your lordship may minister the potion of 
punishment to me, in respect of poverty; but howl 
should be your patient to follow your prescriptions, 
the wise may make some dram of a scruple, or, 
indeed, a scruple itself. 

Ch. Just. I sent for you, when there were mat- 
ters against you for your life, to come speak with 
me. " ■ ■ - ■ ■ 

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned coun- 
sel in the laws of this land-service, I did not come. 

Ch.Just. Well, the truth is, sir John, you live in 
great infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live 
in less. [waste is great. 

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, and your 

Fal. I would it were otherwise ; I would my means 
were greater, and my waist slenderer. 

Ch. Just. You have misled the youthful prince. 

Fal. The young prince hath misled me : 1 am the 
fellow with lhe_ great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Just. Well, I am loath to gall anew-healed 
wound; your day’s service at Shrewsbury hath a 
little gilded over your night’s exploit on Gads-Hill : 
you may thank the unquiet time for your quiet 
o’erposting that action. 

Fal. My lord ? # [not a sleeping wolf. 

Ch. Just. But since all is well, keep it so : wake 

Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to smell a fox. 

Ch.Just. What! you are as candle, the better 
part burnt out. 

Fal. A wassel candle, my lord ; all tallow: if 
I did say of wax, my growth would approve the 
truth. 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your face 
but should have his effect of gravity. 

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, grayy. 

Ch, Just You follow the young prince up and 
down, like his ill angel. 

Fal. Nut so, my lord ; your ill angel is light; but, 
I hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without 
weighing: and yet, in some respects, 1 grant, I can- 
not go, 1 cannot tell: virtue is of so little regard in 
these coster- monger times, that true valour is turned 
bear- herd : Pregnancy is made a tapster, and hath 
his quick wit wasted in giving reckonings: all the 
other gifts, appertmeift to man, as the malice of this 
age shapes them, are not worth a gooseberry. You, 
that are old, consider not the capacities of us that 
are young: you measure the heat of our livers with 
the bitterness of your galls : and we, that are in the 
vaward of our youth, 1 must confess, are wags too. 

Ch. Just . Do you set down your name in the scroll 
of youth, that are written down old with all the 
characters of age ? Have you not a moist eye ? a dry 
hand ? a yellow cheek ? a white beard ? a decreasing 
leg ? an increasing belly ? Is not your voice broken ? 
your wind short '! your chin double ? your wit single? 
and every part about you blasted with antiquity ? 
and will you yet call yourself young? Fy, fy, fy, sir 
John ? 

Fal. My lord, I was born about three of the clock 
in the afternoon, with a white head, and something a 
round belly. For my voice, — I have lost it with 
hollaing, and singing of anthems. T*o approve my 
youth further, I will not : the truth is, I am only old 
in judgment and understanding ; and he that will 
caper with me for a thousand marks, let him lend me 
the money, and have at him. For the box o’the ear 
that the prince gave you,— he gave it like a rude 
prince., and you took it like a sensible lord. I have 
checked him for it; and the young lion repents: 
mai ry, not in ashes, and sack-cloth ; but in new silk, 
and old sack. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven send the prince a better 
companion ! 

Fal. Heaven send the companion a better prince ! 
I cannot rid my hands of him. 


Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed yon and 
prince Harry: I hear, you are going with lord John 
of Lancaster, against the archbishop, and the earl of 
Northumberland. 

Fal. Yea ; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it 
But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady peace 


I mean not to sweat extraordinarily: if it be a hot 
day, an I brandish any thing but my bottle, I would 
I might never spit white again. There is not a 
dangerous action can peep out his head, but I am 
thrust upon it : Well, I cannot last ever : But it was 
always yet the trick of our English nation, if they 
have a good thing, to make it too common. If you 
will needs say, 1 am an old man, you should give 
me rest. I would to God, my name were not so ter 
rible to the enemy as it is. 1 were better to be eaten 
to death with rust, than to be scoured to nothing with 
perpetual motion. 

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest; And God 
bless your expedition I 

Fal. Will your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound, to furnish me forth ? 

, Ch. Just. Not a penny, not a penny ; you are too 
impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well : Commend 
me to your cousin Westmoreland. 

[Exeunt Chief Justice and Attendant. 

Hal. If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle.— 
A man can no more separate age and covetousness, 
than he can part young limbs and lechery : but the 
gout calls the one, and the pox pinches the other ; 
and so both the degrees prevent my curses. — Boy ! — 

Page. Sir? 

Fat. What money is in my purse ; 

Pace. Seven groats and t>vo-pence. 

# Fal I can get no remedy against this consump- 
tion of the purse : borrowing only lingers and lingers 
it out, but the disease is incurable.— Go bear this 
letter to my lord of Lancaster ; this to the prince : 
this to the earl of Westmoreland ; and this to clu 
mistress Ursula, whom I have weekly sworn to 
marry sinceT perceived the first white hair on my 
chin : About it ; you know where to find me. [Exu ■ 
Page.] A pox of this gout 1 or a gout of this pox! 
for the one, or the other, plays the rogue with my 
great toe. It is no matter, if I do halt; 1 have the 
wars for my cokmr,,and my pension shall seem the 
more reasonable : A good wit will make use of any 
thing ; I will turn diseases to commodity. [Exit 

Scene III. — York. A Boom in the Archbishop ’# 
Palace . 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the Lords 
Hastings, Mowbray, and Barpolph. 

Arch . Thus have you heard our cause and know * 
our means : 

Aud, my most noble friends, I pray you all. 

Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes 
And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ? 

Mowb. I will allow the occasion of our arms ; 

But gladly would be better satisfied, 

How, in our means, we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 

And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns 
With an incensed fire of injuries. 

Bard. The question then, lord Hastings, standeiif 
thus ; 

Whether our present five and twenty thousand 
May hold up head without Northumberland. 

Hast. With him, we may. 

Bard. Ay, marry, there’s the point 

But if without him we be thought too feeble. 

My judgment is, we should not step too far 
Till we had his assistance by the hand : 

For, in a theme so bloody fac’d as this, 
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Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted, j 

Arch. ’Tis very true, lord Bardolph ; tor, indeed, 
It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. _ 
Barcl. It was, my lord ; who lim’d himself with 
Eating the air on promise of supply, [hope. 

Flattering lnmselt with project oi a power 
Much smaller than the smallest ot his thoughts : 

And so, with great imagination, 

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 

And, winking, loop’d into destruction. ^ 

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down likelihoods, and forms, of hope. 

Bard. Yes, in the present quality of war 
Indeed the instant action, (a cause on foot,) 

Lives so in hope, as in an early spring , 

We see the appearing buds ; which to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair, 

That frost will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 

And when we see the figure of the house. 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection : 

Which if we find outweighs ability, 

What do we then, but draw anew the model 
la fewer offices ; or, at least, desist 
To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is, almost, to pluck a kingdom clown, 

And set another up,) should we survey 
The plot of situation, and the model ; 

Consent upon a sure foundation ; 

Question surveyors ; know our own estate. 

How able such’* work to undergo, 

To weigh against his opposite ; or else. 

We fortify m paper, and in figures. 

Using the names of men, instead ot men : 

Like one that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part created cost 

A naked subject to the weeping clouds, 

And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny. [birth,) 
Hast. Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fair 
Should be still-born, and that we now possess’d 
The utmost man of expectation ; 

I think, we are a body strong enough, 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

Bard. What l is the king but five and twenty 
thousand? [Bardolph. 

Hast. To us no more ; nay, not so much, lord 
For his divisions, as the times do brawl, 

Are in three heads : one power against the French, 
And bne against Glendower; perforce, a third 
Must take up us : So is the infirm king 
In three divided : and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. [together. 

Arch. That he should draw his several strengths 
And come against, us in full puissance. 

Need not be dreaded. , V, , 

Hast. If he should do so, 

He leaves his back unarm’d, the French and Welsh 
Baying him at his heels : never fear that, [hither? 
Bard. Who, is it like, should lead his forces 
Hast. The duke of Lancaster, and Westmoreland : 
Against the Welsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth : 
But who is substituted ’gainst the French, 

I have no certain notice. 

Arch. Let us on : 

.A nd publish the occasion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice. 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited 
An habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

0 thou fond many ! with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be ? 

And Jieing now trimmed in thine own desires, 

Thou; beastly feeder, art so full of him, 

So, so.fhM common dog, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard ; 

And how thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up, 


And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these times? 
They that, wheu Richard liv’d would have him die* 
Are now become enamour’d on his grave: 

Thou, that threw’st dust on his goodly head ? 

When through proud London he came sighing on 
After the admir’d heels of Bolingbroke, 

Cry’st now, 0 earth, yield us that king again. 
And take thou this l 0 thoughts of men accurst! 
Past, and to come, seem best ; things present, worst 
# lotah. Shall we go draw our numbers, and set on ? 
Hast. We are time’s subjects, and time bids be 
gone, [Exeunt 


Scene I. — London. A Street. 

Enter Hostess; Fang, and his Boy, with her ; and 
Snake following. 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action ? 

Fang. It is entered. 

Host. Where is your yeoman ? Is it a lusty 
yeoman? will a’ stand to’t ? 

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Snare ? 

Host. 0 Lord, ay : good master Snare. 

Snare. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, we must arrest Sir John Falstaff. 

Host. Y ea, good master Snare ; I have entered 
him and all. [for he will stab. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of ns our lives. 

Host. Alas the day 1 take heed of him ; he stab- 
bed me in mine own house, and that most beastly : 
in good faith, a’ cares not what mischief he doth, if 
his weapons be out : he will foin like any devil; he 
wilt spare neither man, woman, nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for his 
thrust. 

Host. No, nor I neither: Til be at yonr elbow. 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; au a’ come but 
within my vice ; — 

Host. I am undone by his going ; I warrant you, 
he’s an infinite thing upon my score -Good master 
Fang, hold him sure ; — good master Snare, let him 
not ’scape. He comes continually to Pie -corner, 
(saving your manhoods,) to buy a saddle ; and he’s 
indited to dinner to the lubber’s head in Lombard- 
street, to master Smooth’s, the silknmn: I pray ye, 
since my exion is entered, and my case so openly 
known to the world, let him be brought in to his 
answer. A hundred mark is a long loan for a poor 
lone woman to bear: and I have borne, and borne, 
and borne ; and have been fubbed off', and fubbed 
off, and fubbed off, from this day to that day, that it 
is a shame to be thought on. There is no honesty in 
such dealing ; unless a woman should be made an 
ass, and a beast, to bear every knave’s wrong. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Page, and Bardolph. 

Yonder he comes; and that arrant malmsey-nose 
knave, Bardolph, with him. Do your offices, do youi 
offices> master Fang, and master Snare : do me, do 
me, do me your offices. 

Fal. How now ? whose mare’s dead? what’s the 
matter? [tress Quickly, 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of mis- 

Fal. Away, varlets I — Draw, Bardolph ; cut me 
off the villain’s head ; throw the quean in the channel. 

Host. Throw me in the channel? Til throw thee 
in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou ? thou bas- 
tardly rogue ! — Murder, murder ! O thou honey 
suckle villain ! wilt thou kill God’s officers, and the 
king’s? 0 thou honey-seed rogue ! thou art a honey 
seed ; a man-queUer, and a woman-queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue 1 a rescue ! 

Host . Good people, bring a rescue or two,— 
Thou wo’fc, wo't thou? thou wq’t, wo’t thou? do, do 
thou rogue! do, thou hemp-seed! . 

Fal. Away, you scullion! you rampallian! you 
i fuslilarian ! I II tickle your catastrophe. * 





Enter the Eord Chief Justice, attended, 

Ch. Just, What's the matter? keep the peace 
mere, ho ! [you, stand to me I 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me ! I beseech 

Ch. Just. How now, sir John? what, are you 
brawling here ? 

Doth this become your place, your time, and busi- 
ness? 

Yon should have been well on your way to York* — 
Stand from him, fellow 1 Wherefore hang’st thou 
on him ? 

Host 0, my most worshipful lord, an’t please 
your grace, I am a poor widow of Eastcheap, and 
he is arrested at my suit. 

Ch. Just. For what sum ? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is for 
all, all I have : he hath eaten me out of house and 
home; he hath put all my substance into that fat 
belly of his : — but I will have some of it out again, 
or I’ll ride thee o’nights, like the mare. 

Fal. I think, I am as like to ride the mare, if I 
have any vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, sir John ? Fy! what 
man of good temper would endure this tempest of 
exclamation ? Are you not ashamed, to enforce a 
poor widow to so rough a course to. come by her 
own? 

Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thy- 
self and thy money too. Thou didst s wear to me 
upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dolphin- 
chamber, at the round table, by a sea-coal fire, upon 
Wednesday in Whitsun-week, when the prince 
broke thy head for liking his father to a singing- 
man of Windsor : thou didst swear to me then, as 
I was washing thy wound, to marry me, and make 
me my lady thy wife. Cansfc thou deny it? Did not 
goodwife Keech, the butcher’s wife, come in then, 
and call me gossip Quickly l coming in to borrow a 
mess of vinegar ; telling as, she had a good dish of 
prawns: whereby thou didst desire to eat some; 
whereby I told thee, they were ill for a green wound? 
And didst thou not, when she was gone down stairs, 
desire me to be no more so familiarity with such poor 
people; saying, that ere long they should call me 
madam ? And didst thou not kiss me, and bid me 
fetch thee thirty shillings ? I put thee now to thy 
book-oath ; denv it, if thou caust 

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul* and she 
says, up and down the town, that her eldest son is 
like you: she hath been in good case, and, the 
truth is, poverty hath distracted her. But for these 
foolish officers, I beseech you, I may have redress 
against them. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, sir John, I am well acquainted 
with your manner of Wrenching the true cause the 
false way. It is not a confident brow, nor the thi ong 
of words, that come with such more than impudent 
sauciness from you, can thrust me from a level con- 
sideration: you have, as it appears to me, practised 
upon the easy-yielding spirit of this woman, and 
made her serve your uses both in purse and person. 

Host Yea, in troth, my lord. 

Ch. Just. Pr’ythee, peace : — Pay her the debt you 
owe her, and unpay the villainy you have done with 
her; the one you may do with sterling money, and 
the other with current repentance. 

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap with- 
out reply. You call honourable boldness, Impudent 
sauciness : if a man will make court’sy, and say 
nothing, lie is v h-tuous • N o, my lord, my humb ie 
duty remembered, I will not be your suitor; I say to 
you, I do desire deliverance from these officers, be- 
ing upon hasty employment in the king’s affairs. 

Ch. Just. You speak as having power to do 
wrong .v but answer in the effect of your reputation, 
and satisfy the poor woman. 

Fal. Come hither, hostess. (Taking her aside.) 


Enter Gower, 

Ch. Just. Now, master Gower; What news? 
Gow. The king, my lord, and Harry prince of 
Wales 

Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells. 

Fal. As I am a gentleman — - 


Host. Nay, you said so before. 

Fal. As 1 am a gentleman ; Corne, no more 

words of it. 

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I must 
be fain to pawn both my plate, and the tapestry of 
my dining-chambers. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : and 
for thy walls,— a pretty slight drollery, or the story 
of the prodigal, or the German hunting in water- 
work, is worth a thousand of these bed hangings, 
and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it be ten pound, 
if thoucanst. Come, an it were not for thy humours, 
there is not a better wench in England. Go, 
wash thy face,, and^ ’draw thy action : Come, thou 
must not be in this humour with me ; dost not 
know me? Come, come, I know thou wast set on 
to this. 

Host Pray thee, sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles; i’faith I am loath to pawn my plate, in good 
earnest, la. _ [be a fool still. 

Fal. Let it alone ; I’ll make other shift ; you’ll 

Host Well, you shall have it, though I pawn 
my gown. I hope, you’ll come to supper: You’ll 
pay me all together ? 

Fal. Will Hive? — Go, with her, with her; (to 
Bardolph) hook on, bbok on. [at supper ? 

Host Will you have Doll Tear-sheet meet you 

Fal. No more words : let’s have her. 

[Exeunt Hostess, Bardolph, Officers, 
and Page. 

Ch. Just. I have heard better news, 

Fal. What’s the news, mv good lord ? 

Ch. Just Where lay the king last night ? 

Goto. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, all’s well: What’s the 
news, my lord? 

f Ch. Just Come all his forces back? [horse. 

Goto. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred 
Are march’d up to mv lord of Lancaster, 

| Against Northumberland and the archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my noble 
lord ? 

Ch. Just You shall have letters of me presently ; 
Come, go along with me, good master Gower. 

Fal. My lord! 

Ch.Just. What’s the matter? [to dinner? 

Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with me 

Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here: I 
thank you, good sir Joha. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, be- 
ing vou are. to take soldiers up in counties as you go. 

Fal. - Will you sup with me, master Gower ? 

Ch.Just. What foolish master taught you these 
manners, sir John? 

Fal . Master Gower, if they become me not, be 
was a fool that taught them me,— This is the right 
fencing grace, my lord : tap for tap, ami so part fair. 

Ch. Just. Now the Lord lighten thee ! thou art a 
great fool. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — The same. Another Street. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Hen. Trust me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is it come to that? 1 had thought, weari- 
ness durst not have attached one of so high blood 

P. Hen. 'Faith, it does me ; though it discolours 
the complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. 
Doth it not show vilely in me, to desire small beer ? 

Poins . Why, a prince should not ba so loosely 
studied, as to remember so weak a composition. 

P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not princely 
got ; for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor 
creature, small beer. But, indeed, these humble 
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cousin rations make me out of love with my great- j 
ness. What a disgrace is it to me to remember thy 
name ? or to know thy face to-morrow ? or to take 
note how many pair of silk stockings thou hast; vis. 
these, and those that were tne peach-colour’d ones, 
or to hear the inventory of thy shirts : as, one for 
superfluity, and one other for use? — but that, the 
tennis-court keeper knows better than I ; for it is a 
low ebb of linen with thee, when thou keepest not 
racket there ; as thou hast not done a great while, 
because the rest of thy low-countries have made a 
shift to eat up thy holland : and God knows, whe- 
ther those that bawl out the rubs of thy linen, shall 
inherit his kingdom: but the midwives say, the 
children are not in the fault ; whereupon the world 
increases, and kindreds are mightily strengthened. 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have laboured 
so hard, you should talk so idly? Tell me, how 
many good young princes would do so, their fathers 
being so sick as yours at this time is ? 

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 

Poins. Yes ; and let it be an excellent good thing. 

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no higher 
breeding than thine. [that yon will tell. 

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one thing 

P. Hen. Why, I tell thee, — it is not meet, that I 
should be sad, now my father is sick : albeit I could 
tell to thee, fas to one it pleases me, for fault of a 
' better, to call my friend,) I could be sad, and sad 
indeed too. 

Poins. Very hardly, upon such a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think’sfc me as far in 
the devil’s book as thou, and Falstaff, for obduracy 
and persistency : let the end try the man. But I 
tell thee, — my heart bleeds inwardly, that my father 
is so sick: and keeping such vile company as thou. 

rt, hath in reason taken from me all ostentation of 

Poins. The reason? [sorrow. 

P. Hen. VVhat would’st thou think of me, if I 

liould weep ? . [crite. 

Poins. I would think thee a most princely hypo- 

P. Hen. It would be every man’s thought:*and 
thou art a blessed fellow', to think as every man 
thinks; never a man’s thought in the world keeps 
the road-way better than thine : every man would 
think me an hypocrite indeed. And what accites 
your most worshipful thought, to think so ? 

Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd, 
and so much engrafted to. Falstaff. 

P. Hen. And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am well spoken of, I can 
hear it with my own ears: the worst that they can 
say of me is, that I am a second brother, and that 
I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and those two 
tilings, I confess, I cannot help. By the mass, here 
comes Bardolph. 

P. Hen. And the hoy that l gave Falstaff: he had 
him from me Christian ; and look, if the fat villain 
have not transformed him ape. 

Enter Bardolph and Page . 
ard. ’Save your grace ! 

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph! 

Bard. Gome, you virtuous ass, {to the Page) 
von bashful fool, must you be blushing ? wherefore 
blush you now ? What a maidenly man at arms are 
you become ? Is it such a matter, to get a pottle- 
pot’s maidenhead ? 

Page. He called me even now, my lord, through 
a red lattice, and f could discern no part of his face 
from the window : at last, I spied his eyes • and, 
methought, he had made two holes in the ale-wife’s 
new petticoats, and peeped through. 

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited ? 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, away ! 

Pccae. Away, you rascally Althea’s dream, away ! 

P* Instruct us, boy : What dream, boy ? 

. f^Arry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was 
aeuveredLpf a fire-brand ; and therefore I call him 
her dream. 


P. Hen. A crown’s worth of good interpretation, 
— There it is, boy. {Gives him money.) 

Poins. O, that this good blossom could be kept 
from cankers! — Well, there is sixpence to preserve 
thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged among 
you, the gallows shall have wrong. 

P. Hen. And how doth thy master, Bardolph? 
Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your grace’s 
coming to town ; there’s a letter for you. 

Poins . Delivered with good respect— And how 
doth the martlemas, yonr master? 

Bard. In bodily health, sir. 

Poins . Marry, the immortal part needs a physi 
cian: but that moves not him ; though that be sick 
it dies not. 

P. Hen. I do $1 low this wen to be as familiar 
with me as my dog: and he holds his place; for 
look you, how he writes. 

Poins. {Beads.) John Falstaff, knight, — Every 
man must know that, as oft as he has occasion to 
name himself. Even like those,^ that are kin to the 
king; for they never prick their finger, but they say 
There is some of the king's blood spilt ; Mow 
comes that l says he, that takes upon him not to 
conceive: the answer is as ready as a borrower’s 
cap; I am the king's poor cousin, sir. 

P. Hen. Nay, they will be king to us, or they will 
fetch it from Japhet. But the letter : — 

Poins. Sir John Falstaff, knight , to the son of 
the king, nearest his fattier, Harry prince of 
Wales, greeting. — Why, this is a certificate. 

P. Hen. Peace ! 

Po ins . I will imitate the hon ourable JR Oman m 
brevity : — he sure means brevity in breath ; short- 
winded. — I commend me to thee, I commend thee , 
and I leave thee. Be not too familiar with Poins ; 
for he misuses thy favours so much, that he 
swears, thou art to marry his sister Nell. B event 
at idle times as thou may'st, and so fareioelX 

Thine , by yea and no, {which is as 
much as to say, as thou usest him, \ 
Jack Falstaff', with my familiars ; 
John, with my brothers and sisters ; 

_ and sir John, ivith all Europe. 

My lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and make 
him eat it. 

P. Hen. That’s to make him eat twenty of his 
words. But do you use me thus, Ned? must I 
marry your sister? [but 1 never said so, 

Poins. May the wench have no worse fortune ! 

, P* Hen. Well, thus we play the fools with the 
time ; and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds, 
and mock ns. — Is your master here in London ? 
Bard. Yes, my lord. 

P. Hen. Where sups he ? doth the old boar feed 
in the old frank? 

Bard. At the old place, my lord ; in Easicheap, 
P. Hen. VVhat company ? 

Page. Ephesians, my lord ; of the old churr-h. 

P. Hen. Sup any women with him ? 

Page. None, my lord, but old mistress Quickly, 
and mistress Doll Tear-sheet. 

P. Hen. What pagan may that be ? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kins- 
woman of my master’s. 

P . Hen. Even such kin, as the parish heifers art 
to the town bull. — Shall we steal upon them, Ned 
at supper? [you. 

Poins. 1 am your shadow, my lord ; I’ll follow 
P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy, — and Bardolph ; — no 
word to your master, that 1 am yet come to town : 
There’s for yaur silence. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir, — -I will govern it. 
P.Hen. Fare ye well ; go. [Exeunt Bardolph 
and P age.~\ — This Doll Tear-sheet should be some 
road. 

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the way 
between St Alban’ and London. 
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P, Men. How might we see Falstaff bestow him- 
self to-night in his true colours, and not ourselves 
be seen ? 

Pains. Put on two leather jerkins, and aprons, 
and wait upon him at his table as drawers. 

P. Hen . From a god to a bull? a heavy descen- 
sion ! it was Jove’s case. Prom a prince to a pren- 
tice? a low transformation ! that shall be mine: 
for, in every thing, the purpose must weigh wi h 
the folly. Follow me, Ned. [ Exeunt . 

Scene HI. — Warbivorth. Before the Castle. 
Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumber- 
land, and Lady Percy. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daugh- 
Give even way untomy rough affairs ; [ter, 

P ut not you on the visage of the times, 

And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over,!. will speak no more : 
Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at pawn ; 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O, yet, for God’s sake go not to these 
wars! 

The time was, father, thatyou broke your word, 
When you were more endear’d to it than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look, to see his father 
Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain.. 

Who then persuaded yon to stay at home ? 

There were two honours lost ; yours, and your son’s. 
For yours, —may heavenly glory brighten it ! 

For his, — it stuck upon him, as the sun 
In the grey vault of heaven : and, by his light, 

Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts ; he was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves. 

He had no legs, that practis'd not his gait: 

And rpeaking thick, which nature made his blemish. 
Became the accents of the valiant ; 

For those, that could speak low, and tardily, 

Would turn their own perfection to abuse. 

To seem like him : So that, in speech, in gait. 

In die% in affections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood. 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion'd others.^And him, — O wondrous him ! 
O miracle of men! — him did you leave, 

(Second to none, unseeonded by you,) 

To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage, to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 
Did seem defensible: — so you left him: 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong. 

To hold your honour more precise and nice 
With others, than with him ; let them alone ; 

The marshed, and the archbishop, are strong : 

And my sweet Harry had but half their numbers. 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck, 

Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave. 

North . Beshrew your heart, 

Fair daughter \ you do draw my spirits from me. 
With .new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go, and meet with danger there ; 

Or it will seek me in another place, 

And find me worse provided. 

Lady N 0, fly tojScotland, 

Till that the nobles, and the armed commons. 

Have, of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the 
king, 

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel, 

To make strength stronger; but, for all our loves. 
First. let them try themselves : So did your son ; 

He was so suffer’d ; so came I a widow ; 

And never shall have length of life enough’ 

To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes. 

That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven. 

For ^recordation to my noble husbandl [mind, 

North. Come, come, go in with me : ’tis with my 


As with the tide swell’d up unto its height. 

That makes a still-stand, running neither way. 

Fain would I go to meet the archbishop. 

But many thousand reasons hold me back : 

I will resolve for Scotland ; there am I, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. [ Exeunt 

■ Scene IV. — London . A Room in the Boar's 
Head Tavern, in East cheap. 

Enter Tivo Drawers . 

1 Draiu. What the devil hast thou brought there ? 
apple- Johns? thou know’st, sir John cannot endure 
an apple-John. 

2 Draw'. Mass, thon sayest true : The bri nee once 
set a dish of apple- Johns before him, and told him, 
there vyere five more sir Johns : and, putting off his 
hat, s-aid, I toil l now take my leave of these s ix dry, 
round, old, withered knights. It angered him to the 
heart ; but he hath forgot that. 

1 Draw. Why then, cover, and set them down: 
And see if thou canst find out Sneak’s noise ; mistress 
Tear-sheet would fain hear some music. Despatch : 
— The room where they supped, is too hot; they’ll 
come in straight. 

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the prince, and 
master Poms anon *. and they will put on two of our 
jerkins, and aprons ; and sir John must not know 
of it: Bardolph hath brought word. 

1 Draw. By the mass, here will be old utis ; It 
will be an excellent stratagem. 

2. Drcuo. I’ll see if I can find out Sneak. [JELuf. 

Enter Hostess and Doll Tear-sheet. 

Host. I’faith, sweet heart, rethinks now yon are 
in an excellent good temperaiity: your pulsidge 
beats as extraordinarily as heart would desire; and 
vour colour, I warrant yon, is as red as any rose : 
But, i’faith, you have drunk too much canaries ; and 
that’s a marvellous searching wine, and it perfumes 
the blood ere one can say, — What's this ? How do 
you now ? 

Doll. Better than I was. Hem. 

Host. Why, that’s well said : a good heart’s worth 
gold. Look, here comes sir John, 

Enter Falstaff, singing. 

Pal. When Arthur first in court — Empty the 
jordan. — And was aivorthy king: [Exit Drazver] 
How now, mistress Doll ? 

Host. Sick of a calm : yea, good sooth. ; 

Fal. So is all her sect ; an they he once in a calm, 
they are sick. . [you give me ? 

Dolt. You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort 1 

Pal. You make fat rascals, mistress 'Doll. 

Doll. I make them ! gluttony and diseases make 
them; I make them not. 

Fat . If the cook help to make the gluttony, yon- 
help to make the diseases, Doll : we catch ef you, 
Doll, we catch of you ; grant that, my poor virtue, 
grant that. 

Doll. Av, marry ; our chains and our jewels. 

Fal. Your brooches, pearls and owches; — for. to 
serve bravely, is to come halting off, you know: 
To come off the breach with his pike bent bravely, 
and to surgery bravely ; to venture upon the charge 
chambers bravely : — [yourself! 

Doll. Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang 

Host. By my troth, this is the old* fashion;- you 
two never meet, but you fall to some discord; you 
are both, in good troth, as rheumatic as two dry 
toasts , you cannot one bear with another^ confirm - 
ities. What the good-year ! one must bear, and that 
must be you : (to Doll) you are the weaker vessely 
as they say, the emptier vessel. 

Doll. Can a weak empty vessel bear such a huge 
full hogshead ? there’s a whole merchant’s venture 
of Bordeaux stuff in him ; you have not seen a hulk 
better stuffed in the hold.— Come, I’ll be mends 
with thee. Jack : thou art going to the wars-: and 
23 
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whether I shall ever see thee again, or no, there is 
nobody cares. 

Re-enter Drmver. 

Draw. Sir, anc snt Pistol’s below, and would 
apeak with you. 

Doll. Hang him,, swaggering rascal ! let him not 
come hither: it is the foul mouth’dst rogue in Eng- 
land. 

Host If he swagger, let him not come here : no, 
by my faith ; I must live amongst my neighbours ; 
PH no swaggerers : I am in good name and fame 
with the very best:— Shut the door;—there comes 
no swaggerers here : I have mot lived all this while, 
to have swaggering now :~%hut the door, I pray you. 
Fed. Dost thou hear, hostess ? — 

Host Pray you, pacify yourself, sir John ; there 
comes no swaggerers here. 

Pal. Dost thou hear ! it is mine ancient. 

Host. Tilly- fally, sir John, never tell me; your 
ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was 
before master Tisick, the deputy, the other day ; 
and, as he said to me,-— it was no longer ago than 
Wednesday last, — Neighbour Quickly, says he ; — 
master Dumb, our minister, was by then Neigh- 
bour Quickly, says he, receive those that are civil; 
f&r, saith he, you are in an ill name ; — now he said 
so, I can tell whereupon ; for, says he, you are an 
honest woman and well thought on; therefore take 
need what guests you receive ; Receive , says he, no 
swaggering companions. — Theaecome none here; — 
you would bless you to hear what he said no, I’ll 
no swaggerers. 

F at He’s no swaggerer, hostess ; a tame cheater, 
he ; you may stroke hifli as gently as a puppy grey- 
hound : he will not swagger with a Barbary hen, 'if 
her feathers turn back in any shovy of resistance. — 
Call rnrn up, drawer. 

Host Cheater, call you him? I will bar no ho- 
nest man my house, nor no cheater : But I do not 
lave swaggering: by my troth, I am the worse, 
vyhen one says— swagger: feel, masters, how I 
shake ; look you, I warrant you. 

Doll. So you do, hostess. 

Host. Do I? yea, in very truth, do I, an ’twere 
an aspen leai : I cannot abide swaggerers. 

_ Enter Pistol, Bai^lph, and Page. 

Pist ’Save you, sir Jolin ! 

Fat Welcome, ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I 
charge you with a cup of sack: do you discharge 
upon mine hostess. 6 

, P ^iw Wil1 dischar S e upon her, sir John, with 
two bullets. [offend her. 

bat She is pistol-proof, sir; you shall hardly 

mi i • i ° me ’ 1 11 dr * nk no P roofs ^ ««r no bullets: 
111 drink no more than will do ine good for no 
man a pleasure I. _ [charge you. 

n n nu t0 mistress Dorothy; I will 
Dolt Charge me ? f scorn you, scurvy companion. 
V\hat ! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack- 
men mate ! Away, you mouldy rogue, away ! I am 
meat for your master. J 

Pist I know you, mistress Dorothy. 

'Doll. Away, you cut-purse rascal! yon filthy 
bung, away ! by this wine, Pi! thrust niy knife iu 
ypnr mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle 
you rascal I yoa basket 

St Wh J nf gg e ^ y *° U *“” S . mce when > 1 prav you. 
much! ’ h W ° P ° lntS 0n your 
Pist I will murder your ruff for this. 

Fal No more, Pistol ; I would not have you go 
oft here : discharge yourself of our company, Pistol, 
ca tafn N3/good ca P tam Pistol: not here, sweet 

Captain thou abominable damned cheater, 
art thou not ashamed to be called— captain ? If can- 
tems were of my mind, they would truncheon you 
out, for taking their names upon you before you 


have earned them. You a captain, you slave! 
what r for tearing a poor whore’s ruff* in a bawdy 
house i — He a captain 1 Hang him, rogue I He lives 
upon mouldy stewed prunes’ and dried cakes. A 
captain! these villains will make the word captain 
as odious as the word occupy : which was an ex- 
cellent good word before it was ill sorted : there- 
fore captains had need look to it. 

JSard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

Fal. Hark thee hither, mistress Doll. 

Pist Not I : tell thee what, corporal Bardolph 
I could tear her : — I’ll be revenged on her. 

Page. Pray thee, go down. 

Pist. .I’ll see her damned first;— to Pinto’s 
damned lake, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and 
tortures vile also. Hold hook and line, say I 
Down! down, dogs! down laitors! Have we not 
Hiren here ? 

Host Good captain Peesel, be quiet ; it is very 
Iate,i’faith: I beseekyou now, aggravate vour oholer. 
* m hese be £° od ^«niuurs, indeed! Shall 
And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia, [pack-horses. 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a dav. 

Compare with Caesars, and with Cannibals, 

And Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar. 

Shall we fall foul for toys ? 

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very bitter 
words. ‘ [a brawl anon. 

Bard. Be gone, good ancient: this will grow to 
_ Pist Die men, like dogs ; give crowns like pins ; 
Have we not Hiren here? 

Host O' my word, captain, there’s none such 
here. What the good year ! do you think, I would 
deny her? For God’s sake, be quiet. 

Pist. Then, feed and be fat, my fair Calipolis : 
Come, give’s some sack. 

Sifortuna me tormenta, sperato me contenta ,-v 
Fear we broadsides ? no, let the fiend give tire ; 

Give me some sack;— and, sweetheart, lie thou 
there. # {Laying down his sword.) 

Come we to full points here ; and are et ceteras 
nothing? m 

Fal. Pistol, l would be quiet. 

Pist Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: What! we 
have seen the seven stars. 

Doll. Thrust him down stairs; I cannot endure 
such a fustian rascal. 

Pist Thrust him down stairs ! know we not Gal- 
[ loway nags r 

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove- 
groat shilling : nay if he do nothing but speak no- 
thing, he shall be nothing here. 

■Sard. Come, get you down stairs. 

Fist What! shall we have incision? shall we 
mi A \ u rU ? * t [Snatching up his sword.) 
Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful day 1 
Why then let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwme the sisters three ! Come, Atropos, X say f 
Host tl Hi ere’s goodly stuff toward I 
Pat Give me my rapier, boy. 

Doll. I pray thee, Jack, X pray thee, do not draw 
Pal. Cret you down stairs, 
rr , {^rawing and driving Pistol out.) 

Host Here’s a goodly tumult! ill fomvoar 
keeping house, afore III be in these tirrits and 
inghts. So murder, I warrant now.— Alas, alas I 
put up your naked weapons, put up your naked 
weapons. [Exeunt Pistol and Bardolph 

Doll. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet: the rascal is. 
gone. All, you whoreson little valiant villain, you. 

Host Are you not hurt i’the groin? methoughL 
he made a shrewd thrust at your belly. 

• Re-enter Bardolph. 

Fal. Have yon turned him out of doors ? 

, Dafd. Yes, sir. The rascal’s drunk ; van hav» 
hurt him, sir, in the shoulder. 

Fal. A rascal ! to brave me ! 

Doll. Ah, you sweet little rogue, ytml Alas 
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poor ape, how thou sweafst! Come, let me wipe | 
thy face;— come on, you whoreson chaps: — Ah, 
rogue ! i’faiih, I love thee. Thou art as valorous ] 
as Hector of Troy, worth live of Agamemnon, and 
ten times better than the nine worthies. Ah, villain ! 

Fal. A rascaJy slave ! I will toss the rogue in a 
blanket. 

Doll, Do, if thou daresfc for thy heart: if thou 
dost. Til canvas thee between a pair of sheets. 

Enter Music, 

Page. The music is come, sir 

Fal . Let them play: — Flay, sirs.— -Sit on my 
knee, Doll. A rascal bragging slave ! the rogue 
fled from me like quicksilver, 

Doll. I’faith, and thou followedst him like a 
church. Thou whoreson little tidjr Bartholomew 
boar-pig, when wilt thou leave fighting o’days, and 
foining o’nights, and begin to patch up thine old 
body tor heaven? 

Enter behmd> Prince Henry and Poins, disguised 
like Drawers. 

Fal, Peace, good Doll ! do not speak like a death’s 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. 

Doll. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of? 

Fal. A good shallow young fellow: he would 
have made a good pantler, he would have chipped 
bread well. 

Doll, They say, Poins has a good wit 

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon! his wit 
is as thick as Tewksbury mustard; there is no more 
conceit in him, than is in a mallet 

Doll. Why does the prince love him so then ? 

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness : 
and he plays at quoits well; and eats conger and 
fennel; and drinks off candles’ ends for flap-dra- 
gons; and rides the wild mare with the boys j and 
jumps upon joint stools and svvears with a good 
grace ; and wears his boot very smooth, like unto 
the sign of the leg ; and breeds no bate with telling 
of discreet stories, and such other gambol faculties 
he hath, that show a weak mind and an able body, 
for the which the prince admits him : for the prince 
himself is such another; the weight of a hair will 
turn the scales between their avoirdupois. * 

P.Hen. Would not this knave of a wheel have 
his ears cutoff? 

Poins. Let’s beat him before his whore. 

P. Hen. Look, if the withered elder hath not his 
poll clawed like a parrot. 

Poins. Is it not strange, that desire should so 
many years outlive performance ? 

Fal. Kiss me, Doll. 

P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunc- 
tion ! what says the almanack to that ? 

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, his 
man, be not^ lisping to his master’s old tables ; his 
note-book, Ms counsel-keeper. 

Fal. Thou dost give me flattering busses. 

Dolt Nay, truly ; I kiss thee with a most con- 
stant heart 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Dolt I love thee better than I love e’er a scurvy 
young boy of them all. 

Fat What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? I shall 
receive money on Thursday ; thou shalt have a cap 
to-morrow. A merry song, come ; it grows late, 
well to bed. Thou’lt forget me, when I am gone. 

Dolt By my troth, thou’lt set me a weeping, an 
thou sayest so: prove that ever I dress myself 
handsome rill thy return. — Well, hearken the end. 

Fat Some sack, Francis. 

P. Hen. Poins. Anon, anon, sir. {A dvancing.) 

Fat Ha [ a bastard son of the king’s*? — And art 
not thou Poins his brother ? 

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents, 
what a life dost thou t ead ? 

Fat A better than thou ; I am a gentleman, thou 
art a drawer 


P. Hen. Very true, sir; and I come to draw* you 
out by the ears. 

Host. 0, the lord preserve (hy good grace ! by 
my troth, welcome to London.— Now the Lora 
bless that sweet face of thine! O Jesu, are you 
come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty, 
— by this light flesh and corrupt bloc d, thou art 
welcome. { Leaning his hand upon Dolt) 

Doll. How! you fat fool, f scorn you. 

Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of your 
revenge, ana turn all to a merriment, if you take 
not the heat. 

P. Hen. Y ou whoreson candle-mine, you, how 
vilely did you speak of me even now, before this 
honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman? 

Host. ’Blessing o’your good heart ! and so she 
by my troth. 

Fal. Didst thou hear me ? 

P. Ren. Yes ; and you knew me, as you did when 
you ran away by Gads-hill : you knew, I wasat your 
back ; and spoke it on purpose, to try my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no; not so; I did not think, thou 
wast within hearing. 

P.Hen. I shall drive you then to confess 
wilful abuse; and then I know how to handle you, 

Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour, no abuse. 

P.Hen. Not! to dispraise me; and call me— 
pantler, and bread-chipper, and I know not what ? 

Fal. No abuse, Hal. 

Poins. No abuse! 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world ; honest Ned, 
none. 1 dispraised him before the wicked, that the. 
wicked might not fall in love with him : — in which 
doing I have done the part of a careful friend, and 
a true subject, arid tiiy father is to give me thanks 
for it.— No abuse, Hal; — none, Ned, none 
boys, none, 

P. Hen. See now, whether pure fear, and entire 
; cowardice, cloth not make thee wrong this virtuous 
gentlewoman to close with us ? Is she of the wicked ? 
Is thine iiosfess here of the wicked ? Or is the boy 
of the^ wicked ?* Or honest Bardolph, whose zeal 
burns in his nose, of the wicked ? 

Poins. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 

Fal. The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph 
recoverably ; and his face is Lucifer’s privy-kitchen, 
where he doth nothing but roast malt-worms. For 
the boy, — there is a good angel about him ; but the 
[ devil outbids him too. 

| P. Hen. For the women, — 

Fal. For one of them,— she is in hell already, 
and burns, poor soul ! For the other, — I owe her 
money; ana whether she be damned for that, I 
know not. 

Host. No, I warrant you. 

Fat Np, I think thou art not; I think, thou art 
quit for mat: Marry, there is another indictment 
upon thee, for suffering flesh to be eaten in thy 
house, contrary to the law; for the which, I think, 
thou wilt howl. 

! Host . All victuallers do so : What’s a joint of 
mutton or two in a whole Lent? 

P. Hen. You, gentlewoman, — 

Dolt What says your grace ? [against 

Fat His grace says that which his flesh rebels 

Host. Who knocks so loud at the door ? look to 
the door there, Francis. 

Enter Peto. 

P. Hen. Peto, how now ? what news ? 

Peto. The king your father is at Westminster ; 

| And there are twenty weak and wearied posts, 

| Come from the north : and, as I came along, 

I I met, and overtook, a dozen captains, 
j Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 

[ And asking every one for sir John Fal staff. 

P. Hen. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 
So idly to profane the precious time ; [blame, 
When tempest of commotion, like the south 
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Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt. 

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 

Give me my sword and cloak: — Falstaff, good night. 
[Exeunt Prince Henry, Poins, Peto, and 
Bardolph. 

Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the 
night, and we must hence, and leave it unpicked. 
Knocking heard.) More knocking at the door ? 

Re-enter Bardolph. 

How now? what’s the matter? 

Bard. You innst away to court, sir, presently ; 
a dozen captains stay at door for yon. 

Fal Pay the musicians, sirrah/To the Page .) — 
Farewell, hostess farewell, Doll. — You see, my 
good wenches, how men of merit are sought after : 
the undeserver may sleep, when the man of action 
is called on. Farewell, good wenches : If I be not 
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go. 

Doll. I cannot speak ; — If my heart be not ready 
to burst: — well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself. 
Fal, Farewell, Farewell. 

[. Exeunt Falstaff and Bardolph. 
Host. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee 
these twenty-nine years, come peascod- time ; but 
an honester and truer-hearted man, — Well, fare 
thee well* 

Bard. [Within) Mistress Tear-sheet, — 

Host. What’s the matter ? 
j Bard. ( Within.) Bid mistress Tear-sheet come 
to my master. 

Host. O run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll. [Exeunt* 
ACT III. 

Scene I. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry in his night-goicn, with a Page . 
K. Hen. Go, call the earls of Surrey and of 
W arwick ; 

But, ere they come, bid them o’er-read these letters. 
And well consider of them: Make good speed. — 

[Exit Page. 

How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep!— ’Sleep, gentle sleep. 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down. 

And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 

Why rather, sleep, best thou in smoky cribs. 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee. 

And hush’d with buzzing night-dies to thy slumber ; 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great. 

Under the canopies of costly state, 

And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody? 

0 thou dull god, why best thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds ; and leav’st the kingly couch, 

A watch-case, or a common ’larum. bell? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge ; * 

And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monstruous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf’ning clamours in the slippery clouds, 

That, with the hurly, death itself a wakes? 

Can ’st thou, 0 partial sleep ! give thy repose 
To the wet sea- boy in an hour so rude : 

And , in the calmest and most stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lie down I 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

Enter Warwick and Surrey. 

War. Many good morrows to your majesty ! 

K. Hen. Xs it good morrow, lords ? 

’Tis one o’clock, and past. [lords, 

K. Hen . Why then, good morrow to you all, my 
Have you read o’er the letters that I sent you ? 

J^^ We have, my liege. [kingdom 

K. Hen , .Then you perceive, the body of our 
How mulit js fwbat rank diseases grow. 


War. It U but as a bi 


B senses grow, 
the heart of it. 
yet,, distemper’d ; 


Which to his former strength may be restor’d. 
With good advice, and little medecine ; — 

My lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d. 

K. Hen. 0 heaven ! that one might read the book 
of fate; 

And see the revolution of the times 

Make mountains level, and the continent 

(Weary of solid firmness,) melt itself 

Into the sea ! and, other times, to see 

The beachy girdle of the ocean 

Too wide for Neptune’s hips; how chance* mock. 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 

With divers liquors! O, if this were seen. 

The happiest youth,— viewing his progress through, 
What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die. 
’Tis not ten years gone, 

Since Richard, and Northumberland, great friend* 
Did feast together, and, in two years after. 

Were they at wars : It is but eight years since 
This Percy was the man nearest my soul 5 
Who like a brother toil’d in my affairs, 

And laid his love and life under my foot ; 

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard, 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, 
(You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember,) 

(To WarwuL) 

When Richard, — -with his eye brimfull of tears. 
Then check’d and rated by Northumberland, — 

Did speak these words, now prov’d a prophecy ? 
Northumberland, thou ladder , by the which 
My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne 
Though then, heaven knows, I had no such intent; 
But that necessity so bow’d the state, 

That I and greatness were compelled to kiss :— 

The time shall come, thus did tie follow it. 

The time will come, that foul sin, gathering head. 
Shall break into corruption so went on. 
Foretelling this same time’s condition. 

And the division of our amity. 

War. There is a history in all men’s lives. 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas’d : 

The which observ’d, a man may prophecy, 

With a near aim, of the main chance of tilings 
As yet not come to life ; which in their seeds. 

And weak beginnings, lie intreasnred. 

Such things become the hatch and brood of time ; 
And, by the necessary form of this, 

King Richard might create a perfect guess. 

That great Northumberland, then false to him, 
Would, of that seed, grow to a greater falseness ; 

W hich should not find a ground to root upon, 

Unless on you. 

K. Hen. Are these tilings then necessities ? 
Then let us meet them like necessities :« — 

And that same word even now cries out on us; 

They say, the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 

The numbers of the fear’d : — Please it your grace 
To go to bed ; upon my life, my lord, 

The powers that you already have sent forth. 

Shall bring this prize in very easily. 

To comfort you the more, I have receiv’d 
A certain instance, that Glendower is dead. 

Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill ; 

A nd these unseason’d hours, perforce, must add 
Unto your sickness. 

K. Hen. I will take your counsel ; 

And, were these inward wars once out of hand. 

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene ll.-j-Court before Justice Shallow's House 
in Gloucestenhh e. 

Enter Shallow and Silence, meeting ; Mouldy, 
Shadow, Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf, and 
Servants, behind, 

Shah Come on, come on, come cm; give roe 
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your hand, sir, give me your hand, sir: an early 
stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my good cousin 
Silence i t 

SiL Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Skal And how doth my cousin, your bed- fellow ? 
and your fairest daughter, and mine, iny god- 
daughter Ellen ? 

SU. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow. 

SkaL By yea and nay, sir, I dare say, my cousin 
William is become a good scholar : he is at Oxford, 
still, is he not? 

SiL Indeed, sir ; to my cost. 

SkaL He must then to the inns of court shortly : 

I was once of Clement’s inn ; where, I think, they 
will talk of mad Shallow yet. 

SiL You were called — lusty Shallow, then, cousin. 

SkaL By the mass, I was called any thing,* and 
t would have done any thing, indeed, and roundly 
too. There was I, and little John Doit of Stafford- 
shire, and black George Bare, and Francis Pick- 
bone, ^ and Will Squele a Cotswold man, — you had 
not four such swinge-bucklers in all the inns of 
court again : and, I may say to you, we knew where 
the bona-robas were ; and had the best of them all 
at commandment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now sir 
John, a boy; and page to Thomas Mowbray, duke 
of Norfolk. ^ [about soldiers? 

SiL This sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon 

SkaL The same sir John, the very same. I saw 
him break Skogan’s head at the court gate, when 
he was a crack, not thus high : and the very same 
day did I tight with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruit- 
erer, behind Gray’s inn. O, tiie mad days that I have 
spent! and to see how many of mine old acquaint- 
ances are dead I 

SiL We shall all follow, cousiu. 

Shal. Certain, ’tis certain ; very sure, very sure: 
death, as the Psahnist sait-h, is certain to all ; all 
shall die. — How good a yoke of bullocks at Stam- 
ford Fair? 

SiL Truly, cousin, I was not there. 

SkaL Death is ceriain.— Is old Double of your 
town living yet ? 

SiL Dead, sir. 

SkaL Dead ! — See, see ! — he drew a good bow ; 
And dead!— he shot a fine shoot : — John of Gaunt 
loved him well, and betted much money on his head. 
Dead !— he would have clapped i’ the clout at twelve 
score ; and carried you a forehand shaft a fourteen 
and fourteen and a half, that it would have done a 
man’s heart good to see. — How a score of ewes now? 

SiL Thereafter as they be: a score of good ewes 
may be worth ten pounds. 

Shal. And is ola Double dead! 

Enter Randolph, and one with him. 

SiL Here come two of sir John Falstaff’s men, 
as I think. 

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen : I be- 
seech you, which is justice Shallow? 

Shal. I am Robert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire 
of this county, and one of the king’s justices of the 
peace : What is your good pleasure with me? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you : 
my captain, sir John Falstaff: a tall gentleman, by 
heaven, and a most gallant leader. 

Shal. He greets rue well, sir; I knew him a good 
backsword man; How doth the good knight ? may 
l ask, how my lady his wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon; a soldier is better accommo- 
dated, than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir ; and it is well 
said indeed too. Better accommodated I — it is 
good; yea, indeed, it is : good phrases are surely, 
and ever were, very commendable. Accommodated ! 
— it comes from accommodo : very good ; a good 
phrase. 

Bard. Pardon me,, sir. I have heard th<=* word. 
Phrase, call you it? By this good clay, I know not 
the phrase ; but 1 "fill maintain the word with my | 


sword, to be a soldier-like word and a word of e* 
ceeding good command Accommodated; That is, 
when a man is, as they say, accommodated: or, 
when a man is,-— being, — whereby, — he may he 
thought to be accommodated; which is an excellent 
thing. 

Enter Falstaff. 

. Shal. It is very just : — Look, here comes good 
sir John. — Give me your good hand, give me you? 
worship’s good hand : By my troth, you look well, 
and bear your years very well : welcome, good sir 
John. 

Fal. I am glad to see you well, good master 
Robert Shallow : — Master Sure- card, as I think. 

Shal. No, sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in 
commission with me. 

Fal. Good master Silence, it well befits you 
sho uld be of the peace. 

SiL Your good worship is welcome. 

Fal. Fy ! this is hot weather. — Gentlemen, have 
you provided me here half a dozen sufficient men ? 

Shal. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit? 

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech -you. 

Shal. Where’s the roll? where’s the roll? where’s 
the roll ?— Let me see, let me see. So, so, so, so : 
Yea, marry, sir.— -Ralph Mouldy : — let them appear 
as I call ; let them do so, let them do so.— Let me 
see : Where is Mouldy? 

Mold . Here, an’t please you. 

Shal. What think you, sir John? a good limbed 
fellow : young, strong, and of good friends* 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Moul . Yea, an't please you. 

Fal. ’Tis the more time thou wert used. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha ! most excellent, i’ faith ! things, 
that are mouldy, lack use: Very singular good! — 
In faith, well said, sir Jojm ; very well said. 

Fal. Prick him. \To Shallow 

Moul. I was pricked well enough before, an you 
could have let me alone : my old dame wifi be un- 
done now, for one to do her husbandry, and her 
drudgery : you need not have pricked me; there are 
other men fitter to go out than I. 

Fal. Go to ; peace, Mouldy, you shall go Mouldy 
it is time you were spent. 

Moid. Spent ! 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ; stand aside ; Know 
you where you are ?— For the other, sir John : — ie 
me see Simon Shadow I 

Fal. Ay, marry, let me have him to sit under; 
he’s like to be a cold soldier. 

Shal. Where’s Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, sir. 

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou? 

Shad. My mother’s son* sir 

Fal. Thy mother’s son] like enough; and thy 
father’s shadow : so the son of the female is the 
shadow of the male : It is often so, indeed ; but not 
much of the father’s substance. 

Shal. Do you like him, sir John ? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer,-?— prick him , 
— for we have a number of shadow's to fill up the 
muster- book. 

SkaL Thomas Wart ! 

Fal. Where’s he? 

Wart. Here, sir. . 

Fal. Is thy name Wart ? 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart 

Shal. Shall 1 prick him. sir John. 

Fal. It were superfluous ; for his apparel is built 
upon his back, and the whole frame stands upon 
pins : prick him no more. 

SkaL Ha, ha, ha !— -you can do it, sir ; you can do 
it ; I commend you well. — Francis Feeble 1 

Fee. Here, sir 

Fal. What trade art thou, Feeble ? 

Fee. A woman’s tailor, sir. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir? 
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Fed. Yon may : but if he had been a mans tai- 
lor, he would have pricked you, — Wilt thou make 
as many holes in an enemy’s battle, as thou hast 
done in a woman’s petticoat? [more. 

Fee. I will do my good will, sir ; you can have no 
Fal. Well said, good woman’s tailor ! well said, 
courageous Feeble ! Thou wilt be as valiant as the 
wrathful dove, or most magnanimous mouse. — Prick 
the woman’s tailor well, master Shallow ; deep, 
master Shallow. 

Fee. I would, Wart might have gone, sir. 

Fal. I would, thou wert a mau’s tailor ; that thou 
might’st mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to a private soldier, that *is the leader of so 
many thousands: Let that suffice, most forcible 
Fee. It shall suffice, sir. [Feeble. 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. — 
Who is the next ? 

Skat . Peter Bull-calf of the green I 
Fal Yea, marry, let ns see Bull-calf. 

Bull. Here, sir. 

Fal ’Fore God, a likely fellow! — Come, prick 
me Bull-calf til l he roar again. 

Bull. 0 lord ! good my lord captain,— 

Fal W hat, dost thou roar be fore thou art pricked ? 
Bull. 0 lord, sir 1 1 am a diseased man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou ? 

Bull A whoreson cold, sir ; a cough, sir ; which 
I caught with ringing in the king’s affairs, upon his 
coronation day, sir. 

Fal Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown : 
we will have away thy cold; and I will take such 
order, that thy friends shall ring for thee.— Is here 
all? 

Shal Here is two more called than your number ; 
you must have but four here, sir ;— and so, I pray 
you, go in with me to dinner. 

Fal Come, I will go driyk with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, in good troth, 
master Shallow. 

Shal 0, sir John, do you remember since we lay 
all night in the windmill in Saint George’s fields ? 

Fal. No more of that, good master Shallow, no 
more of tha t 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Night- work alive? 

Fal. She lives, master Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Fal Never, never: she would always say, she 

could not abide master Shallow. 

Shal By the mass, I could anger her to the heart. 
She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own 
well? 

Fal. Old, old, master Shallow. 

Shal Nay, she must be old: she cannot choose 
but be old; certain, she’s old: and had Robin 
Night-work by old Night-work, before I came to 
Clement’s inn. 

Sit. That’s fifty-five years ago. 

Shal Ha, cousin Silence, that thoil hadst seen 
that, that this knight and I have seen! — Ha, sir 
J 0 7 ?’ r 1 weU ? [master Shallow. 

0/7 mi! e have * iear< * *ke chimes at midnight, 
Shal 1 hat- we have, that we have, that we have; 
in faith, sir John, we have ; our watch-word was, 
Hem, boys ! — Come, let’s to dinner; come, let’s to 
dinner: — 0 , the days that we have seen! — Come, 
C01 £ e - [Exeunt Falstaff, Shallow, and Silence . 

Bull Good master corporate Bardoiph, stand 
my friend ; and here is four Harry ten shillings in 
\ J ench crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I had as 
lief be hanged, sir, as go: and yet, for mine own 
part, sir, I do not care ; but, rather, because I am 
unwilling, and, for mine own part, have a desire to 
slay with my friends; else, sir, I did not care, for 
mine own part, so much, 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

JVfottL And good master corporal captain, for mv 
old dame s sake, stand my friend : she has nobod v to 
do any thing about her, when I am gone : and 'she 


is old, and cannot help herself: you shall have forty, 
sir. 

Bard. Go to; stand aside. 

Fee. By ray troth I care net ; — a man can die but 
once ; — we owe God a death , — I’ll ne’er bear a base 
mind an't be my destiny, so ; an’t be not, so: No 
man’s too good to serve his prince; and, let it 
which way it will, he that dies this year, is quit for 
the next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou’rt a good fellow. 

Fee. ’Faith, I’ll bear no base mind. 

Re-enter Falstaff, and Justices . 

Fal Come, sir, which men shall I have ? ' 

Shal F our of which you please. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you : — I have three pound 
to free Mouldy and Bull-calf. 

Fal Go to; well. 

Shal Come, sir John, which four will you have ? 
Fal Do you choose for me. 

Shal Marry then,— Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, 
and Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf : — For you. Mouldy, 
stay at home still ; you are past service and, for 
your part, Bull-call)— grow till you come unto it ; I 
will none of you. 

Shal Sir John, sir John, do not yourself wrong ; 
they are your likeliest men, and I would have you 
served with the best. 

Fal Will you tell me, master Shallow, how to 
choose a man ? Care I for the limb, the the wes, the 
stature, bulk, and big assemblance of a man 1 Give 
me the spirit, master Shallow. — Here’s Wart you . 
see what a ragged appearance it is: he shall charge 
you and discharge you, with the motion of a 
pewterer’s hammer; come off, and on, swifter than 
he that gibbets on the brewer’s bucket. And this 
same half- faced fellow, Shadow, — give me this man ; 
he presents no mark to the enemy ; the foeman may 
with as great aim level at the edge of a penknife : 
And, for a retreat, — how swiftly will this Feeble, 
the woman’s tailor, run off? O, give me the spare 
men, and spare me the great ones. — Put me a cali- 
verinto Wart’s hand, Bardoiph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal Come, manage me your caliver. So : —very 
well go to very good exceeding good.— O, 
give me always a little lean, old, chapped, bald 
I shot. — Well said, i’faith. Wart ; thou’rt a good scab : 

I hold, there’s a tester for thee. 

Shad. He is not his craft’s-master, he doth not 
do it right. I remember at Mile-end green, (when 
I lay at Clement’s inn, — I was then Sir Dagonet in 
Arthur’s show,) there was a little quiver fellow, and 
’a would manage you his piece thus: and ’a would 
about, and about, and come you in, and come you 
m : rah, tah, tah, would ’a say: bounce , would ’a 
say ; and away again would ’a go, and again would 
’a come :— I shall never see tfhcii a fellow. 

Fal These fellows will do well, master Shallow. 
—God keep you, master Silence ; I will not use 
many words with you :— Fare you well, gentlemen 
both: I thank you : I must a dozen mile to-night.—* 
Bardoiph, give the soldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper 
your allairs, and send us peace ! As you return, visit 
my house ; let our old acquaintance be renewed . 
perad venture, I will with you to the court 
Fal I would you would, master Shallow. 

Shal Go to ; I hav e spoke, at a word. Fare you 
we ]** [Exeunt Shallow and Silence , 

Jal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. Go, Bar- 
doiph ; lead the men away. [Exeunt Bardoiph, 
Recruits, &c.] As I return, I will fetch yJT these 
justices : I do see the bottom of justice Shallow 
Lord, lord, how subject we old men are to this vice 
ot lying! This same starved justice hath done 
nothing but prate to me of the wildness of his 
youth, and the feats he hath done about Turnbull- 
street; and every third word a lie, duer paid to the 
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nearer than the Turk’s, tribute. I do remember him 
at Clement’s inn, like a man made after supper of a 
cheese-paring : when he was naked, He was, for all 
the world, like a forked radish, with a head fantasti- 
cally carved upon it with a knife ; he was so forlorn, 
that his dimensions to any thick sight were invisible ; 
he was the very Genius of famine ; yet lecherous as 
a monkey, and the whores called him— mandrake : 
he came ever in the rear- ward of the fashion ; and 
sung those tunes to the over-scutched huswives that 
he heard ihe carmen whistle, and sware — they were 
his fancies, or his good-nights. And now is this 
Vice’s dagger become a squire ; and talks as fami- 
liarly of John of Gaunt, as if he had been sworn 
brother to him : and I’ll he sworn he never saw him 
but once in the Tilt-yard; and then he burst his 
head, for crowding among the marshal’s men. I 
saw it; and told John of Gaunt, he beat his own 
name: for you might have truss'd him, and all his 
apparel, into an eel-skin : the case of a treble haut- 
boy was a mansion for him, a court; and now has he 
land and beeves. Well ; I will be acquainted with 
him, if I return : and it shall go hard, but I will make 
him a philosopher’s two stones to me. If the young 
dace be a bait for the old pike, 1 see no reason, in 
tlie law of nature, but I may snap at him. Let time 
shape, and there an end. [Exit. 

ACT IV 

Scene I. — A Forest in Yorkshire. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray, 
Hastings, and others. 

Arch. What is this forest call’d 

Hast. ’Tis Gualtree forest, an’t shall please your 
grace. _ [forth. 

Arch . Here stand, my lords ; and send discoverers 
To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth already. 

Arch. > ’Tis well done. 

My friends, and brethren in these great affairs, 

I must acquaint you, that 1 have receiv’d 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 

Their cold intent, tenour, and substance, thus : — 
Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 
As might hold sortance with his quality, 

Tim which he could not levy; whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing fortunes. 

To Scotland : and concludes in hearty prayers, 

That your attemps may overlive the hazard. 

And tearful meeting of their opposite. 

Motvb. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch 
And dash themselves to pieces. [ground. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hast. Now, what news? 

Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile. 

In goodly form comes on the enemy : 

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their cumber 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand. 

Mowb. The just proportion, that we gave them out. 
Let us sway on, and lace them in the field. 

Enter Westmoreland. 

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us here? 

Moivb. I think, it is my lord of Westmoreland. 

West. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The prince, lord John and duke of Lancaster. 

Arch. Say on, my lord of Westmoreland, in peace ; 
What doth concern your coming ? 

West. * Then, my lord, 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 

The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 

Came like itself, in base and abject routs. 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage. 

And countenanc’d by boys, and beggarv ; 

I say, if damn’d commotion so appear’d. 

In his true, native, and most proper shape. 

You, reverend father, and these noble lords. 

Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection 


With your fair honours. Yon, lord archbishop,-*. 
Whose see is by a civil peace maintain’d ; 

W’hose beard the silver hand of peace hath touch’d' 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor’d ? 
Whose white investments figure innocence. 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself. 

Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace, 
Into the harsh and boist’rous tongue of war '■ 
Turning your books to graves, your ink to blood, 
Your pens to lances ; and your tongue di vine 
To a loud trumpet, and a point of war? 

Arch. Wherefore do l this ? — so the question 
stands. 

Briefly to this end : — We are all diseas’d ; 

And, with our surfeiting, and wanton hours, 

Have brought ourselves into a burning fever. 

And we must bleed for it; of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died. 

But, my most noble lord of W estmoreland, 

I take not on me here as a physician ; 

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace. 

Troop in the throngs of military men : 

But, rather, show a while like fearful war. 

To diet rank minds, sick of happiness ; 

And purge the obstructions, which begin to stop 
Our very veins of like. Hear me more plainly. 

I have in equal balance justly weigh’d 
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs wo 
sutler, 4 

And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 

We see which way the stream of time doth run. 
And are enforc’d from our most quiet sphere 
By the rough torrent of occasion : 

And have the summary of all our griefs, 

When time shall serve, to show in articles , 

Which, long ere this, we offer’d to the king, 

And might by no suit gain our audience : 

When we Are wrong’d, and would unfold our griefs. 
We are denied access unto his person. 

Even by those men, that most have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, 

(Whose memory is written on the earth 
With yet appearing blood,) and the examples 
Of every minute’s instance, (present now,) 

Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms : 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it : 

But to establish here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality. 

West. When ever yet was your appeal denied ? 
Wherein have you been galled by tne king ? 

What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on you ? 
That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg’d rebellion with a seal divine, 

And consecrate commotion’s bitter edge ? 

Arch. My brother general, the commonwealth. 
To brother born an household cruelty, 

I make my quarrel in particular. 

West There is no need of any such redress ; 

Or, if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mowb. Why not to him, in part ; and to us all 
That feel the bruises of the days before; 

And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours ? 

West. ' O my good lord Mowbray, 
Construe the times to their necessities, 

And you shall say indeed, — it is the time, 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Either from the king, or in the present time, 

That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on ; JVere yon not restor’d 
To all the duke of Norfolk’s signiories, 

Yoor noble and right- well-remember’d father’s -. 

Mowb. What thing, in honour, had tny father loot* 
That need to be reviv’d and breath’d in met 
The king, that lov’d him, as the state stood then 
Was, force perforce, compelled to banish him: 

And then, when Harry Bolingbroke, and he,—* 
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Being mounted, and both roused in their seats, 

Their neighing coursers, daring of the spur, 

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down, 
Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of steel. 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together; 

Then, then, when there was nothing could have staid 
My father from the breast of Bolingbroke, 

O, when the king did throw his warder down. 

His own life hung upon the staff he threw ; 

Then threw he down himself; and all their lives, 
That, by indictment, and by dint of sword, 

Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke. 

West. You speak, lord Mowbray, now you know 
not what; 

he earl of Hereford was reputed then 
fn England the most valiant gentleman; 

Who knows, on whom fortune would then have 
smil’d ? 

But if your father had been victor there, 

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry : 

For all the country, in a general voice, 

Cried hate upon him, and all their prayers, and love, 
Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And bless’d, and grac’d, indeed, more than the king. 
But this is mere digression from my purpose. — 

Here come I from our princely general. 

To know your griefs ; to tell you from his grace, 

That he will give you audience; and wherein 
It shall appear, that your demands are just, 

You shall enjoy them; every thing set off’. 

That might so much as think you enemies. 

Mowb. But he hath forc’d us to compel this offer ; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West. Mowbray, you overween to take it so; 

This offer comes irom mercy, not from fear: 

For, lo ! within a ken our army lies ; 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than yours. 

Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 

Our armour all as strong, our cause the best ; 

Then reason wills, our hearts should be as good : — 
Sav you not then, our offer is compel I’d. 

Mowb. Well, by my will, we shall admit no parley. 
West. That argues but the shame of your offence : 
A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast -Hath the prince a full commission. 

In very ample virtue of his father^ 

To hear, and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon ?, 

West That is intended in the general’s name : 

1 muse, you make so slight a question. 

Arch. Theu take, my lord of Westmoreland, this 
schedule; 

For this contains our general grievances : — 

Each several article herein redress’d ; 

All members of our cause, both here and hence 
That are insine w’d to this action, 

Acquitted by a true substantial form; 

A nd present execution of our wills 
I o us, and to our purposes, consign’d j 
We come within our awfoi banks again, 

And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West This will I show the general. Please you, 
lords, 

In sight of both our battles we may meet : 

And either end in peace, which heaven so frame ! 

Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which mast decide it. * 

Arch. My lord, we will do so. 

[Exit West. 

Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom, tells me. 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast. Fear 1 you not that : if we can make ourpe^ce 
Upon such large terms, and so absolute, 

As pur conditions shall consist upon. 

Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains 
Mowb * 'Ay, but our valuation shall’ be such, 1 

That every slight and f^lse-derived cause, r 

Yea, every idle, nice and wanton reason. 


Shall, to the king, taste of this action 
That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 

W e shall be winnow’d with so rough a wind. 

That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff, 

And good from bad find no partition. [weary 

Arch. No, no, my lord ;Note this,— the king it- 
Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For lie hath found, — to end one doubt by death, 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life. 

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean ; 

And keep no tell-tale to his memory. 

That may repeat and history his loss 

To new remembrance : For full well he knows. 

He cannot so precisely weed this land. 

As his misdoubts present occasion : 

His foes are. so enrooted with his friends. 

That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 

He doth unfasten so, and shake a friend. 

So that this land, like an offensive wile, 

That hath enrag’d him on to offer strokes, 

As he is striking, holds his infant up. 

And hangs resolv’d correction in the arm 
That was uprear’d to execution. 

Hast Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement : 

So that his power, like to a fangless lion, 

May offer, but not hold. 

Arch. ’Tis very true; — 

And therefore be assur’d, my good lord marshal, 

If we do now make our atonement well, 

Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 

Grow stronger for the breaking, 

Mowb. Be it so, 

Here is return’d ray lord of Westmoreland. 

Re-enter Westmoreland. 

West. The prince is here at hand : Pleaselh your 
lordship, 

To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies ? . 
Mowb. Your grace of York, in God’s name then 
set forward. 

Arch. Before, and greet his grace : — my lord, w 3 
come. [ Exeunt . 

Scene II. — Another Part of the Porest 
Enter .from one side, Mowbray, the Archbishop* 
Hastings, and others ; from the other side 
Prince John of Lancaster , Westmoreland 
Officers , and Attendants. 

P. John. You are well encounter’d here, my 
cousin Mowbray: — 

Good day do you, gentle lord archbishop : — 

I And so to you, lord Hastings, — and to ail.— 

My lord of York, it better skew’d with yon, 

When that your flock, assembled by the bell. 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text ; 

Than now to see you here an iron man, 

Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum. 

Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 

That man, that sits within a monarch’s heart. 

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 

Would he abuse the countenance of the king. 

Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach. 

In shadow of such greatness l With you, lord bisho 
It is even so Who hath not heard it spoken, 

How deep you were within the books of God ? 

To us, the speaker in his parliament; 

To us, the imagin’d voice of God himself; 

The very opener, and intelligencer. 

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven, 

And our dull workings; O, who shall believe. 

Bat you misuse the reverence of your place ; 

Employ the countenance and grace of heaven. 

As a false favourite doth his prince’s name. 

In deeds dishonourable ? You have taken up, 

Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 

The subjects of his substitute,’ my father ; 

And, both against the peace of heaven and M%. 
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Have here up-s warm’d them. 

Arch . Good my lord of Lancaster, 

I am not here against your father’s peace : 

But, as I told my lord of Westmoreland, 

The time misorder’d doth, in common sense, 

Crowd us, and crush us, to this monstrous form, 

To bold our safety up. I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief; [court, 
“The which hath been with scorn shov’d from the 
Whereon this Hydra sou of war is born : 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d asleep, 
With grant of our most just and right desires : 

And true obedience, of this madness cur’d j 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Mmvb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hast, And though We here fall down. 

We have supplies to second our attempt ; 

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them: 

And so success of mischief shall be born ; 

And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up. 

Whiles England shall have generation. 

P. John. You are too shallow, Hastings, much 
too shallow, 

To sound the bottom of the after-times. [Iy, 

W est. Pleaseth your grace, to answer them direct- 
How far-forth you do like their articles ? 

. P. John l like them all, and do allow them well *. 
And swmt here, by the honour of my hlood. 

My father’s purposes have been mistook ; 

And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. — 

My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress’d ; 
Upon my soul they shall. If this may please you. 
Discharge your powers into their several counties. 

As we will ours : and here, between the armies. 

Let’s driuk together friendly, and embrace ; 

X’hat all their eyes may bear those tokens home. 

Of our restored love, and amity. (dresses 

Arch. I take your princely word for these re- 
P. John. I give it you, and will maintain my word : 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast. Go, captain, {to an Officer.) and deliver to 
the army 

This news of peace ; let them have pay, and part: 

I know, it will well please them ; Hie thee, captain. 

; [Exit Officer. 

Arch . To you, my noble lord of Westmoreland. 
West . I pledge your grace : And, if you knew 
what pains 

1 have bestow’d, to breed this present peace, 

You would drink freely: but my love to you 
Shall shew itself more openly hereafter. 

Arch. I do not doubt you. 

West. I am glad of it. — 

Health to my lord, and gentle consin, Mowbray. 

Mowb. You wish me health in very happy season; 
For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 

Arch. Against ill chances, men are ever merry ; 
But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West. Therefore be merry, coz: since sudden 
sorrow 

Serves to say thus, — Some good thing comes to- 
morrow. 

Arch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit. 
Mowb. So much the worse, if your own rule be 
true. _ ( Shouts within.) 

P. John. The word of peace is render’d : Hark, 
how they shout! 

Mgwb. This had been cheerful, after victory. 
Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 
For then both parties nobly are subdued. 

And neither party loser. 

P. John . Go, my lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. — 

[Exit Westmoreland. 

And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains 
March by ns; that we may peruse the men 
W e should have cop’d withal. 

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings. 


And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by. 

[Exit Hastings . 

P. John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-night 
together.— 

B e-enter Westmoreland. 

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still ? 

™ The leaders, having charge from you to 
Will not go off until they hear you speak, [stand, 
P. John. They know their duties. 

Be-enler Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, otir army is dispers’d already 
Like youthful steers unyok’d, they take their courses 
Last, west, north, south ; or, like* a school broke up, 
bach hurries towards his home, and sporting-place. 
West. Good tidings, my lord Hastings: for the 
which 

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason 

And you, lord archbishop, — and you, lord Mowbray, 

Of capital treason I attach you both. 

Moivb. Is this proceeding just and honourable ? 
nest. Is your assembly so? 

Arch. Will you thus break your faith ? 

P. John. I pawn’d theeftione . 

1 promis d you redress of these same grievances, 

VV hereof you did complain ; which, by mine honouj, 

I will perform with a most Christian chic, 

But, for you, rebels,— look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 

Most shallowly did you these arms commence, 

Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence.— 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stray ; 

Heaven, and not we, hath safely fought to-day. 

Some guard these traitors to the block of death : 
Treason’s true bed, and yielder up of breath. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene 111.— Another Part of the Forest . 
Alarums : Excursions. Enter Falstaff and 
Cole vile, meeting . 

Fal. What's your name, sir? of what condition 
are you ; and of what place, I pray ? 

Cole. I am a knight, sir: and my name is— Cole* v 
vile of the dale. 

Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name ; a knight 
is your degree ; and your place, the dale : Colevile 
shall still be your name; a traitor your degree; and 
the dungeon your place, — a place deep enough; sc 
shall you still be Colevile of the dale. 

Cole. Are not you sir John Falstaff? 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I am. 
Do ye yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for you ? If I do 
sweat, they are drops of thy lovers, and they weep 
for thy death : therefore rouse up fear and trembling, 
and do observance to my mercy. 

Cole. I think, you are sir John Falstaff ; and, in 
that thought, yield me. 

Fal. 1 have a whole school of tongues in this 
belly of mine ; and not a tongue of them all speaks 
any other word but my name. An I had but a belly 
of any indifferency, 1 were simply the most active 
fellow in Europe : My womb, my womb undoes me 
Here comes our general. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaster , Westmoreland, 
and others. 

P. John. The heat is past, follow no further 
now : 

Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. — 

[Exit West. 

Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this while ? 
When every thing is ended, then you come : 

These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 

One time or other break some gallows’ back. 

Fal. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be 
thus ; I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was 
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, 
an arrow, or a bullet ? Have I, in my poor and old 
motion, the expedition of thought? I have speeded 
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hither with the very extremes! inch of possibility; 
1 have foundered nine-score and odd posts : and here, 
travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and imma- 
culate valour, taken sir John Colevile of the dale, a 
most furious knight, and valorous enemy : But what 
of that? he saw me, and yielded; that I may justly 
say, with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, — , f 
came, saw, and overcame. [deserving. 

P. John. It was more of* his courtesy than your 

Fal I know not ; here he is, and. here l yield 
him : and I beseech your grace, let it be booked 
with the rest of this day’s deeds ; or, by the lord, 
I will have it in a particular ballad else, with mine 
own picture on the top of it, Colevile kissing my 
foot : To the which course if I be enforced, if you 
do not all shew like gilt two- peaces to me ; and £ in 
the clear sky of fame, o’ershjie you as much as the 
full moon doth the cinders of the element, which 
shew like pins’ heads to her; believe not the word 
of the noble ; Therefore let me have right, and let 
Jesert mount. 

P. John . Thine’s too heavy to mount. 

Fal. Let it shine then. . 

P. John. Thine’s too thick to shine. 

Fai. Let it do something, my good lord, that may 
do me good, and call it what you will. 

P. John. Is thy name Colevile ? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

P. John. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fal. And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole. 1 am, my lord, but as my betters are, 

That led me hither : had they been rul’d by me, 

If ort should have won them dearer than yon have. 

Fal I know not how they sold themselves : but 
thou, like a kind fellow, gavest thyself away, and I 
thank thee for thee. 

Re enter Westmoreland. 

P. John. Mow, have yon left pursuit? 

West. Retreat is made, and execution stay’d 

P. John. Send Colevile, with his confederates. 
To York, to present execution : — 

Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him sure. 

*’ [Exeunt so?ne with Colevile. 

And now despatch we toward the court, my lords; 
I hear, the king my father is sore sick : 

Our news shall go before us to his majesty, — 
Which, cousin, you shall bear,— to comfort him; 
And we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave to go 
through Glostershire : and when you come to court, 
stand my good lord, ’pray, in your good report. 

P . John. Pare you well, Falstaff : I, in my con- 
dition, 

Shall better sneak of you than you deserve. [Exit. 

Fal. I would, you had but the wit; ’twere better 
than your dukedom. — Good faith, this same young 
sober-blooded boy doth not love me ; nor a man 
cannot make him laugh;— but that’s no marvel, 
he drinks no wine. There’s neter any of these 
demure boys come to any proof: for thin drink 
doth so over-cool their blood, and making many 
fash-meals, that they fall into a kind of male green- 
sickness, and then, when they marry, they get 
wenches ; they are generally fools and cowards 
which some of us should be too, but for inflam- 
matioin A good sherris-sack hath a two-fold opera- 
tion m it. It ascends me into the brain ; dries me 
there all the foolish, and dull, and crudy vapours, 
which environ it : makes it apprehensive, quick, 
forgetive, full of nimble, tiery, and delectable shapes; 
which deliver’d o’er to the voice, (the tongue,) 
which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The 
second property of your excellent sherris is,— the 
warming of the blood; which, before cold and 
settled, left the liver white and pale, which is the 
badge ot pusillanimity and cowardice : but the 
Sherris warms it, and makes it course from the in- 
wards to the parts extreme. It illumineth the face ; 
Which, as a beacon, gives warning to all the rest of 


this little kingdom, man, to arm : and then the vital 
commoners, and inland petty spirits, master me ail 
to their captain, the heart: who, great, and puffed 
up with this retinae, doth any . deed of courage ; 
and this valour comes of sherris : So that skill in 
the weapon is nothing without sack ; for that sets 
it a- work: and learning, a mere hoard of gold kept 
by a devil; till sack commences it, and sets it in 
act and use. Hereof comes it that prince Harry 
is valiant; for the cold blood he did naturally in- 
herit of his father, he hath, like lean, sterii and bar e 
land, manured, husbanded, and tilled, with excellent 
endeavour of drinking good, and good store of fer- 
tile sherris ; that he is become very hot, and valiant 
If I had a thousand sons, the first human principle 
I would teach them, should be, — to forswear thin 
potations, and addict themselves to sack 

Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph ? 

Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone. 

Fal. Let them go. I’ll through Glostershire : and 
there will I visit master Robert Shallow, esquire : 
I have him already tempering between my finger 
and my thumb, and shortly will I seal with him. 
Come away. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Westminster. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Ring Henry, Clarence, Prince Humphrey, 
W arwick, and others. 

K. Hen. Now, lords, if heaven doth give suc- 
cessful end 

To this debate, that bleedeth at our doors, 

We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 

And draw.no swords but what are sanctified. 

Our navy is address’d, our power collected, 

Our substitutes in absence well invested, 

And every thing lies level to our wish : 

Onlv, we want a little personal strength; 

And pause us, till these rebels, not afoot, 

Come underneath the yoke of government. 

W ar. Both which, we doubt not but your majesty 
Shall soon enjoy. 

K. Hen. Humphrey, my son of Gloster 

Where is the prince your brother ? 

P Humph. I think, he’s gone to hunt, my lord, 
at Windsor. 

K. Hen. And how accompanied ? 

P. Humph. I do not know, my lord. 

K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with him ? [here. 

P. Humph. No, my good lord ; he is in presence 
Cla. What would my lord and father? 

K. Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. ' . [brother? 

How chance, thou art not with the prince thy 
He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas : 

I hou hast a better place in his affection, 

Than all your brothers : cherish it, my boy ; 

And noble offices thou may’s! effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead, 

Between his greatness and thy other brethren -■ — 
Therefore, omit him not ; blunt not his love : 

Nor lose, the good advantage of his grace, 

By seeming- cold, or careless of bis will. 

For he is gracious, if he be observ’d ; 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day for melting charity : 

Y et notwithstanding, being incens’d, he’s flint * 

As humorous as winter, and as sudden v 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 

His temper, therefore, must be well observ’d : 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When .you perceive bis blood inclin’d to mirth . 

But being moody, give him line and scope ; 

Till that his passions, like, a whale on ground. 
Confound themselves with working. Learn thi% 
Thomas, 

And thou shall prove a shelter to thy friends: 

A hoop of gold, to bind thy brothers in • 
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Thai the united vessel of their blood. 

Mingled with, venom of suggestion, 

‘As, force perforce, the age will pour it in,) 

Shall never leak, though I do work as strong 
As aconitum, or rash gunpowder. 

Cla. I shall observe him with all care and love. 
K. Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor with him, 
Thomas? 

Cla. lie is not there to-day ; he dines m London. 
K. Hen. And how accompanied ? canst thou tell 
that '{ . [lowers. 

Cla. With Poins, and other his continual fol- 
K. Ren . Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my youth. 

Is overspread with them : Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do shape. 
In forms imaginary, the unguided day's, 

And rotten times, that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb, 

When rage and hot blood are his counsellors, 

When means and lavish manners meet together, 

O, with what wings shall his affections fly 
Towards fronting peril and oppos’d decay ! 

War. My gracious lord, you look beyond him 
The prince but studies his companions, [quite : 
Like a strange tongue ; wherein, to gain the lan- 
guage, 

’Tis needful, that the most immodest word 
Be look’d upon, and learn’d : which once attain’d, 
Your highness knows, comes to no further use, 

But to he known, and hated. So, like gross terms. 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time. 

Cast off his followers : and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live. 

By which his grace must mete the lives of others ; 
Turning past evils to advantages. [her comb 

K. Hen. ’Tis seldom, when the bee doth leave 
In the dead carrion. — -Who’s here? Westmoreland? 

Enter Westmoreland. 

West. Health to my sovereign ! and new happiness 
Added to that, that I am to deliver I 
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace’s hand : 
Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all. 

Are brought to the correction of your law ; 

There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheath’d. 

But peace puts forth her olive every where. 

The manner how this action hath been borne, 

Here at more leisure may your highness read ; 

With every course, in his particular. [bird, 

K. Hen. O Westmoreland, thou art a summer 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. Look l here’s more news. 

Enter Harcourt 

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty ; 
And, when they stand against you, may they fall 
As those that I am come to tell you of! 

The earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of English, and of Scots, 

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown : 

T h e manner and true order of the fight, 

This packet, please it you, contains at large. 

IC Hen . And wherefore should these good news 
make me sick? 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 

But write her fair words still in foulest letters ? 

She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast, ' 

And takes away the stomach, — such are the rich 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this happy news ; . 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy 
O me ! come near me, now I am much ill. (Swoons.) 
P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty ! 

Cla. 0 my royal father 1 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, look 


War. Be patient, princes ; you do know, these fit* 
Are with his liighness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air ; he’ll straight be we 
Cla. No, no ; he cannot long hold out these pangs; 
The incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure, that should confine it in, 

So thin, that life looks through, and will break out 
P. Humph. The people fear me; for they da 
observe 

Unfather’d heirs, and loathly birds of nature : 

The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap’d them 
over. 

Cla . The river hath thrice flow’d, no ebb between? 
And the dd folk, time’s doting chronicles, 

Say, it did so, a little time before 
That our ^reat grandsire, Edward, sick’d and died. 
War. Speak lower princes, for the king recovers. 
P. Humph. This apoplex will, certain, be his end ; 
K. Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear me 
hence * 

Into some other chamber : softly, pray 

[They convey the Kina into an inner part of 
the room , and place him on a bed.) 

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends j 
Unless some dull and favourable hand 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

War. Call for music in the other room. 

K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here, 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Less noise, less noise. 

Enter Prince Henrv. 

P. Hen. Who saw the duke of Clarence ? 

! Cla. I am here, brother, full of heaviness. 

P. Hen. How dow I rain within doors, and none 
How doth the king ? [abroad ! 

P. Humph. Exceedingly ill. 

P. Hen. Heard he the good news yet? 

Tell it him. 

P. Humph. He alter’d much upon the hearing it 
P. Hen. If he be sick 
With joy, he will recover without physic. 

War. Not so much noise, my lords: — sweet 
prince, speak low; 

The king your father is dispos’d to sleep. 

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room, [us ? 
War. WilPt please your grace to go along with 
P. Hen. No; I will sit and watch here by the 
king. [Exeunt all but P. Henry 

Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow. 

Being so troublesome a bedfellow ? 

O polish’d perturbation ! golden care ! 

That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! — sleep with it now ! 

Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet, 

As. he, whose brow, with homely biggin bound. 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty I 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour, worn in heat of day, 

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which stirs not : 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. — My gracious lord! my 
father ! 

This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep. 

That from this golden rigol hath divorc’d 
So many English kings. Thy due, from me, 

Is tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood ; 

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness. 

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously: 

My due, from thee, is this imperial crown; 

Which, as immediate from thy place and blood. 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits, — • 

(Putting it on his head J 
Which heaven shall guard : And put the world s 
whole strength 

Ioto one giant arm, it shall not force 

This lineal honour from me * This from thee 

Will I to mine leave, as ’tis left to me [Par# 
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K. Hen . Warwick! Gloster! Clarence! ! 

Re-enter Warwick, and the rest 
(jl at Doth the king call ? 

War. What would your majesty ? How fares your 
grace ? , , ^ ds * 

JC Hen. Why did you leave me here alone, my 
Cla. We left the prince my brother here, my 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. jhege, 
K. Hen. The prince of Wales? Where is he ? 
U e is not here. flet me see him : 

War. This door is open ; he is gone this way. 

P, Humph . He came not through the chamber 
where we stay’d. 

K. Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it from 
my pillow? # [here. 

War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it 
K. Hen. The prince hath ta’en it hence : — go, 
seek him out. 

Is he so hasty, that he^ doth suppose 

My sleep my death ? ... 

Find him, my lord of Warwick; chide him hither. 

[Exit Warwick. 

This part of his conjoins with my disease, _ 

And helps to end me. — See, sons, what things you 
How quickly nature falls into revolt, [are ! 

When gold becomes her object ! 

For this, the foolish over-careful fathers 

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains 
Their bones with industry : [with care. 

For this, they have engrossed and pal’d up 
The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold; 

For this, they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises , 

When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets ; 

Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive ;and, like the bees, 

Are murder’d for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending father. — 

Re-enter Warwick. 

Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determin’d me ? 

War. My lord, I fouud the prince in the next 
room. 

Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow, 

That tyranny, which never quaff’d but blood. 

Would, by beholding him* have wash'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

K. Hen. But wherefore did he take away the 
crown? 

Re-enter Prince Henry. 

Lo, where he comes,— Come hither to me, Harry : — 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Clarence , Prince Humphrey , Lords, §fc. 
P. Hen. I never thought to hear you speak again. 
K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. [thought ; 
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair. 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours, 
Before thy hour be ripe ? 0 foolish youth ! 

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind, 

That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 

Thou hast stoi’n that, which, after some few hours, 
Were thine without offence ; and at my death. 

Thou hast seal’d up my expectation : 

Thy life did manifest, thou lov’dst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it. 

Thou hid’st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts ; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart. 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 

What I canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 

Then' j*et thee gone ; and dig my prave thyself; 

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear. 

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 


Let all the tears, that should bedew my hearse. 

Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy head : 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; 

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the worms* 
Pluck down my officers, break mv decrees; 

For now a time is come toinock at form, 

Harry the fifth is crown’d Up, vanity ! 

Down, royal state ! all you sage counsellors, hence \ 
And to the English court assemble now, 

From every region, apes of idleness ! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum: 
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dance. 
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 

England shall double gild his treble guilt : 

England shall give him office, honour, might : 

For the fifty Harry from curb’d license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 

When that my care could not withold thy riots, 
What will thou do, when riot is thy care ? 

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again, . 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants ! 

P.Hen. O, pardon me, my liege! but for mj 
4 tears, {Kneeling.) 

The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown; 

And He, that wears the crown immortally. 

Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more. 

Than as your honour, and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, 

(Which my most true and inward-duteous spirit 
Teacheth,)this prostrate and exterior bending ! 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in, 

And found no course of breath within your majesty 
How cold it struck my heart! If I do feign, 

0, let me in my present wildness die ; 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed I 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,) 

I spake unto the crown, as having sense. 

And thus upbraided it : The care on thee depending y 
Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 

Therefore, thou , best of gold, art worst of gold. 
Other , less fine in carat, is znore precious, 
Preserving life in med cine potable : 

Rut thou, most fine, most honour'd , most renown' dt 
Hast eat thy belcPer zip. Thus, my most royal liege. 
Accusing it, I put it on my head ; 

To try with it,— as with an enemy. 

That had before my face murderd my father, — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But it it did infect my blood with joy, 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ; 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 

Did, with the least affection of a welcome. 

Give entertainment to the.might of it. 

Let God for ever keep it from my head ! 

And make me as the poorest vassal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it l 
K. Hen. O, my son ! 

Heaven put it in thy mind, to take It hence, 

That thou might’st win the more thy father’s love. 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ; 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel. 

That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my son 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook’d vvays, 

I met this crown ; and I myself know well, 

How troublesome it sat upon my head : 

•To thee it shall descend with better quiet 
Better opinion, better confirmation ; 

For all the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in mo, 

But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand ; 
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And I had many living-, to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel, and to bloodshed, 
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fears, 
Thou see’st, with peril I have answered : 

For ail my reign hath been but as a seene 
Acting that argument ; and now my death 
Changes the mode : for what in me was purchas’d. 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 

So thou the garland wear’st successively. 

V et, though thou stand’s! more sure than I could do. 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green ; 
And all thy friends, which thou must make thy 
friends, 

Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out; 

By whose fell working I was first advanc’d. 

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
T o be again displac’d : which to avoid, 

1 cut them off; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels ; that action, hence borne out, 

M ay waste the memory of the former days. 

More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 

That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 

How I came by the crown, 0 God, forgive ! 

And grand it may with thee in true peace live ! 

P. Hen. My gracious liege, 

You won it, wore it, keep it, gave it me ; 

Then plain, and right, must my possession be : 

Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
’Gainst all the word will rightfully maintain. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaster , Warwick, 
Lords , and others . 

K. Hen. Look, look, here conies my John of 
Lancaster. 

P. John. Health, peace, and happiness, to my 
royal father l [son John ; 

K. Hen. Thou bring’st me happiness, and peace. 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare wither’d trunk: upon thy sight. 

My worldly business makes a period.— 

Where is my lord of Warwick ? 

Pollen. My lord of Warwick ! 

K. Hen. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon ? 

War. Tis call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

K. Him. Laud be to God! — even there my life 
must end. 

It hath been prophesied to me many years, 

I should not die but in Jerusalem; 

Which vainly 1 suppos'd, the Holy Land : — 

But, bear me to that chamber; there I’ll lie ; 

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. [Exeujit. 

ACT Y. 

Scene 1. — Glostershire. A Hall in Shalloiv's 
House. 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph and Page. 

'Shah By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away 
t >-night. — What, Da vy, I say ! 

Fal. You must excuse me, master Robert Shallow. 
Shal. I will not excuse you; you shall not be 
xcus'd; excuses shall not be admitted; there is 
io excuse shall serve ; you shall not be excused. — 
Why, Davy ■ 

Enter Davy. 

Davv Here, sir. 

Shat. Davy, Davy, Davy, — let me see, Davy; 
let me see:— yea, marry, William cook, bid him 
come hither.— Sir John, you shall not be excused. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus ; — those precepts cannot 
be served and, again, sir, — Shall we sow the 
head-land with wheat ? 

Shat. With red wheat, Davy. But for William 
cook; — Are there no young pigeons '? 
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f' Davy. Yes, sir. — Here is now the smith's note 
for shoeing, and plough-irons. 

Shal . Let it be cast, and paid:— sir John,, you 
shall not be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket must 
I needs be had : — Aud, sir, do you mean to stop any 
of William’s wages, about the sack he lost the othei 
I day at Hinckley fair ? 

Shal. He shall answer it :— Some pigeons Davy ; 
a couple of short-legged hens; a joint of mutton; 
and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell William 
cook. 

i Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir? 

! t Shal. Yes, Davy. I will use him well ; A friend 
i’the court is better than a penny in purse. Use his 
men well, Davy : for they are arrant knaves, and 
will backbite. 

j Davy. No worse than they are back -bitten, sir ; 

! for they have marvellous foul linen. [Davy, 

Shat. Well conceited, Davy. About thy business, 
Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance William 
Visor of Wincot against Clement Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, against 
that Visor; that Visor is an arrant knave, on my 
knowledge. 

_ Davy . I grant your worship, that he is a knave, 
sir : but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should 
have some countenance at his friend’s request. An 
honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself, when 
a^ knave is not. I have served your worship truly, 
sir, these eight years ; and if I cannot once or twice 
in a quarter bear out a knave against an honest man, 

I have but a very little credit with your worship. 
The knave is mine honest friend, sir; therefore, I 
beseech your worship, let him be countenanced. 

Shal. Go to ; I say, he shall have no wrong. 
Lock about, Davy. [Exit Davy.] Where are yon, 
sir John? Come, off with your boots. — Giie me 
your hand, master Bardolph. 

Bard. I am glad to see your worship. 

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind master 
Bardolph: — and welcome, my tall fellow. (T: the 
Page.) Come, sir John. [Exit Shullou, 

Fat. I’ll follow you, good master Robert Shallow, 
Bardolph, look to our horses. [Exeunt Bardolph 
and Page.] If I were sawed into quantities, I 
should make four dozen of such bearded hermit’s- 
staves as master Shallow. It is a wonderful thing, 
to see the semblable coherence of his men’s spirits 
and his: They, by observing hire, do bear them- 
selves like foolish justices ; he, by conversing with 
them, is turned into a justice-like serving-man: 
their spirits are so married in conjunction with the 
participation of society, that they flock together in 
consent, like so many wild-geese. If I had a suU 
to master Shallow, I would humour his men, with 
the imputation of being near their master: if to his 
men, I would curry with master Shallow, that no 
man could better command his servants. It is. cer- 
tain, that either wise bearing, or ignorant carriage, 
is caught, as men take diseases, one of another: 
therefore, let men take heed of their company. I 
will devise matter enough out of this Shallow, to 
keep prince Harry in continual laughter, the wear- 
ing-out of six fashions, (which is four terms, or two 
actions,) and he shall laugh without intervallwm. 
O, it is much, that a lie, with a slight oath, and a 
jest, with a sad brow, will do with a fellow that 
never had the ache in his shoulders I O, you shall 
see him laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak ill 
laid up. 

Shal ( Within.) Sir John! 

Fal. I come, master Shallow; I come, master 
Shallow. [Exit Falstaff. 

Svjene II. — Westminster . A room in the Palace , 
Enter Warwick and the lord Chief Justice 
War. How now, my lord chief justice? wiiilhei 
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Un. Just How doth the ting ? [ended. 

■Jf ; ar i -Exceeding well} his cares are how ali 
tn* Just I hope, not dead. 

War. He’s walk’d the way of nature ; 

to our purposes, he lives no more. [him. 
Ck, Just. I would, his majesty had call’d me with 
i he service that I truly did his life. 

Hath left me open to all injuries. [not. 

War. Indeed, I think, the young king loves you 
C h . , ust. I know, he doth not ; and do arm my- 
io welcome the condition of the time; [self 

Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
I han I have drawn it in my phantasy. 

Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey, Clarence, 
Westmoreland, and others. 

n the heay y issne of< dead Harry: 

U, that the living Harry had the temper 
U1 him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 

How many nobles then should hold their places, 
i hat must strike sail to spirits of vile sort! 

Ch.Jusl. Alas! I fear, all will be overturn’d. 

■y Good morrow, cousin Warwick. 

P. Humph. Cla. Good morrow, cousin, 
i . John. We meet like men that had forgot to 
speak. 

t ) Ve do reTnem ber; but our argument 

IS » r 0< ? ieav y to admit much taIk * 

P. John. Well, peace be with him, that hath 
made us heavy! 

Ui.Just. Peace be with us, lest we be heavier ! 
P. Humph. O, good my lord, you have lost a 
friend, indeed: 

And I dare swear, you borrow not that face 
Ui seeming sorrow ; it is, sure, your own. 


Act V. 

How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
I he immediate heir of England f Was this easy ? 
this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten? 

C h. Just. I then did use the person of your 
father ; 

The image ot his power lay then in me ; 

Ana, in the administration of his law, 

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 

X our highness pleased to forget my place, 

1 he majesty and power of law and justice, 

I he image of the king, whom I presented. 

And struck me m my very seat of judgment; 
Whereon, as an ollender to your hither, 

I gave bold way to my authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 
tie you contented, wearing now the garland. 


z> r 7 rni. ,* ’ °'“ c > j uiu own. 

J • , u ffh no be assur’d what grace 
X ou stand in coldest expectation : [to find 

1 Vv the ix s r°n ier ’ VoilI<1 > ’twere otherwise. 

Ua. Well, you must now speak sir John Falstaff 
lair ; 

\Vh!ch swims against yonr stream of quality. 
th. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, 1 did in 
honour. 

Led by the impartial conduct of mv soul • 

And never shall you see, that I will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission. — 

It truth and upright innoceney fail me, 
lUtotJe luDgM master, that is dead, 

Andlell toe who hath sent me after him. 

War. Here comes the prince. 

Enter King Henry V. 

Ch. Just. .Good morrow ; and heaven save your 
majesty! . * 

11S new and g° r £eous garment, majesty, 
oits not so easy on me as you think. — 

Hrotliers, you mix your sadness with some fear ; 

1 Ins ,b the English, not the Turkish court: ’ 

pO; Amuiath an Amurath succeeds, 

Hut Harry Harry : Yet be sad, good brothers, 

Sorrow $*** t . r , at ! > ’ lt ver f 'veil becomes you : 

TK^ r s0 , ^ 113 ’ in you appears, 3 ' 

7 "lil deeply put the fashion on, 


jwuajuisiouraen laid upon us all. 
tor me, by heaven, I bid you be assur'd, 

11 be your father and your brother too: 

Yet ween tWH y0nr . W 11 bear y « ar eares. 

H,?f n P ’ r Ha , rry s deod i and so will I ; 

But Harry lives that shall convert those tears 
By number, iota hours of happiness. ’ 

Kin tt C '^n 6 i ^°i^ e 110 °^ er * rom y° ur majesty. 
King. You all look strangely on mei-anA yon 

Yon are 7 th; ’t u r P'° Okie/ Jrnticl.) 
V . assur d I love vou not. 

Yoorm^ r 1“ assui :’ d . if I be measur’d rightly, 

Y Kinf afo! hath n ° JUSt Caase to hate me * * Y 


lo plucH down justice from your awful bench : 
lo trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
I hat guards the peace and safety of your person: 
iNay, more ; to spurn at your most royal image. 

And mock your workings in a second body. 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours. 
He now the lather, and propose a son : 

Hear your own dignity so much profan’d, 
bee your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Hehold yourself so by a son disdain’d ; 

And then imagine me taking your part. 

And, in your power, soft silencing your son : 

-Alter this cold considerance, sentence me : 

.y° a are a king, speak in your state, 

What I have done, that misbecame my place 
lviy person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 

King. You are right, justice, and you weigh this 

Therefore still bear the balance, and the sword : 
And 1 do wish yonr honours may increase, 

Ali y ? u do bve to see a son of mine 
e l ,7r n . and obe ? y° u > I did. 

00 shall I live to speak my father’s words : — 
rjxfPPih am *> that have a man so bold, 

1 nat dares do justice on my proper son : 

And not less happy , having such a son, 
l hat w mild deliver up his greatness so 

Eito the hands of justice.—Y ow did commit me: 
ror which, I do commit into your hand 
Ar^ U ?L* tam d sword tbat y<>H have us’d to bear : 
WUh t f! 1S n. m l m !j raace ’ — that vou use the same 
With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit, 

Y S JZnZ e done ’gainst me. ’There is my hand 5 
X ou shall be as a father to my youth : 

And V Iw e ;H h Jo rt S ° Un ^ u S y ?? d0 mine ear ' 

And 1 will stoop and humble my intents 

J° your well practis’d, wise directions— 

And prmces all, believe me, I beseech you 
My father is gone wild into his grave, 

*■ Qr ,m his tomb lie my affections : 

And with his spirit sadly I survive, 
lo mock the expectation of the world , 
lo frustrate prophecies ; and to raze out 
Itotten opinion, who hath writ me clown 
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow’d in vanity till new : 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea ; 

S? 1 aha11 «?* 0 £‘e with the state of floods. 

And flow henceforth m formal majesty. 

Now call we our high court of parliament: 

That th. a Lw°if e J iUC r Iimbs of noble counsel, 

1 hat the great body of our state may go 

In equa 1 rank with the best govern’d nation : 
that war, or peace, or both at once, may be. 

As things acquainted and familiar to us : 

Aa ^"ich you, father, shall have foremost hand.— 

nji A* ■» (To the Lord Chief Justice. ' 
Oar coronation done, we will accite, 
a ]/nT remember’d, all our state: 

And (txod consigning to my good intents.) 

No prince, nor peer, shall have just cause to say - 
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Heaven shorten Harry’s happy life one day. 

' (Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Glostershire. The Garden of 
Shallow's Mouse. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, 
the Page , and Davy. 

Shal. Nay, you shall see mine orchard : where, 
in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin of my 
own grading, with a dish of carraways, and so forth ; 
— come, cousin Silence ; — and then to bed. 

Fal. ’Fore God, you have here a goodly dwell- 
ing, and a rich. 

Shal Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beg- 

f ars all, sir John marry, good air. — Spread, 
>avy ; spread, Davy ; well said, Davy. 

Fal. This Davy serves you for good uses ; he is 
your serving-man, and your husbandman. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good 
varlet, sir John. — By the mass, I have drunk too 

much sack at simper : A good varlet. Now 

sit down, now sit down : — Come, cousiu. 

Sil. Ah, sirrah ! quoth- a, — we shall (Singing.) 

Do nothing hut eat, and make good cheer, 

And praise heaven for the merry year , 

When flesh is cheap, and females dear, 

And lusty lads roam here and there , 

So merrily, 

And ever among so merrily « 

Fal. There’s a merry heart! — Good master Si- 
lence, I’ll give you a health for that anon. 

Shal Give master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 
Davy. Sweet sir, sit: (seating Bardolph and 
the Page at another tabled) I’ll be with you anon : — 

most sweet sir, sit. Master page^ good master 

page, sit: proface I What you want in meat, we’ll 
nave in drink. But you must bear; The heart’s 
all. [Exit. 

Shal. Be merry, master Bardolph;-— and my 
tittle soldier there, be merry. 

SiL Be merry , be merry , my wife's as all: 

{Singing.) 

For women are shrews, both short and tall? 

* Tis merry in hall , when beards wag all. 

And welcome merry shrove-tiae. 

Be merry , be merry, &c. 

Fal. I did not think, master Silence had been a 
man of this mettle. [ere now. 

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and once. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy . There is a dish of leather-coats for you. 

(Setting the?n before Bardolph .) 

Shal. Davy, — 

Davy. Your worship ?— -I’ll be with you straight. 
(To Bard.) — A cup of wine, sir? 

Sil. A cup of wine, that brisk and fine , 

And di'iiik unto the le man mine ; ( Singing .) 

And a merry heart lives long- a. 

Fal. Well said, master Silence. 

Sil. And we shall be merry ; — now comes in the 
sweet of the night. 

Fal. Health and long life to you, master Silence. 
Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come; 

I'll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. ilonest Bardolph, welcome : If thou 
wantest any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy 
heart.— Welcome, my little tiny thief ’{to the Page.) 
and -welcome, indeed, too. — I’ll drink to master 
Bardolph, and to all the cavaleroes. about London. 
Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 
Bard. And I might see you there, Davy, — 

Shal. By the mass, you’lt crack a quart together. 
Ha! will you not, master Bardolph ? 

Bard. Y es, sir, in a pottle pot. 

Shal. I thank thee : — The knave wil-1 stick by 
thee, I can assure thee that ; he will not out ; he is 
true bred. 

Bard. And I’ll stick to him, sir. 

Shah Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing : 
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1 be merry. (Knocking heard.) Look who’s at door, 
there : Ho! who knocks? {Exit Davy 

Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 

I (To Silence, who drinks a bumper \ 

| Sil. Do me right , (Singing) 

And dub me knight: 

Samingo. 

Is’t not so? 

Fal. ’Tis so. 

Sil. Is’t so ? Why, then say, an old man can do 
somewhat. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. An it please your worship, there’s one 
Pistol come from the court with news. 

Fal. From the court, let him come in.— 

Enter Pistol. 

How now, Pistol. 

Pist. God save you, sir John ! 

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Pistol ? 

Pist. Not the ill wind, which blows no man to 
good.— Sweet knight, thou art now one of the 
greatest men in the realm. 

Sil. By’r lady, I think a’ be ; but good man Puff 
n •???** Puff? [of Barson. 

Puff m thy teeth, most recreant coward base! — 

Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend. 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee ; 

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys. 

And golden times, and happy news of price. 

Fal. I prythee now, deliver them like a man of 
this world- 

Pist. A fontra for the world, and worldlings base ! 
I speak of Africa, and golden joys. 

Fal. 0 base Assyrian knight, what is thy news ? 
Let king Cophetua know the truth thereof 
Sel. And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John.(Sings.) 
Pist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons ? 
And shall good news be baffled? 

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in FuriesMap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your breed- 
Pist. Wiiy then, lament thereof. [ing. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir : — If, sir, you come 
with news from the court, I take it, there is but 
two ways ; either to utter them, or to conceal them 
I am, sir, under the king, in some authority. 

Pist . Under which king, Bezonian? speak, or die. 
Shal. Under king Harry. 

Pist. Harry the fourth? or fifth? 

Shal. Harry the fourth. 

Pist. A foutra for thine office ! — 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 

Harry the fifth’s the man. I speak the truth : 

When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What ! is the old king dead ? 

Pist. As nail in door : the things I speak are just 
Fal. Away, Bardolph ; saddle mv horse.— Master 
Robert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in 
the land, ’tis thine.— Pistol, I will double charge, 
thee with dignities. 

Bard. O joyful day ! — I would not take a knight- 
hood for my fortune. 

Pist. VV*hat ? I do bring good news? 

Fal. Carry master Silence to bed. — Master 
Shallow, my lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I 
am fortune’s steward. Get on thy boots; we’ll 
ride all night : — 0, sweet Pistol : — Away, Bardolph 
[Exit Bard.] — Come, Pistol, utter more to me ; and, 
withal, devise something, to do thyself good.— 
Boot, boot, master Shallow: I know, the young 
king is sick for me. Let as take any man s horse > 
the laws of England are at my commandment 
Happy are they which have been my friends: auo 
woe to my lord chief justice. 

Pist. Let vultures vile seize on his longs also 
Where is the life that late I led, say they : 

Why, here it is ; Welcome these pleasant days. 

■■V ■' [Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. — London . A Street. 

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Quickly, and 
Doll Tear-sheet 

Host No, thou arrant knave ; I would I might 
:iie, that I might have thee hanged : thou hast drawn 
my shoulder out of joint. 

"l Bead. The constables have delivered her over 
to me ; and she shall have whipping-cheer enough, 
I warrant her: There hath been a man or two lately- 
killed about her. 

Doll. Nut- hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; 
I’ll tell thee what, thou damned tripe-visaged ras- 
cal ; an the child 1 now go with, do miscarry, thou 
hadst better thou hadst struck thy mother, thou 
paper- faced- villain. 

Host. 0 the Lord, that sir John were come ! he 
would make this a bloody day to somebody. But 
I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry ! 

1 Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of 
cushions again ; you have but eleven now. Come, 
I charge yon both go with me ; for the man is dead, 
that you and Pistol beat among you. « 

Doll. I’ll tell thee what, thou thin man in a 
censer! I will have you as soundly swinged for 
this, you blue-bottle rogue I you filthy famished 
correctioner ; if you be not swinged, I’ll forswear 
half-kirtles. 

1 Bead. Come, come, you she knight-errant, come. 
« Host . 0, that right should thus overcome might ! 
Well ; of sufferance comes ease. [justice. 

Doll. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a 

Host, Ay ; come, you starv’d blood-hound. 

Doll. Goodman death ! good man bones ! 

Host. Thou atomy thou ! 

Doll. Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal ! 

1 Bead. Very well. [Exeunt 

Scene V. — A public Place near Westminster 
Abbey. 

Enter two Grooms , strewing rushes. 

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

2 Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice, 

1 Groom. It will he two o’clock ere they come 
from the coronation : Despatch, despatch. 

[Exeunt Grooms. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolph, 
and the Page. 

Pal. Stand here by me, master Robert Shallow ; 
I will make the king do you grace: I will leer upon 
him, as ’a comes by; and do but mark the counte- 
nance that he will give me. 

Pist. God bless thy lungs, good knight. 

TTi liere > listo1 ; staiKl behind me.— O, 

it 1 had had time to have made new liveries, I would 
have bestowed the thousand pound I borrowed of 
l , S'Mlhri,) But *tis no matter ; this poor 
show doth better ; this doth infer the zeal I had to 
see him. 

Shal It doth so. 

Pal. It shews my earnestness of affection. 

Shal. It doth so. 

Pal. My devotion. 

Pal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Pal As it were, to ride day and night ; and not to 
tie li perate, not to remember, not to have patience 

6^/ It is most certain . [to shift me. 

„ PP* ^ stand stain d with travel, and svveat- 
mg with desire to see him ; thinking of nothing else : 
putting all affairs else in oblivion ; as if there were 
not mng else to be done, but to see him 

Pist. 1 is semper idem, for absque hoc nihil est : 

Shal Tis so, indeed. 

Pist. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver. 
And. make thee rage. 

1 hy Dolt, and Helen of thy noble thoughts. 

Is m base durance, and contagious prison ; » 


Haul’d thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand 
Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecfo’ 
snake, 

f Fo ^ D , o] l is ? n 5 P . isto1 s peaks nought but truth 
Pal. I will deliver her. 

, {Shouts within, and the trumpets sound.) 
Pist. There roar’d the sea, and trumpet-claugoi 
; sounds. 

Enter the King and Ms Train, the Chief Justice 
among them. 

Hau^’ Go<3 save tIiy grace ’ • m y r °yal 

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most 
royal imp of fame ! 

Pal. God save thee, my sweet boy ! 

King. My lord chief* justice, speak to that vain 

m r T n L , y° u * s P eak ? 

Ch. J ust Have you your wits? know you what 

Pal My king I my Jove ! I speak to thee, my 
heart ! [prayers * 

King. I know thee not, old man: Fall to thy 
How ill white hairs become a fool, and jester ! 

I have long dream’d of such a kind of man. 

So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and so profane; 

But, being awake, I do despise my dream. 

Make less thy body, hence, and more thy grace ; 
Leave gormandizing ; know thy grave doth gape 
r or thee thrice wider than for other men 
Reply not to me with a fool-born jest ; 

Presume not, that I am the thing I was : 

For heaven dotli know, so shall the world perceive 
rhat I have turn’d away my former self ; 

So will I those that kept me company. 

When thou dost hear 1 am as I have been, 
Approach me ; and thou shalt he as thou wast 
I he tutor and the feeder of my riots : 

Till then, I banish tiiee, on pain of death,— 

As I have done the rest of my misleaders,-- 
Not to come near our person by ten mje. 

For competence of life, I will allow you ; 

I hat lack of means enforce you not to evil : 

Arid, as vve hear you do reform yourselves* 

We will, —according to your strength, and quail 
ties, [lord. 

Uive you advancement.— Be it vour charge, mv 
I o see perform’d the tenor of our word.— 

Se p° n / at *. o, {Exeunt King, and his Train. 

if at. Master Shallow', I owe you a thousand 
pound. 

Shal. Ay, marry, sir John ; which I beseech you 
to let me have home with me. 

Pal. I hat can hardly be, master Shallow. * ' u 
not you grieve at this; I shall be sent for in pri >ate 
to him : look you, he must seem thus to the world, 
h ear not your advancement : T . will be the man yet, 
that shall make you gr^hi 
Shal I cannot p^o-eive .row; unless you giv 9 me 
your doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I be seech 
you, good sir ' hoj lei me have five hundred of my 
thousand. p J 

Eal. t. will he as good as my word: fids 
o? 0 ? ' was bllt a colour. [J -mo 

colour, I fear, that you will die in,’ so 
Mai b ear no colours ; go with rue to dinner. 
Come, lieutenant Pistol come, Bardolph;— I sh 
be sent for soon at night 

Re-enter Prince John, the Chief Justice, 
Officers, &c. 

Ch. Just. Go, carry sir John Falstaff to the Fie 
lake all his company along with him. 

Fal My lord, mv lord, — 

Ch. Just. I. cannot now speak: I will hear yon 
lake them away. [soon. 

P is t. S i for tuna me tormenta, spero me content*. 
[Exeunt Fal Shal Pist. Bard. Page 
and Officers. 

r . John. I like this fair proceeding of the 
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Me hath intent, his wonted followers 


Shall ail he very well provided for; 

But all are banish’d till their conversations 


Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just. And so they are. [lord. 

P* John. The king hath call’d his parliament, my 
Ch. Just. He hath. [expire, 

P. John. I will lay odds,— that, ere this year 
We bear our civil swords, and native fire. 

As far as JFranee : I beard a. bird so sing, 

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas’d the king. 
Come, will you hence V [ Exeunt . 


Epilogue.- — Spoken by a Dancer. 

First, my fedr; then, my court' sy ; last, my 
speech. My fear is, your displeasure : my court' sy, 
my duty; and my speech, to beg your pardons. If 
you look for a good speech now, you undo me: for 
what I have to say, is of mine own making ; and 
what, indeed, I should say, will, 1 douht, prove 
mine own marring. * But to the purpose, and so 
to the venture „■ — Be it known to you, fas it is very 
well,) I was lately here in the end of a displeasing 
play , to pray voter patience for it, and to promise 
y ou a better. 1 did mean , indeed, to pay you with 
this ; which, if like an ill venture . it come unluckily 
24 


home, I breal . and you, my gentle creditors, lowt y 
Here, I promised you, Iwoztld be, and here I com. 
nut my body to your mercies: bate me some, and 
I will pay you some , and, as most debtors do, 
promise you infinitely . 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, 
will you command me to use my legs l and yet 
that were but light payment, — to dance out of 
pour debt. But a pood conscience will make any 
possible satisfaction , and so will I. All the gen- 
tlewomen here luive forgiven me ; if the gentlemen 
will not , then the gentlemen do not agree with 
the gentle w omen, which was never seen before in 
such an assembly. 


One ivord more, I beseech you. If you be not 
7 vible author 


u- e, j. ueseec/t j, 9 

too much cloyed with fat meat, ourhrnm uuutur 
will continue the story , ivith Sir John in it, and 
make you merry with fair Katharine of France : 
where, for any thing I know. Falsi off shall die 
of a sweat, unless already he be killed with your 
hard opinions; for Oldcastle died) a martyr, and 
this is not the man. My tongue is weary ; when 
my legs are too, 1 will bid you good night: and 
so kneel down before you;— but, indeed, to pra% 
for the queen. 
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This play has many scenes of high dignity, and many of easy merriment. The character of the king is well nip- 
ported, except in his courtship, where he '»as neither the vivacity of Hal, nor the grandeur of Henry. The humour 
of Pistol is very happily continued : his character has perhaps been the model of all the bullies that have yet appeared 

0I The e lines' 'gheifto' ’the chorus have many admirers; but the truth is, in them a little may be praised, and much 
must be forgiven; nor can it be easily discovered, why the intelligence given by the chorus is more necessary in 
this play, titan in many others where it is omitted. The great defect of this play is, the emptiness and narrowness of 
the last act, which a very little diligence might have easily avoided. Johnson. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


KING HENRY THE FIFTH. 

DUKE OF GJL/OSTER, ) fn trj nn 

DUKE OF BEDFORD, f Brothers to the King. 

DUKE OF EXETER, Uncle to the King. 

DUKE OF YORK. Cousin to the King . 

EARLS OF SALISBURY, WESTMORELAND, and 
WARWICK. 

ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. 

BISHOP OF ELY. 

LORD i Conspirators against the 

SIR THOMAS GREY S Jung ‘ 

SIR THOMAS ERPINGHAM, GOWER, FLUELLEN, 
MACMORR1S, JAMY, Officers in King Henry's 
Army. 

Bates, COUKT, WILLIAMS, Soldiers in the same. 
N\AI, 5BARDOLPH, PISTOL, formerly Servants to 
Falstaffi, now Soldiers in the same. 


Boy., Servant to them. 

A Herald. 

Chorus. 

CHARLES THE SIXTH, King cf JF Vance. 

LEWIS, the Dauphin. 

DUKE OF BURGUNDY, ORLEANS, and BOURBON. 
The Constable of France. 

RAMBURES and GRANDPREE, French Lords . 
Governor cf Harjleur. 

MONTJOY, a French Herald. 

Ambassadors to the King of England. 

ISABEL, Queen cf France . . , . . 

KATHARINE, Daughter of Charles and Isabel. 
ALICE, a Lady attending on the Princess Katharine, 
QUICKLY, Pistol's Wife, an Hostess. 

Lords, Ladies, Officer, French and English Soldiers, 
Messengers, and Attendants, 


The Scene, at the beginning of the Play, lies in England; but afterivards wholly in Francs. 


Enter Chorus. 

0, for amuse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention ! 
k kingdom for a stage, princes to act. 

And monarchs to benold the swelling scene ! 

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself. 
Assume the port of Mars ; ana, at his heels, [fire, 
Iieash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword, and 
froucli for employment. But pardon, gentles all. 
The fiat unraised spirit, that iiath dar’a, 

On this unworthy scaffold, to bring forth 
So great an object : Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France ? or may we cram 
Within this wooden 0, the very casques. 

That did affright the air at Agincourt? 

0, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 
Attest, in little place, a million ; 

And let us / ciphers to this great accompi. 

On your imaginary forces work: 

Suppose, witnin the girdle of these walls 
Are now confin’d two mighty monarchies. 

Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous, narrow ocean parts asunder. 

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts ; 

Into a thousand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puissance : 

Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i’the receiving earth : 

For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings, 
Carry them here and there : jumping o’er times ; 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass : For the which supply. 

Admit me chorus to this history ; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 

act i. 

Scene *1.- London. An Ante-chamber in the 
King's Palace . 

& Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and 
Bishop of Ely. > 

Cant. My lord, I’ll tell you,— that self bill is urg’d, 
Whicliyin the eleventh year o’ the last king’s reign 
. Was like^ and had indeed against us pass’d, 

But that tile scambling and unquiet time 


Did push it out of further question. 

Ely. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now? 

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against us* 
We lose the better half of our possession : 

For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By testament have given to the church, 

Would they strip from us ; being valued thus,— 

As much as would maintain, to the king’s honour. 
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights • 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires ; 

And, to relief of lazars, and weak age. 

Of indigent faint souls, past corporal toil, 

A hundred alms-houses, right well supplied ; * 

And to the coffers of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by the year : Thus runs the biE 

Ely. This would drink deep. 

Cant. Twould drink the cup and all. 

Ely. But what prevention ? 

Cant. The king is full of grace, and fair regard. 

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 

Cant. The courses of his youth promis’d it not 
The breath no sooner left his father’s body. 

But that his wildness, mortified in him, 

Seem'd to die too: yea, at that very moment. 
Consideration like an angel came, 

And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him ; 
Leaving his body as a paradise, 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

Never was such a sudden scholar made . 

Never came reformation in a flood. 

With such a heady current, scouring faults ; 

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat, and all at once. 

As in this king. 

Ely. We are blessed In the change. 
Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity, 

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish 

You would desire, the king were made a prelate s 

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs. 

You would say, — it hath been all-in-all his study • 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render’d you in music : 

Turn him to any cause of policy. 

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose. 

Familiar as his garter : that, when he speaka. 

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still. 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears, 
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To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences 
So that the art and practic part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theoric : 

Wiiich is a wonder, how his grace should glean it. 
Since his addiction was to courses vain ; 

His companies unletter’d, rude, and shallow; 

His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports; 

And never noted in him any study. 

Any retirement, any sequestration, 

From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the nettle ; 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best. 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality : 

And so the prince obscur’d his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt. 

Grew like the summer- grass', fastest by night, 
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so ; for miracles are ceas’d ; 

And therefore we must needs admit the means, 

How things are perfected. 

Ely. ^ But, my good lord. 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg’d by the commons ? Both his majesty 
Incline to it, or no? 

Cant . He seems indifferent ; 

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part, ! 

Titan cherishing the exhibitors against us . 

For 1 have made an offer to his majesty, — 

Upon our spiritual convocation ; 

And in regard of causes now in hand, 

Which i have open’d to his grace at large, 

As touching France,— to give a greater sum 
Tima ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv’d, ray lord ? 
Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty ; 

Sun, that there was not time enough to hear 
(As, 1 perceiv’d, his grace would fain have done,) 

Tne severals, and unhidden passages, 

Of nis true titles to some certain dukedoms; 

And, generally, to the crown and seat of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great grandfather. 

Ely. What was the impediment that broke this off? 
Cant. 'I’iie French ambassador, upon that instant. 
Crav'd audience : and the hour, I think, is come, 

To give him hearing : Is it four o’clock ? 

Ely . It is. 

Cant . Then go we in, to know his embassy ; , 

Which I could, with a ready guess, declare. 

Before the Frenchman speak a word of it. 

Ely. I’ll wait upon you; and I long to hear it. 

[ Exeunt . 

Scene II. — The same . A Room of State in the 
same. 

Enter King II ENTRY, GLOSTER, BEDFORD, EXETER, 
Warwick, Westmoreland, and Attendants. 

K. Hen . Where is my gracious Lord of Canter- 
Exe. Not here in presence. [bury? 

if. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

West. Shall we call in the ambassador, ray liege ? 
if. Hen. Not yet, my cousin ; we would be re- 
solv’d, 

Before we hear him, of some things of weight, 

That task our thoughts, concerning us and France. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury and Bishop 
of Ely. 

Cant. God, and his angels, guard your sacred 
And make you long become it 1 [throne, 

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed ; 

And justly and religiously unfold, 

Why the law Salique, that they have in France, 
should, or should not, bar us in our claim. j 

God forbid, mv dear and faithful lord, | 

at you shoo’d fashion, wrest, or bow your reading, 
mcely charge your understanding soul 
VYith opening titles miscreaie, whose right 
Suits not in native t aiour with the truth : 


For God doth know, how many, ntfw in health. 
Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to ; 

Therefore take heed how y6a impawn our person. 
How you awake the sleeping sword of war; 

We charge you in the name of God, take heed 
For never two such kingdoms did contend, 

Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint, 

’Gainst him, whose wrongs give edge unto the 
swords 

That make such waste in brief mortality. 

Under thw conjuration, speak, ray lord : 

And we will hear, note, and believe in heart, 

1 hat what yon speak is in your conscience wash’d 
As pure as sin with baptism. _ [you peers. 

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign, — and 
That owe your lives, your faith, and services, 

I o this imperial throne There is no bar 
To make against your highness’ claim to France, 
But this, which they produce from Pharamond,-— 

In terrain Salicam mulieres ne succedant, 

No woman shall succeed in Salique land : 

Which Salique land the French unjustly glosse, 

To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar, 

Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 

That the land Salique lies in Germany, 

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe : 

Where Charles the great, having subdued the 
Saxons, 

There left behind and settled certain French, 

Who, holding in disdain the German women, 

For some dishonest manners of their life, 

Establish’d there this law, — to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land ; 

Which Salique, as I said, ’twixtJSlbe and Sala, 

Is at this day in Germany call’d— Meisen. 

Thus doth it well appear, the Salique law 
Was not devised for the realm of France: 

Nor did the French possess the Salique laud 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of king Pharamond, 

Idly suppos’d the founder of this law; 

Who died within the year cf our redemption 
Four hundred tv/enty-six ; and Charles the Groat 
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say. 

King Pepin, which deposed Childerick, 

Did, as heir general, being descended 
Of Blithild, which was daughter to king Clothair, 
Make claim and title to the crown of France. 

Hugh Capet also, — that usurp’d the crown 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, sole heir male 
Of the true line and stock of Charles the great,— 
To fine his title with some show of truth, 

(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught ) 
Convey’d himself as heir to the lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son 
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 
Of Charles the great. Also king Lewis the tenth,' 
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conscience. 

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 
That fair queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the lady Ermengare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid dqke of Lorain 
By the which marriage, the line of Charles the gre«J 
W as re- united to the crown of France. 

So that, as clear as is the summer’s sun, 

King Pepin’s title, and Hugh Capet’s ciaira. 

King Lewis his satisfaction, ail appear 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the kings of France unto this day; 

Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law. 

To bar your highness claiming from the female , 

And rather choose to hide them in a net, 

Than amply to imbare their crooked titles. 

Usurp’d from you and your progenitors. i 
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K. Hen. May I, with right and conscience, make 
this claim ? 

Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign ! 
For in the book of Numbers is it writ, — 

When the son dies, let the inheritance 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord, 

Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag; 

Look back unto your mighty ancestors : 

Go, my dread lord, to your great grandsire’s tomb, 
From whom you claim ; invoke his warlike spirit. 
And your great uncle’s, Edward the black prince ; 
Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy. 
Making defeat on the full power of France ; 

Whiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling, to behold his lion’s whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility. 

O noble English, that could entertain 

With half their forces the full pride of France ; 

And let another half stand laughing by. 

All out of work, and cold for a ction 1 
Ely. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead, 
And with your puissant arm renew their feats : 

You are their heir, you sit upon their throne ; 

The blood and courage, that renowned them, 

Huns in your veins; and my thrice-puissant liege 
Is in the very May-morn of his youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs ofthe earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself, 

As did the former lions of your blood. 

West. They know, your grace hath cause, and 
means, and might ; 

So hath your highness : never kina; of England 
Had nobles richer, and more loyal subjects : 

Whose hearts have left their bodies here iu England, 
And lie pavilion’d in the fields of France. 

Cant. 0 , let their bodies follow, my dear liege, 
With blood, and sword, and fire, to win your right: 
In aid whereof, we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a lmighty sum, 

As never did the clergy at one time 

Bring in to any of your ancestors. [French ; 

K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

Cant, They of those marches, gracious sovereign. 
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. [only, 
K, Hen. We do not mean the coursing snatchers 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 

Who, hath been still a giddy neighbour to us : 

For you shall read, that my great grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot on his unfurnish’d kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach, 

With ample and brim fulness of his force ; 

Galling the gleaned land with hot essays ; 

Girding, with grievous siege, castles and towns ; 
That England, being empty of defence, 

Hath shook, and trembled at the ill-neighbourhood. 
Cant. She hath been then more fear'd tliau 
harm’d, my liege : 

For hea? her but exampled by herself, — 

When all her chivalry hath been in France, 

And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 

She hath herself not only well defended. 

But taken, and impounded as a stray. 

The king of Scots ; whom she did send to France, 
To fill king El ward’s tame with prisoner kings ; 

And make your chronicle as rich with praise, 

As jsthe 00118 and bottom of the sea 
With s inken wreck and sumless treasuries. - 
West But there’s a saying, very old and true, — 
If that you will France win , 

, Then xo'ith Scotland first begin: 

For once the eagle England being in prey, 

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 
Domes speaking, and so sucks her princely eggs ; 
Flaying the incuse, in absence of the cat. 


To spoil and havock more than she can eat. 

Exe. It follows then, the cat- must stay at borne ; 
Yet that is but a curs’d necessity ; 

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries. 

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The advised head defends itself at home: 

For government, though high, and low, and lower. 
Put into part, doth keep in one concent; 

Congruing in a full and natural close, 

Like music. 

Cant. * True : therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions, 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 

Obedience: for so work the honey bees 
Creatures, that, by rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king, and officers of sorts : 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad ; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings. 

Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds ; 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor: 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold ; 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey; 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate ; 

The sad-ey’d justice, with his surly hum. 

Delivering o’er to executors pale * 

The lazy yawping drone. I this infer,— 

That many things, having full reference 
To one concent, may work contrariously : 

As many arrows, loosed several ways. 

Fly to one mark ; 

As many several ways meet in one town; 

As many fresh streams run in one self sea; 

As many lines close in the dial’s centre ; 

So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 

End in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore t6 France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four ; 

I Whereof take you one quarter into France, 
i And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our own door from the dog, 

Let us be worried ; and our notion lose 
The name of hardiness, and policy. [Dauphin. 
K. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from the 
[Exit an Attendant. The King ascends hi* 
throne . 

Now are we well resolv’d : and, — by God’s help; 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, — 

France being ours, we’ll bend it to our awe. 

Or break it all to pieces : Or there we’ll sit. 

Ruling, in large and ample empery, 

O’er France, and all her almost kingly dukedoms ; 
Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn, 

Tombless, with no remembrance over them ; 

Either our history shall, with full mouth, 

Speak freely of our acts ; or else our grave. 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless month. 
Not worship’d with a waxen epitaph.— 

Enter Ambassadors of France. 

Now are we well prepar’d to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for, wo hear, 

Y our greeting is from him, not from the king. 

Amb. May it please your majesty, to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge ; 

Or shall we sparingly show you far off 
The Dauphin’s meaning, anl our embassy ? 

K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Christian king; 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject, 

As are our wretches fetter’d in our prisons : 
Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plainness. 
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

Am'j. Thus then, in few. 
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Your 'highness, lately sending info ranee, 

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great predecessor, king Edward the third, 
fn answer of which claim, the prince our master 
Says, —that you savour too much of your youth.; 

Arid bids you he advis’d, there’s nought in France 
That can be with a nimble galiiard won ; 

Yon cannot revel into dukedoms there : 

Be therefore sends yon, meeter for your spirit, 

This tun of treasure : and, in lieu of this, 

Desires you, let the dukedoms, that you claim, 

Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 

K. Hen. What treasure, uncle? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege. 

K. Hen, We are glad the Dauphin is so pleasant 
with us ; 

His present, and your pains we thank you for : 

When we have match’d our rackets to these balls. 
We will, in France, by God’s grace, play a set, * 
Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard: 

Tell him, he hath made a match with such a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France will be disturb’d 
With chaces. And we understand him well, 

How be comes o’er us with our wilder days, 

Not measuring what use we made of them. 

We never valued this poor seat of England ; 

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous license ; As “tis ever common, 

That men are merriest when they are from home. 
But tell the Dauphin, — I will keep my state ; 

Be like a king, and show my sail of greatness, 

VVhen I do rouse me in my throne oi France: 

For that I have laid by my majesty, 

And plodded like a man for working-days ; 

But I will rise there with so full a glory, 

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, 

Y ea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 

An.<3 tell the pleasant prince,— this mock of his 
Hath turn’d his balls to gun-stones; and his soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance 
That shall fly with them; for many a thousand 
widows ^ [bands ; 

'■Shall this his mock mock out of their dear hus- 
M tek mothers from their sons, mock castles down ; 
And some are yet ungotten, and unborn, 

'That" shall 'have' cause to curse the Dauphin’s scorn. 
B;it this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom I d.» appeal ; And in whose name. 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

To venge me as l may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well- hallow’d cause. 

So , get you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin, 
tJ is jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it— 
Convey them with safe conduct— Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Ambassadors, 
Exe. This was a merry message.. 

K. Hen . We hope to make the sender blush at it. 

(Descends from his throne.) 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour. 

That may give furtherance to our expedition. 

For we have now no thought in us but France 
Save those to God, that run before our business 
Therefore, let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected ; and all things thought upon, 
That may, with reasonable switness, add 
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before, 

We’ii chide this Dauphin at his father’s door. 
Therefore, let every man mnv task his thought, 

That this fair action may on foot be brought. 4 

[Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Enter Chorus , 

Chor Now all the youth of England are on fire, 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies ; 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man : 

Tiiey sell the pasture now to buy the horse ; 


Following the mirror of all Christian kings 
With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

For now sits Expectation in the air ; 

And hides a sword, from hilts unto the point. 

With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 
Promis’d to Harry, and his followers. 

The French, advis’d by good intelligence 
Of this iiiDst dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their fear; and with pale policy 
Seek to divert the English purposes. 

0 England !— model to thy inward greatness, 

Like little body with a mighty heart, — 

What might’st thou do, that honour would thee do. 
Were all thy children kind and natural I 
But see thy fault! France hath in thee found out 
A jnest of hollow bosoms, which he fills [men,— 
With treacherous crowns: and three corrupted 
One, Richard earl of Cambridge; and the second, 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham ; and the third, 

Sir Thomas Grey knight of Northumberland,— 

Have, for the gilt of France, (O guilt, indeed !) 
Confirm’d conspiracy with fearful France ; 

And by their hands this grace of kings must die, 

(If hell and treason hold their promises,) 

Ere he take ship for France, and in Southampton. 
Linger your patience on ; and well digest 
The abuse ot distance, while we force a play 
The sum js paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set from London ; and the scene 
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton : 

There is the plavhouse now, there must you sit : 

And thence to France shall we convey you safe 
And bring you back, charming the narrow seas 
To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may. 

We’ll hot offend one stomach with our play. 

But, till the king come forth, and not till then, 

Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. [Exit. 

Scene I. — The same. Eastcheap, 

Enter Nyivi and Bakdolpil 

Bard. Well met, corporal Nym. 

Nym. Good morrow, lieutenant Bardolph. [yet? 
Bard. What, are ancient Pistol and you friends 

Nym, For my part, I care not: I- say little ; but 
when time shall serve, there shall be smiles ; — but 
that shall be as it may. I dare not fight; hut 1 
will wink, and hold out mine iron: It is a simple 
one ; but what though? It will toast cheese; and 
it will endure cold as another man’s sword will: 
and there’s the humour of it. 

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast, to make you 
friends ; and Aye’ll be all three sworn brothers to 
France ; let it be so, good corporal Nym. 

Nym. ’Faith, I will live so long as I may, that’s 
the certain of it ; and when J cannot live any longer 
I will do as I may : that is my rest, that is the ren- 
dezvous of it. 

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married 
to Nell Quickly : and, certainly, she did you wrong* 
for you were troth-plight to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell ; things must be as they may * 
men may sleep, and they may have their throats 
about them at that time ; and, some say, knives 
have edges. It must be as it may: though patience 
he a tired mare, yet she will plod. There must be 
conclusions. Well, I cannot tell. 

Enter Pistol and Mrs. Quickly. 

Bard. Here comes ancient Pistol, and his wife ;•*— 

f oodjcorporal, be patient here. — How now, mine 
ost Pistol? 

Pist. Base tike, calTsfc thou me — host? 

Now, by this hand 1 swear, I scorn the term : 

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Quick . No, by my troth, not long: for we can 
not lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gentle- 
women, that five honestly by the prick of their 
needles, but it will be thought we keep a bawdy* 
house straight (Nym draws his sword.) 0 weil-a- 
day, Lady, if he be not drawn now I 0 Lord 1 here’ , 
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corporal Nym’s — now shall we have wilful adultery 
and murder committed. Good lieutenant Bardolpb, 
—good corporal, offer nothing 1 here. t 
Nym. Pish ! 

Pist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog! thou prick- 
eared cur of Iceland. 

Quick Good corporal Nym, show the valour of 
a man, and put up thy sword. 

Nym. Will you shog off 1 1 would have you solus. 

( Sheathing his sword.) 
Pist. Solus, egregious dog ! 0 viper vile ! 

The solus in thy most marvellous face : 

Fhe solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy; 
And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth ! 

I do retort the solus in thy bowels : 

For I can take, and Pistol’s cock is up. 

And flashing fire will follow. 

Nym l am not Barbason : you cannot conjure me. 

I have an humour to knock you indifferently well : 
If you grow foul with me, Pistol, I will scour you 
with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms : if you would 
walk off, I would prick your guts a little, in good 
terms, as I may; andthat’s the humour of it. 

Pist . 0 braggard vile, and damned furious wight ! 
The grave doth gape, and doting death is near; 
Therefore exhale. [Pistol and Nym draw.) 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say: — he that 
strikes the first stroke. I’ll run him up to the hills, 
as I am a soldier, [Draws.) t [abate. 

Pist An oath of mickle might; and fury shall 
Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give ; 

Thy spirits are most tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throat one time or other, in 
fair terms; that is the humour of it. 

Pist. Coupe la, gorge, that’s the word? — I thee 
defy again. 

0 hound of Crete, think’st thou my spouse to get ? 
No ; to the spital go, . 

And from the powdering tub of infamy 
Fetch forth the Iazar kite of Cressid’s kind, 

Doll Tear-sheet she by name, and her espouse : 

£ have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she ; and — Pauca , there’s enough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to my 
master, — and you, hostess; — he is very sick, and 
would to bed. — Good Bardolph, put thy nose be- j 
tween his sheets, and do the office of a warming- 
pan : ’faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard. Away, you rogue. 

Quick. By my troth, lie’ll yield the crow a pud- 
ding one of these days : the king has killed his 
heart.— -Good husband, come home presently. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly and Boy. 
Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends V We 
must to France together : Why, the devil, should 
we keep knives to cut one another’s throats? 

Pist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food 
howl on ! [you at betting ? 

Nym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I won of 
Pist. Base is the slave that pays. * [of it. 
Ny?& That now I will have; that’s the humour 
Pist. As manhood shall compound ; push home, 
Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first 
thrust, I’ll kill him ; by this sword, I will. 

Cist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have their 
course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, be 
friends ; an thou wilt not, why then be enemies with 
me too. Pr’ythee, put up. [you at betting? 

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings, I won of 
Pist. A noble shait thou have, and present pay ; 
And licpior likewise willl give to thee, 

And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood: 
PiMive by Nym, and Nym shall live by me % — 

Is not this just ? — tor I shall sutler be 
Onto the camp, and profits will accrue 
Give me thy hand, ■■■ ; 


Nym. I shall have my noble ? 

Pist. In cash most justly paid. 

Nym. W ell then, that’s the humour of it 

Re-enter Mrs. Quickly. 

Quick. As ever you came of women, conce in 
quickly to Sir John : Ah, poor heart ! he is so shaked 
of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is most la- 
mentable to behold. Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The king hath tun had humours on the 
knight, that’s the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right ; 

His heart is fracted, and corroborate. 

Nym. The king is a good king : but it must be as 
it may; he passes some humours, and careers. 

Pist. Let us condole the knight ; for, lambkins, 
we will live. {Exeunt 

Scene II. — Southa?npton. A Council-chamber • 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmoreland. 
Bed. ’Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust these 
traitors. 

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
West. How smooth and even they clo bear them 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat, [selves. 

Crowned with faith, and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The king hath note of ail that they Intend, 
By interception, which they dream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath cloy’d and grac’d with princely 
favours. 

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery ! 

Trumpet sounds. Enter King Henry, Scroop, 
Cambridge, Grey, Lords , and Attendants 
K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. [sham,— 

My lord of Cambridge, — and my kind lord of Ma- 
And you, my gentle knight,— give me your thoughts : 
Think you not, that the powers we bear with us, 
Will cut their passage through the force of France ; 
Doing the execution, and the act, 

For which we have in head assembled them? 
Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do his 
best. [suaded, 

K. Hen. I doubt not that : since we are well per- 
We carry not a heart with us from hence. 

That grows not in a fair consent with ours ; 

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wish 
Success and couquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear’d, and lov’d, 
Than is your majesty’; there’s not, I think, a subject. 
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your government [mies. 
Grey. Even those, that were your father’s ene 
Have steep’d their galls in honey; and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 

K. Hen. We therefore have great cause of thank- 
And shall forget the office of our hand, [fulness ; 
Sooner than quittance of desert and merit. 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop. So service shall with steeled sinews toil 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope. 

To do your grace incessant services. 

K. Hen. We judge no less.— Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday. 

That rail’d against our person ; we consider. 

It was excess of wine that set him on; 

And, on his more advice, we pardon him. 

Scroop. That’s mercy, but too much security. 

Let him be punish’d, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a kind. 

K. Hen. O, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too. 
Grey. Sir, you show great mercy, if you give 
After the taste of much correction. [him life, 

if. Hen. Alas, your too much love and care of mt 
Are heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch. 

I f little faults, proceeding on distemper. 
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( Shall not foe wink’d at, how shall we stretch oar eye. 
When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and di- 
■ . gested, . 

if Appear before us ? — We’ll yet enlarge that man, 

I Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey,— in their 

fi '.dear care, .. 

j And tender preservation of our person, 

I Would have him punish’d. And now to our French 

j Who are the late commissioners ? [causes ; 

1 Cam. lone, my lord; 

^ Y our highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 

Grey. And me, my royal sovereign. 

| K. Hen. Then, Richard, earl of Cambridge, there 

is yours ; — [knight ; 

There yours, lord Scroop of Masham ; — and, sir 
Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours : — 

Read them ; and know, I know your worthiness. — 
My lord of Westmoreland, — and uncle Exeter, — 
We will aboard to-night. — Why, how now, gentle- 
What see you in those papers, that you lose [men ? 
So much complexion? — look ye # how they change ! 
Their cheeks are paper. — Why, what read you there, 
Timt hath so co warded and chas’d your blood 
I Out of appearance? 

Cam. . I do confess my fault ; 

And do submit me to your highness’ mercy. 

Grey. Scroop. To which we all appeal. 

K. Hen. The mercy, that was quick in us but late, 
By your own counsel is suppress’d and kill’d : 

You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy ; 

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms. 

As dogs upon their masters, worrying them. — 

See you, my princes, and my noble peers, 

These English monsters ! My lord of Cambridge 
here, — 

You know, how apt our love was, to accord 
To furnish him with all appertineuts 
! Belonging to his honour : and this man 

p Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir’d, 

And sworn unto tne practices of France, 

To.kill us here in Hampton : to the which. 

This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is,— hath likewise sworn.— But O ! 
I What shall I say to thee, lord Scroop ; thou cruel. 

Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature! 

Thou, that did’st bear the key of all my counsels, 
That knew’st the very bottom of my soul, 

That almost might’st have coin’d me into gold? 
Would’st thou have practis’d on me for thy use ? 
May it be possible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil. 

That might annoy my finger ? 3 Tis so strange. 
That/ though the truth of it stands off as gross 
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason, and murder, ever kept together 
As two yoke-devils sworn to eitheris purpose, 
Working so grossly in a natural cause. 

That admiration did not whoop at them: 

But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder, to wait on treason, and on murder ; 

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was, 

That wrought upon th£e so preposterously, 

H’ath got the voice in hell lor excellence : 

And other devils, that suggest by treasons. 

Do. botch and bungle up damnation 

With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch’d 

From glistering semblances of piety; 

But he, that temper’d thee, bade thee stand up, 
Gave thee no instance why thou should’st do treason, 
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 

If that same demon, that hath gull’d thee thus. 
Should with his lion gait walk the whole world. 

He might return to vasty Tartar back, 

And tell the legions — I can never win 
A soul so easy as that Englishman’s. 

? , how hast thou With jealousy infected 
fee sweetness of alliance ? Show men dutiful? 

I Why, so didst thou ; Seem they grave and learned ? 

Why, »o didst thou : Come they of noble family ? 
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Why, so didst thou : Seem they religious ? 

Why, so didst thou : Or are they spare in diet; 

Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger ; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood; 
Garnish’d and deck’d in modest complement; 

Not working with the eye, without the ear. 

And, but in purged judgment, trusting neither? 

Such, and so finely bolted, didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the full-fraught man, and best endued, 

With some suspicion. I will v^eep for thee ; 

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 
Another fall of man. — Their faults are open. 

Arrest them to the answer of the law 
And God acquit them of their practices ! 

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name ol 
Richard earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland. 

Scroop. Our purposes God justly Hath discover’d ; 
And. I repent mv ianlt, more than my death ; 

Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 

Although my body pay the price of it. [dnce ; 

Cam. For me, — the gold of France did not se- 
Although I did admit it as a motive. 

The sooner to effect what I intended : 

But .God he thanked for prevention ; 

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice. 
Beseeching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Grey. Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason. 

Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself, 

Prevented from a damned enterprize : 

*My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 

K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy? Hear your 
sentence. 

You have conspir’d against our royal person. 

Join’d with an enemy proclaim’d, and from his cof- 
Receiv’d the golden earnest of our death ; ffers 
Wherein you would have sold your king fio slaughter, 
His princes and his peers to servitude. 

His subjects to oppression and contempt. 

And his whole kingdom unto desolation. 

Touching our person, seek we no revenge ; 

But we our kingdom’s safety must so tender, 

Whose ruin you three sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence. 

Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give you 
Patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences ! — Bear them hence. 

[. Exeunt Conspirators, guarded. 
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war ; 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
This dangerous treason, lurking in our way. 

To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now. 

But every rub is smoothed on our way. 

Then, forth, dear countrymen ; let ns deliver 
Our puissance into, the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Cheeriy to sea ; the signs of war advance ; 

No king of England, if not king of Francs. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — London. Mrs . Quickly*s House in 
Eastcheap. 

Enter Pistol, Mrs. Qwckly, Nym, Rakdolfh, 
and Boy. 

Quick. Pr’ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me 
bring thee to Staines. 

Pist. No ; for my manly heart doth yearn.— 
Bardolph, be blithe Nym, rouse thy vaunting 
veins ; 

Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead. 
And we must yearn-therefore. 

Bard.. ’Would, I were with him, wheresome’er 
he is,' either in heaven, or in hell! 
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Quid. Nay, sure, he’s not in hell ; he’s in Ar- 
thur’s bosom, if ever man went to Arthur’s bosom. 
’A made a finer end, and went away, an it had been 
anychristom child; ’a darted even just between 
twelve and one, e’en at turning o’ the tide : for after 
I saw him finable with the sheets, and play with 
flowers, and smile upon his. fingers’ ends, I knew 
there was but one way ; for his nose was as sharp as 
a pen, and ’a babbled of green fields. How now, 
sir John ? quoth I : what, man ! be of good cheer. 
So ’a criefi out — God. God, God ! three or four 
times : now I, to comfort him, bid him, ’a should 
not think of God ; I hoped there was no need to 
trouble himself with any such thoughts yet: So, ’a 
bade me lay more clothes on his feet : I put my hand 
into the bed, and felt them, and they were as cold as 
any stone ; then I felt to his knees, and so upward, 
and upward, and all was as cold as any stone. 

1 Nym. They say, he cried out sack. 

S aich. Ay, that ’a did. 
ard. And of women. 

Quick. Nay, that ’a did not. [incarnate. 

Boy. Y es, that ’a did ; and said, they were devils 
Quick. ’A could never abide carnation; ’twas a 
colour he never liked. . [about women. 

Boy. ’A said once, the devil would have him 
Quick. ’A did in some sort, indeed, handle wo- 
men : but then he was rheumatic ; and talked of the 
whore of Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember, ’a saw a flea stick 
upon Bardolph’s nose, and ’a said, it was a black 
soul burning in hell-fire ? 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone, that maintained 
that fire; that’s all the riches I got in his service. 

Nym. Shall we shog off? the king will he gone 
from Southampton. [lips. 

Pist. Come, let’s away. — My love, give me thy 
Look to my chattels, and my moveables : 

Let senses rule; the word is, Pitch and pay ; 

Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer-cakes, 
And hold -fast is the only dog, my duck ; 

Therefore, caveto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms, 

Let us to France ! like horse-leeches, my boys ; 

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck. I 
Boy. And that is but unwholesome food, they say. 
Pist. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewell, hostess. (Kissing her.) 

Ny?n. I cannot kiss, that is the Iiuinour of it ; 
6ut adieu. . [command. 

Pist. Let housewifery appear: keep close, I thee 
Quick. Farewell; adieu. [ Exeunt . 

Scene IV. — France. A Room in the French King's 
Palace. 

Enter the French King attended; the Dauphin, \ 
the Duke of Burgundy, the Constable, and 
others. 

Fr. King. Thus come the English with full power 
And more than carefully it us concerns, [upon us ; 
To ans wer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the dukes of Berry, and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth,— 

And yon, prince Dauphin, — with all swift despatch, 
To line, and new repair, our towns of war, 

With men of courage, and witli means defendant : 

For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As waters to the sucking of a gulf. 

It fits us then, to be as provident 

As fear may teach us, out of late examples, 

Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon oar fields. 

pent. My most redoubted father. 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe : 

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom, 
(Though .war, nor no known quarrel, were in ques- 
But that defences, musters, preparations, [tion,) 
Should be maintain’d, assembled, and collected. 

As were a war me ctation. 


Therefore, I say, ’tis meet we all go for th* 

To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 

And let us do it with no shew of fear: 

No, with no more, than if we hear that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance 
For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d; 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 
By a vain, shallow, humorous youth. 

That fear attends her not 
Con. 0 peace, prince Dauphin 

You are too much mistaken m this king: 

Question your grace the late ambassadors,— 

With what great state he heard their embassy. 

How well supplied with noble counsellors, 

How modest in exception, and, withal, 

How terrible in constant resolution,— 

And you shall find, his vanities fore-spent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots, 

That shall first spring, and be most delicate. 

Daii. Well, ’tis not so, my lord high constable, 
But though we think it so, it is no matter: 

In cases of defence, ’tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems, 

So the proportions of defence are fill’d; 

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection, 

Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat, with scanting 
A little cloth. 

Fr. King. Think we king Harry strong ; 

And, princes, look, you strongly arm to meet him 
The kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon ns ; 

And he is bred out of that bloody strain, 

That haunted us in our familiar paths : 

Witness our too much memorable shame, 

When Cressy battle fatally was struck, 

And all our princes captiv’d, by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward, black prince of W ales 
Whiles that his mountain sire, — on mountain 
standing. 

Up in the air, crown’d with the golden sun,— 

Saw his heroical seed, and smil’d to see him 
Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns, that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victorious stock; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Ambassadors from Henry King of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King. We’ll give them present audience. 

Go and bring them. 

[Exeunt Msss. and certain Lords. 
You see, this clmse is hotly follow’d, friends, 

Dau. Turn head, and slop pursuit: for coward 
nr , . [threaten, 

Most spend their mouths, when what they seem to 
Runs far before them. Good my sovereign, 

Take up the English short; and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 

Self-loye, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self- neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords , ivith Exeter and Train. 

Fr. King. \ From our brother England ? 
E: re. From him ; and thus he greets your majesty. 
He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 

That you divest yourself, and lav apart 
The borrow’d glories, that, by gift of heaven. 

By laws of nature, and of nations, ’long 
To hint, and to his heirs ; namely, the crown, 

And ail wide-stretched^ honours that pertain. 

By custom and the ordinance of times, 

U nto tlm crown of F ranee. That you may know, 
*Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim. 

Pick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d days. 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak’d, 

He sends vou this most memorable line, 

( Gives a paper 
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In i \ try branch truly demonstrative ; 

Willing you, overlook this pedigree : 

And, when you find him evenly deriv’d 
Prom his most fam’d of famous ancestors, 

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

Fr. King. Or else what follows ? 

Exe. Bloody constrain ,* for if yon hide the crown 
Even in your hearts, there will be rake for it: 

And therefore in tierce tempests is he coming, 

I *n thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove; 

That, if requiring fail, he will compel;) 

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 

Deliver up the crown ; and to take mercy 
On the poor souls, for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws : and' on your head 
Turns he ihe widows’ tears, the orphans’ cries. 

The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ groans, 
For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 

That shall be swallowed in this controversy. 

This is his claim, his threat’ning, and my message ; 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here, 

To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

Fr. King. For us, we will consider of this farther : 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau. For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him ; What to him from England ? 

Exe.JS coni, and defiance : slight regard, contempt. 
And any thing, that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus says my king : and, if your father’s highness 
Do not, in grant or all demands at large, 

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty. 

He’ll call you to so hot an answer for it, 

That caves and womby vauitages of France 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

I Dau. Say, if my father render fair reply, 

t is against my will * for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England ; to that end. 

As matching to his youth and vanity, 
did present him with those Paris balls. 

Exe.' He’ll make your Paris Louvre shake for it. 
Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe : 

And, be assur’d, you’ll find a difference, 

(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,) 
Between the promise of his greener days, 

And these he masters now ; now he weighs time. 
Even to the utmost grain; which you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 

Fr. King. To-morrow shall you know our mind 
at full. [king 

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that onr 
Come here himself to question our delay; 

For he is footed in this laud already. [conditions : 

Fr. King . You shall be soon despatch’d, with fair 
A night is but small breath, and little pause 
To answer matters of this consequence. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Enter Chorus 

Cho. Thus with imagin’d wing our swiff scene flies, 
In motion of no less celerity 
Than that of thought. Suppose, that you have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phcebus fanning. 
Play with your fancies ; and in them behold. 

Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing: 

Hear the shrill whistle, which doth order give 
To sounds confus’d : behold the thread en sails. 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind. 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d sea. 
Breasting the lofty surge : O, uo but think, 

You stand upon the rivage, and behold 
A city on the inconstant billows dancing ; 

For so appears this fleet majestical, 


Holding due course to Harfieur. Follow, foliow. 
Grapple your minds to sternage of this navy; 

And leave your England, as dead midnight, still. 
Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women. 
Either past, or not arrived to, pith and puissance: 
For who i3 he, whose chin is but enrich’d 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to France 
Work, work, your thoughts, and therein see a siege 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, * 

With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfieur. 
Suppose, the ambassador from the French come* 
Tells Harry-— that the king doth offer him [back; 
Katharine ins daughter ; and with her, to dowry, 
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 

The oner likes not : and the nimble gunner 
With linstock now the devilish cannon touches, 

( Alarum ; and chambers go off.) 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eke out our performance with your mind. [Jfoeff, 

Scene I, The same . Before Harfieur. 
Alarums. Enter King } Ienry, Exeter, Bedford, 
Glostkr, and Soldiers, with scaling ladders* 

K. Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 
once more; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead 1 
In peace, there’s nothing so becomes a man. 

As modest stillness, and humility : 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears. 

Then imitate the action of the tiger ; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood. 

Disguise fair nature with hard favour’d rage : 

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head. 

Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o’erwhelm it, 

As fearfully, as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty his confounded base, 

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide ; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height 1 — On, on, you noblest English, 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof! 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have, in these parts, from morn till even fought. 
And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest, 

; That those, whom you call’d fathers, did beget you 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood. 

And teach them how to war!— and you, good- 
yeomen, 

Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt 
For there is none of you so mean and base, [not ; 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips. 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot; 

Follow your spirit: and, upon this charge, 

Cry — God for Harry ! England I and Saint George! 

[Exeunt. Alarum , and chambers go qff* 

Scene I L — The same. 

Forces pass over; then enter Nym, Barjdolph, 
Pistol, and Boy . 

Bard. Oa, on, on, on ! to the breach, to tlm 
breach ! 

Nym. ’Pray thee, corporal, stay : the knocks are 
too hot; and, for mine own part, 1 have not a case 
of lives : the humour of it is too hot, that is the very 
plain-song of it. [do abound ; 

Pist. The plain-song is most just; for humour*. 
Knocks go and come; God's vassals drop and die; 
And sword and shield, 
lu bloody field, 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy. ’Would I were in an alehouse in London 1 1 
would give all my fame for a pot of ale, and safety 
Pist. And I : 

If vyfsfees would prevail with me. 
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My purpose should not fail with me, 

But thither would I hie. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as bird doth song- 
on bough. 

Enter Fluellen 

Flu. Got’s plood! — Up to the preaches, and 
rascals! will you not up to the preaches? 

_ (Driving them foward.) 

Fist. Be merciful, great duke, to men of mould 1 
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage ! 

Abate thy rage, great duke I [chuck ! 

Good bawcock, bate thy rage ! use lenity, sweet 

Nym. These be good humours ! — your honour 
wins bad humours. 

[Exeunt Nym, Pistol , andBardolph , , 
followed by Fluellen. 

Boy . As young as I am, I have observed these 
three swashers. I am boy to them all three : but 
all they three, though they would serve me, could 
not be man to me; for, indeed, three such antics 
do not amount to a man. For Bardolph,— he is 
white-li /er’d, and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 
a faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol,— he hath 
a killing tongue, and a quiet sword ; by the means 
whereof, ’a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons. 
For Nym, he hath heard, that men of few words 
are th6 best men ; and therefore he scorns to say 
Ins prayers, lest ’a should be thought a coward : but 
his few bad words are match’d with as few good 
deeds ; for ’a never broke any man’s head but his 
own; and that was against a post, when he was 

drunk, 1 hey will steal any thing, and call it. 

purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-case: bore it 
twelve leagues, and sold it for three halfpence. Nym, 
and Bardolph, are sworn brothers in filching: and 
m Calais they stole a fire-shovel : I knew, by that 
piece of service, the men would carry coals. They 
would have me as familiar with men’s pockets 
as their gloves or their handkerchiefs : which makes 


” “ , \ vvuri men s pockets, 

as their gloves or their handkerchiefs : which makes 
much against my manhood, if I should take from 
another s pocket, to put into mine; for it is plain 
pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave them, and 
seek some better service : their villainy goes against 
my weak stomach, and therefore I must cast it up. 

[Exit Boy. 

Re-enter Fluellen, Gower following. 

Goto. Captain Fluellen, you must come presently 
to the mines ; the duke of Gioster would speak 
with you, L 

Flu. To the mines! tell you the duke, it is not 
so goot to come to the mines: For, look you, the 
mines is not according to the disciplines of the war* 
the concavities of it is not sufficient; for, look you 
th adversary (you may discuss unto the duke, look 
you,) is dight himself four yards under the counter- 
mines; by Cheshu, I think, ’a will plow up all, if 
there is not better directions. v 

Gow. The duke of Gioster, to whom the order 
of the siege is given, is altogether directed by an 
lr, £ ma ? ’V *X ery ? aIiant gentleman, i’faith. 

Mu. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not ? 

Gow. I think, it be. 

FYm. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the ’orld : 

I wdl verify as much in his peard : he has no more 

% the tri v dls ?jP lines of the wars, look 
you, of the Roman disciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 

Enter Macmorris and J ajviy, at a distance 

tuifr; y ?4[ a hir s; and the Scots cai>tain ’ -p- 

Flu. Captain Jamyis a marvellous falorous gen- 
tleman, that is certain; and of great expedition, 
and knowledge in the ancient wars, upon my par- i 
hcukr knovviedge of his directions : By Cheshu P he ! 
will tamtam his argument as well as ’any military i 

pristine . 

Jcimy. I say, gud-day, captain Fluellen. I 


Flu. God-den to your worship, goot captain Jamy 
Gow. How now, captain Macmorris ? have you 
'£ the mines ? have the pioneers given o’er? 

Mac. By Chrish la, tish ill done: the work ish 
give over, the trumpet sound the retreat. By my 
hand, I swear, and by my fathers soul, the work 
a ish ill done ; it ish give over : I would have biowed 
up the town, so Chrish save me, la, in an hour. 

i j , 1 ld done > tish ill done ; by my hand, tish ill 

* done I 

f Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, will 

* you void safe me, look you, a few disputations with 
l you, as partly touching- or concerning the discipline* 
r of the war, the Roman wars, in the way of argument. 

Jook you, and friendly communication : partly, to 
, satisfy my opinion, and partly, for the satisfaction, 
look you, of my mmd, as touching the direction of 
I the military discipline ; that is the point. * 

h l amy - J t T saI1 11 be s ^ud gud feith, gud captains 

bath : and I sal quit you with gud leve, as f may 

* Pick occasion; that sail I, marry. y 

5 -Mare. It is no time to discourse, so* Chrish save 
- me j /he day is hot, and the weather, and the wars, 

1 aud the *\ng, and the dukes; it is no time to dis- 
1 c °n r se. I he town is beseeched, and the trumpet 
’ 5 a 8 "f. to the breach ; and we talk, and, by Chrish, 

do nothing; f tis shame for us all; so God sa 5 me 
tis shame to stand still; it is shame, by my hand: 
and there is throats to be cot, and works to be done: 
and there ish nothing done, so Chrish sa’ me, la. 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take 
tnernselves to slumber, ailedo gude service, or aile 
ligge l the grund for it ; ay, or go to death ; and aito 
pay it as va orously as I may, that sail l surely do, 
that is the breif and the long: Marry, I wad full 
* ai ri 7 ard some question ’tween you ’tway. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, un- 
tiqn y ° Ur correctlor b there is not many of your na- 

Mac. Of my nation? What ish my nation? ish 
?ah' [I ? I . n i and a bastard, and a knave, and a rascal? 
What ish my nation ? Who talks of my nation ? 

Mu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwise 
u ?i!l ^f ant ’ c ? p * ain Macmorris, perad venture, 1 
shall think you do not use me with that affability as 
m discretion you ought to use me, look you ; beim? 
as goot a man as yourself, both in the disciplines of 
wars, and in the derivation of my birth, and in other 
particularities. 

Mac. I do not know yon so good a man as myself* 
so Chrish save me, I will cut off your head. 

othe°r W ‘ Gent emen bo ^ h > >' ou will mistake eaci 

flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more 
Detter opportunity to be required, look you, I will 
be so bold as to tell you, I know the disciplines of 
war ; and there is an end. [Exeunt. 


Scene III .— The same. Before the Gates of 
Harjleur. 

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls i 
and English Forces below . Enter King Henry 
ana ms Train. 

t^';S W ’w° V T yet i resrdve ® tbe governor of the 
I his is the latest parle we will admit : [town? 

.therefore to our best mercy give yourselves: 

Ur, like to men proud of destruction, 

Uefy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier, 

(A. name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me bes* 

If 1 begin the battery once again. 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfieur, 

. 1 ill m her ashes she lie buried. 

| 1 be gates of mercy shall be all shut up : 

i In n !iW cm r °u g h an d hard of heart-. 

> °f bloody hand, shall range 

With conscience wide as hell; mowing like grass 

i WlnH»lhk' r 7 rSm8 ’- a r” dy ? nrSoWeri,1 S 

W fiat is it then to me, if impious war,— 
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Array’d in flames, like to the prince of fiends, — 

Do, with his smirch’d complexion, ail fell feats 
En link’d to waste and desolation? 

What is't to me, when you yourselves are cause. 

If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 

What rein can hold licentious wickedness. 

When down the hill he holds his tierce career? 

We may as bootless spend our vain command 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil. 

As send precepts to the Leviathan 

To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 

Take pity of your town, and of your people. 

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O’erblows the filthy and.contagious clouds 
Of deadly murder, spoil, and villainy. • 
if not, why, in a moment, look to see 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards. 

And their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls ; 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes ; 

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confus’d 
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 
At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 

What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid ? 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d ? 

Goto. Oar expectation hath this day an end : 

The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated, 
Returns us — that his powers are not yet ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, dread king, 
We yield our town, and lives, to thy soft mercy : 
Enter our gates ; dispose of us, and ours; 

For we no longer are defensible; 

K. Hen. Open your gates. — Come, uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain. 

And fortify it strongly ’gainst the French : 

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, — * 

The winter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers,— we’i l retire to Calais. 

To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest; 
To-morrow for the march are we addrest. 

[ Flourish . The King , §fc. enter the Toion . 

Scene IV. — Rouen. A Room in the Palace . 

Enter Katharine and Alice. 

Kath. Alice, tu as este en Angleterre , et tu 
paries bien le langage. 

Alice, Tin peu, madame. 

Kath. Je te prie, rn’enseignez ; il faut que 
fapprenne a parler. Comment appelles vous la 
mam, en Anglois ? 

Alice. La main ? elle est appellee, de hand. 
Kath . De hand. Et les doigts ? 

Alice. Les doigts ? mafoy,je oublie les doigts; 
mats je me souviendray. Les doigts? je pense , 
quids sont appelles de fingres: ouy K de fingres. 

Kath. La main, de hand ; les doigts, de_ fingres. 
Le pense, que je suis le bon escolier. J'ai gagns 
deux mots d' Anglois vistement. Comment ap- 
pellez vous les ongles ? 

Alice. Les ongles ? les appellons, de nails. 
Kath. De nails. Escoutes ; dites moi , si je 
parle bien ; de hand, de fingres, de nails. 

Alice. C’est bien dit , madame ; il est fort bon 
Anglois. 

Kath. Dites moy en Anglois, le bras . 

Alice. De arm, madame. 

Kath. Et le coude . 

Alice. De elbow. 

Kath. De elbow. Je mien faits la repetition 
de tons les mots, que vous m'avez appns des a 
prksent. 

Alice . Il est trop difficile, madame, comme je 
pense. 

Kath. Excuses may, Alice ; escoutes : De hand, 
de fingre, de nails, de arm, de bilbow. 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. 0 Seigneur Dieu ! je mien oublie ; De 


elbow. Comment appelles vous le col ? 

Alice. De neck, * nadame. 

Kath. De neck : Et le menton ? 

Alice. De chin. 

Kath . De sin. Le col, de neck : le menton, de 
sin. 

Alice. Oity. Sauf vostre honneur : en veritb, 
vous prononces les mots aussi droict que les 
natifs d' Angleterre. 

Kath. Je ne doute point dapprendre par la 
grace de Dieu ; et en peu de temps. 

Alie. Naves vous pas dej a oublie ce que je 
vousayenseignee? 

Kath. Non, je reciieray a vous promptement. 
De hand, de fingre, de mails,— 

Alice. De mils, madame. 

Kath. De nails, de arme, de ilbow. 

Alice 8>auf vostre honneur, de elbow. 

Kath. Ainsi dis je; de elbow, de neck, et de 
sin ; Comment appelles vous levied et la robe? 

Alice. De foot, madame; et de con. 

Kath. De foot, et de con? 0 Seigneur Dieu ; 
ces sont mots de son mauvais, corruptible, grosse, 
et impudique , et non pour les dames d honneur 
d'user. Je ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant 
les seigneurs de France, pour tout le mo?ide. Il 
I faut de foot, et de con, neant-moins . Je reciterai 
une autre fojs ma leqon ensemble : Do hand, de 
fingre, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de neck, de sin, 
de foot, de con. 

Alice. Excellent, madame. 
i Kath. C'est asses pour une fois; allons nous a 
disner. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — The same. Another Room in the same. 
Enter the French King, the Dauphin, Duke of 
Bourbon, the Constable of France, and others . 

Fr. King . ’Tis certain, he hath pass’d the river 
Somme. 

Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord, 

Let us not live in France ; let us quit all, 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 

Dau. 0 Dieu vivant ! shall a few sprays of ss,—- 
The emptying of oar fathers’ luxury. 

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock. 

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 

And overlook their grafters ? [bastards 1 

Hour. Normans,, but bastard Normans, Norman 
Mart de ma vie ! if they march along 
Unibught withal, but I wifi sell my dukedom, 

To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 

In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. [mettle ? 

Con. Dieu de battailes ! where have they this 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale, 

Killing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden water. 
A drench for sur- rein’d jades, their barley broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat? 

And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine. 

Seem frosty ? O, for honour of our land. 

Let us not hang like roping icicles [people. 

Upon our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty 
Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields ; 

Poor — we may call them, in their native lords. 

Dau. By faith and hononr, 

Our madams mock at us : and plainly say. 

Our mettle is bred out; and they will give 
Their bodies to the lust of English youth. 

To new-store France with bastard warriors. 

Bour. They bid us— to the English dancing, 
schools, * 

And teach lavoltas high, and swift corantos ; 

Saying, our grace is only in our heels, 

And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr. King. Where is Montjoy, the herald ? speed 
him hence ; 

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. — 
Up, princes ; and with spirit of honour edg’d. 

More sharper than your swords, hie to the field: 
Charles Be-la-bret, high constable of F ranee ; - 
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5Toa (Jukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
f*lsu<;on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy : 

Jaques Ghatillon, Ram bares, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grand pre, Koussi, and Fauconberg, 

( r 1 u* " estnde > Bonciqualt, and Charolois; 
liiffh dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and 
. knights, 

frqr vour great sea is, now quit you of great shames. 
Bar iJarry England, that sweeps through our land 
Yv lth pennons painted in the blood of Harfieur ; 
Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the valleys ; whose low vassal seat 
I he Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon : 

Go down upon him,— yon have power enough— 
And in a captive chariot into Roiien a 
Bring him our prisoner. 

s,,2r; m r - ™l b ? eomes the S"»‘ 


Act IIL 


■m; 


c r .. , i ms Decomes the great 

feorry am I, his numbers are so few, 

His soldiers sick, and famish’d in their march • 

For I am sure, when he shall see, our army, ’ 
a ;! r00 P | {us heart the sink of fear 

And, lor achievement, oiler us his ransome. 
tr.King fherefore, lord constable, haste on 
Montjoy ; 

And let him say to England, that we send 
io know what willing ransome he will give. 
r? Ce yj n shall stay with us in Rouen. 

JJ an. is ot so, I do beseech your majesty 
Vmv* S patient for yon shall remain with 

Now, tort i lord constable, and princes all : fus.— 
And quickly bring us word of England’s fall. 

f Exeunt . 

Scene VL—T/ie English Camp in Picardy . 
Enter Gower and Fluellen. 

fronuhfl bridge "° W ’ Ci ' ptain 

coStifSe 5 ^? " exce ^ en t service 

9S* P -Jf th f P uke . ot ' Exeter safe ? 
flu. Jhe duke ot Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon • and a man, that I love* and honour 
w ifh my soul and my heart, and my duty, and mv i 

■J 1 f ’ “In "7 J llvm $ s ? aad m y uttermost ^wers • he 
s not. (God be praised, and plessed !)‘any hurt in 

excelienV disciT PS th T, prid ? e most vaUanSy, with 
thenS. r ei - e" • Ulel ' ejs an ensign there, at 
p t h®. I think, in wy very conscience he is 
as valmnt as Mark Antony; a „d he is a man of™ 

service! 00 10 ^ ° rId : but 1 did See him do pliant 
Cow. mat do you call him? 

™ 19 called— ancient Pistol 
G ou\ J know him not. 

Enter Pistol. 

p -‘, D “ 5'oa.not know him ? Here conies the man. 

The <?uke C of p'.It 1 ^ e ?>, b i eSeeo . h t0 do me favours = 
m! A °i h.xeter doth love thee well. 

io™ at h iVjr e G0ti and 1 haVe merited 

a f c™itr” J of heart ' 

J 

1 %f n dS Up0n tbe roIli »g restless stone _ f 

- 

Ut gallows gape for dog, let man go free : ; I 


J no * bem P his wind-pipe suffocate : 

hut Exeter, hath given the doom of death, 

For pix ot little price, 

I here fore, go speak, the duke will hear thy voice i 
i \ajui e ^ no ^ i$ardo Iph’s vital thread be cut 
uid With edge of penny cord, and vile reproach : 

apeak, captain, for his life, and I will thee requite 

d meanino- AaCieUt Pl8t ° ' 1 do partIy undersiaild youl 
PhA \Vhy then rejoice therefore. 

. . r* .V e f t{, i nI y» icn t, it is not a thing to rejoice 
at. for i , look you, he were my brother, I would 
desire the duke to pse his goat pleasure, and put 
him to executions ; for disciplines ought to be used. 

Flu' It is well be damnd ’ dnd ^° for thy friend- 

“ S'Ver e y57 Spain! l&it JtoSl 

Goto. VVhy this is an arrant counterfeit rascal: i 

remember him now; a bawd; a cutpurse. 

+ 1,5 -l assure y° u > ’ a utter’d asprave ’ords at 
the pridge, as you shall see in a summer’s day * But 
it is very well ; what he has spoke to me, ^that is 
well, I warrant you, when time is serve. 

a gull, a fool, a rogue; that now 
and then goes to the wars, to grace himself' at his 
return into London, under the form of a soldier 

h ,tl! U . Ch , ° WS a .Jf , perfect in ^ commanders’ 
■h names . and they will learn you by rote, where ser- 

W k re d il ne ; 7“ at ? ack and sack a sconce, at 
such a breach, at such a convoy ; who came off 
t. bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what terms 
the enemy stood on ; and this they con perfectly in 
he phrase of war, which they trick up with new- 
tuned oaths: And what a beard of the general’s cut 

W h lT ld Sl f °, r the Cim *> will do among foam- 
mg bottles, and ale -washed wits, is wonderful to 

sL l h ° irS:h l:L n! Bul you l«rn to know such 

mistook! ° f the age> ° r else y°“ ,nay be marvellous 

9 Flu. I tell you what, captain Gower;— I do ner- 
. ceive ^ l»e is not the man that he would gladly make 

I win Sifts ? ° rId iie fi “ d » hole* in Ins ^oat* 

i iul i • • m m,nd - (Drum heard.) Hark you 

. ttfsssdr*'' and 1 must speak with hin * 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Soldiers. 
F/it.Got pless your majesty 1 

the br^ge? H ° W FiuelIeu? camest thou from 

FY«. Ay, so please your majesty. The duke of 
Exeter has very gallantly maintained the pridge* 
the French is gone off, look you ; and there is 
lant and most prave passages : Marry, th’ athversary 
was have possession of the pridge; but he is eZ 
orced to retire, and the duke of Exeter is master 
a prave P ™f = 1 can tel1 ^ ^ty the duke is 

Fi,^rL^ a fu™ en yow hst > fluellen ? 

\rsf U ' P erdl bon of th’ athversary hath been 
7 f T 5u l -’, very rea «o«able great: marry for mv ' 
part I thmk the. duke hath Tost never a man hit 

onp t » at A 8 } *? be executed For robbing a church 
one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man • hJ« 

| face is all bubuckles, and whdks li kS' aud 
tefeJ ^ lips plows at his nose, andU 
red • but |,f. somel ‘ m cs plue, and sometimes 

so 

iS l ^ ^^P&ed^aM 

n !„ ' language ; For when lenity and cruelt. 

£e^ d °“' the ^ S aLX C ls U lt 

Tucket sounds . Enter Montjoy 
Mont. You know me by my habit 
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K. Hen. Well then, I know thee ; What shall 1 
Mont My master's mind, [know of thee ? 

K. lien. Unfold it. 

Mont Thus says my king : — Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we seemed dead, we did but 
sleep ; Advantage is a better soldier, than rashness. 
Tell him, we could have rebuked him at Harfleur ; 
but that we thought not good to bruise an injury, 
till it were full ripe now we speak upon our cue, 
and our voice is imperial : England shall repent 
his folly, see his weakness, and admire our suffer- 
ance. Bid him, therefore, consider of his ransome ; 
which must proportion the losses we have borne, 
the subjects we have lost, the disgrace we have 
digested; which, in weight to re-answer, his petti- 
ness would bow under. For our losses, his exche- 
quer is too poor | for the effusion of our blood, the 
muster of his kingdom too faint a number ; and for 
our disgrace, his own person, kneeling at our feet, 
but a weak and worthless satisfaction. To this 
add— defiance : and tell him, for conclusion, he hath 
betrayed his followers, whose condemnation is 
pronounced. So far my king and master; so much 
my office. 

K. Hen. What is thy name ? I know thy quality. 
Mont Montjoy. [back, 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee 
And tell thy king, — I do not seek him now ; 

But could he willing to march on to Calais 
Wjthout empeachment : for, to say the sooth, 
(Though ’tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage,) 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled ; 

My numbers lessen’d ; and those few I have, 

Almost no hetter than so many French ; 

Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
t thought, upon one pair of English legs 
Did match three Frenchmen. — Yet, forgive me God, 
That I do brag thus I—this your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent 
Go, therefore, tell thy master, here I am 
My ransome, is this frail and worthless trunk : 

My army, but a weak and sickly guard ; 

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himself, and such another neighbour. 
Stand in our ways. There’s for thy labour, Montjoy. 
Go, bid thy army well advise himself: 
if we may pass, we will; if we be hinder’d, 

VVe shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 

The sum of all our answer 13 but this : 

We would not seek a battle, as we are ■; 

Nor, as we are, we say, we will not shun it: 

So tell your master. 

Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your high- 
pess. [Exit Montjoy. 

do. I hope, they vvill not come upon us now. 

K. Hen. We are in God’s hand, brothers, not in 
theirs. 

March to the bridge ; it now draws towards night : — 
Beyond the river we’ll encamp ourselves ; 

And on to-morrow bid them march away. [ Exeunt . 

cene VII. — The French Camp, near Agincourt 
Filter the Constable of France , the Lord Ram- 
bures, the Duke of Orleans, the Dauphin, and 
others. 

Con. Tut ! I have the best armour of the world. 
Would it were day I 

OrL You have an excellent armour ; but let my 
horse have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Europe. 

OrL Will it never be morning ? 

Dau. My lord of Orleans, and my lord high 
Constable, you talk of horse and armour, — 

OrL You are as well provided of both, as any 
prince in the world. 

Dau. What a long night is this !— — I will not 
change my horse with any that treads hut on four 
easterns. Ca, hat He bounds from the earth, as if I 


his entrails were nairs :7e cheval volant , the Pega. 
sus, qui a les narines defeul When I bestride him, 
I soar, l am a hawk: he trots the air; the earth 
sings, when he touches it; the basest horn of his 
hoof is more musical than the pipe of Hermes. 

OrL He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a 
beast for Perseus : lie is pure air and fire ; and the 
dull elements *of earth and water never appear in 
him, but only in patient stillness, while his ride, 
mounts him : he is, indeed, a horse ; and all othe 
jades you may call — beasts. 

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and 
excellent horse. 

, Dau. It is the prince of palfreys; his neigh is 
like the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance 
enforces homage. 

OrL No more, cousin. 

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, 
from the rising of the lark to the lodging of the 
Iamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it is a 
theme as fluent as the sea; turn the sands into elo 
quent tongues, and my horse is argument for them 
all : ’tis a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and 
for a sovereign’s sovereign to ride on; and for the 
world, (familiar to us, and unknown,) to lay apart 
their particular functions, and wonder at him. I 
once writ a sonnet in his praise, and began thus : 
W onder of nature. [mistress. 

OrL I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s 

Dau. Then did they imitate that which I com- 
posed to my courser ; for my horse is my mistress. 

OrL Your mistress bears well. 

Dau. Me well; which is the prescript praise and 
perfection of a good and particular mistress. 

Con. Ma foy ! the other day, methought, youi 
mistress shrewdly shook your back. 

Dau. So, perhaps, did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. O! then, belike, she was old and gentle • 
and you rode, like a Kerne of Ireland, your French 
hose off, and in your strait trossers. 

Con. You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Dau. Be warned by me then : they that ride so, 
and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs; I had ra- 
ther have my horse to my mistress. 

Con. I had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau. I tell thee, constable, my mistress wears 
her owu hair. 

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if I 
had a sow to my mistress. 

Dau. Le chien est retourne a son propre vomis 
sement , et la truie lavee au bourbier : thou makest 
use of any thing. 

Con . Yet I do not use my horse for my mistress ; 
or any such proverb, so little kin to the purpose. 

. Ham. My lord constable, the armour that I saw 
m your tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, upon it? 

Con. Stars, my Lord. 

Dau. Some ol them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many super- 
Uuously ; and ’twere more honour, some were away 

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises 
who would trot as well, were some of your brags’ 
dismounted. 

Dau. ’Would I were able to load him with hi 
desert ! Will it never be day ? I will trot to-mor 
row a mile, and my way shall be paved wi A 
English faces. 

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be face 
out of my way: But I would it were morning, fo 
I would fain be about the ears of the English. 

Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty 
English prisoners ? [you have them. 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere 

Oau. ’Tis midnight, 1 11 go arm myself. ( Exit. 

OrL The Dauphin longs for morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think, he will eat all he kills. 
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Orl By the white hand of my lady, he’s a gallant 
•- the oath. 


prince. 


Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread out 

Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentleman of 
Prance. . _ [«omg 

Con. Doing is activity : and he will still be 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Con ... Nor will do none to-morrow; he will keep 
that good name still. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that, by one that knows him 

Orl. What's he ? [better than yon. 

Con. Marry, he told me so himself: and he said, 
he cared not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not, it- is no hidden virtue in him. 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is ; never any body 
saw it, but his lackey: ’tisa hooded valour ; and, 
when it appears, it wiH bate. 

Orl . Ill will never said well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with — -There is flat- 
tery in friendship. [his due. 

Orl. And I will take up that with — Give the devil 

Con. Well placed ; there stands your friend for 
the devil: have at the very eye of that proverb, 
with — a pox of the devil. 

Orl. Y ou are the better at proverbs, by how much 

A fool’s bolt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

Orl . ’Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tent. 

Con. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Mess. The lord Grandpre. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. — 
Would it were day !— Alas, poormrryof England ! 
he longs not for the dawning, as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is this 
king of England, to mope with his fat-brained fol- 
lowers so far out of his knowledge ! 

Con . If the English had any apprehension, they 
would run away. 

Orl. That they lack ; for if their heads had any 
intellectual armour, they could never wear such 
heavy head-pieces. 

Ram. That island of England breeds very valiant 
creatures ; their mastiffs are of unmatchable cou- 
rage. 

Orl. Foolish curs ! that run winking into the 
mouth of a Russian hear, and have their heads 
crushed like rotten apples : You may as well say, — 
that’s a valiant flea, that dare eat his breakfast on 
the lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize with 
the mastiffs, in robustious and rough coming on, 
leaving their wits with their wives : and then give 
them great meals of beef, and iron and steel, they 
will eat like wolves, and fight like devils. 

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of 
beef. 

Cow. Then we shall find to-morrow— -they have 
only stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it 
time to arm : Come, shall we aboutit? [ten, 

. Orl. It is now -two o’clock : but let me see, — by 
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Enter Chorus. 

Oho. No w. entertain conjecture of a time, 

When creeping murmur, and the poring dark, 

Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to c-amp, through the foul womb of night. 
The hum of either army stilly sounds. 

That the fix’d sentinels almost receive 
The -secret whispers of each other’s watch : 

Fire answers fire ; and through their paly flames 
Each, battle sees the other’s umber’d face : 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs, 


Piercing the night’s dull ear and from the teat 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights. 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll. 

And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 

Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul. 

The confident and over-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 

So tediously away. The poor condemned English. 

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning’s danger ; and their gesture sad. 

Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats. 

Presente th them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold 

The royal captain of this ruin’d band, 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent. 

Let him cry-— Praise and glory on his head .1 
For forth he goes, and visits all his host ; 

Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile ; 

And calls them— -brothers, friends, and country men 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 

How dread an army hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night : 

But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint, 

With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty ; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks : 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all. 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night : 

And so our scene must to the battle fly ; 

Where, (O for pity !) we shall much disgrace— 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils. 

Right ill disposed, in brawl ridiculous, — 

The name of Agincourt : Yet, sit and see ; 

Minding true things by what their mockeries be. 

[Exit 

Scene I. — The English Camp at Agincourt. 
Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Gloster. 
ICHen . Gloster, ’tis true, that we are in greal 
danger; 

The greater therefore should our courage be. — 
Good-morrow, brother Bedford. — God Almighty 
There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 

Would men observingly distill it out; 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry : 
Besides, they are our outward consciences. 

And preachers to us all ; admonishing, 

That we should dress us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 

And make a moral of the devil himself. 

Enter Erpingham. 

Good-morrow, old sir Thomas Erpingham : 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France. 

Erp. Not so, my liege ; this lodging likes me bet 
Since I may say — now lie I like a king. [tei 

K. Hen. ’Tis good for men to love their presen 
Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : [p aim 

And, when the mind is quicken’d, out of doubt, 

The organs, though defunct and dead before, 

Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move 
With casted slough and fresh legerity. 

Lend me thy cloak, sir Thomas.— Brothers both. 
Commend me to the princes in our camp ; 

Do my good-morrow to them.: and, anon. 

Desire them all to my pavilion. 

Glo. We shall, my liege. {Exeunt Glos.andBedj 
Erp. Shall I attend your grace ? 

K. Hen. No. my good knight; 
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Go with my brothers to my lords of England ; 
l and my bosom most debate a while, 

And then I would no other company. 

Erp . The lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harry ! 

[Exit. 

K. Hen . God-a-mercy, old heart I thou speakest 
cheerfully. 

Enter Pistol. 

Pjst. Qulpala ? 

K. Hen. A friend 

Pint* Discuss unto me ; art thou officer? 

Or art thou base, common and populai ? 

K. Hen. 1 am a gentleman of a company. 

Pint. Trailestthou the puissant pike ? 

K. Hen. Even so: What are you? 

Piet. As good a gentleman as the emperor. 

K. Hen. Then you are better than the king. 

Pist. The king’s a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame; 

Of parents good, oi fist most valiant: 

I kiss his dirty shoes, and from my heart-strings 
l love the lovely b dly. What’s thy name ? 

K.Hen. Harry * Roy. 

Pist. Le Roy i Cornish name : art thou of 
Cornish c »w? 1 

If. Hen. No, I « -a a Welshman. 

Pist. Knowest thou Fluellen ? 

K.Hen. Yes. 

^ Pist. 'Fell him, I’ll knock his leek about his pate, 
Upon St. Davy’s day. 

K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in your 
cap that day, lest he knock that about yours. 

Pist. Art thou his friend ? 

K. Hen. And his kinsman too. 

Pist. The figo for thee then ! 

K. Hen. I tliank you : God be with you ! 

Pist. My name is* Pistol called. [Exit. 

K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower, severally . 

Gow. Captain Fluellen i 

Flu. So ! in the name of GhesV Christ, speak 
lower. It is the greatest admiration in the univer- 
sal ’oW, when the true and auncient prerogatifes 
and laws of the wars is not kept: if you would take 
the pains but to examine the wars of Potnpey the 
Great, you shall find, I warrant you, that there is 
no tiddle taddle, or pibble pabble, in Pompey’s 
camp ; I warrantyou, you shall find the ceremonies 
of the wars, and the cares of it, and the forms of it, 
and the sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to be 
otherwise. . [all night. 

Gow. Why, the enemy is loud; you heard him 
Flu. If the enemy is an ass and a fool, and a 
prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we 
should also, look you, be an ass, and a fool, and a 
prating coxcomb ; in your own conscience now ? 
Gow. I will speak lower. 

FU. I pray you and beseech you, that yon will. 

■ [Exeunt Gower and Fluellen. 
K. Hen. Though it appear a little. out of fashion, 
There is much care ana valour in this Welshman. 

Enter Bates, Court, and Williams. 

Court . Brother John Bates, is not that the moru- 
ngv which breaks yonder? 

Bates . I think it .be : but we have no great cause 
desire the approach of day. 

Will We see yonder the beginning of the day, 
ivt, I think, we shall never see the end of it. — 
Who goes there ? 

K. Hen « A friend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you . 

K. Hen. Under sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentleman : I pray you what thinks he of our estate ? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked Upon a sand, that 
look to be washed off the next tide. 



Bales. He hath not told his thought to the king ? 
K. Hen. No* nor it is not meet he should. For 



though I speak it to you, I think, the king is but n | 

man, as I am: the violet smells to him, as it doth ! 

to me : the element shoves to him, as it doth to me ? . !i 

all his senses have but human conditions: his cere- 
monies laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a 
man ; and though his affections are higher mounted 
than ours, yet, when they stoop, they stoop with the 
like wing; therefore, when he sees reason of fears, , 

as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same 
relish as ours are : Yet, in reason, no man should 
possess him with any appearance of fear, lest he, 
by showing it, should dishearten his army. 

Bates. He may show what outward courage he 
will: but, I believe, -as cold a night as ’tis, he could 
wish himself in the Thames up to the neck ; and so 
I would he were, and I by lam, at all adventures, 
so we were quit here 

K.Hen . By my troth, I will speak my conscience j 

of the king ; I think, he woula uot wish himscV I 

any where but where he is. 

Bates. Then, ’would he were here alone ; so sbodd 
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men’s 
lives saved. 

' K. Hen. I dare say, von love him not so ill, to wisbt 
him Here alone j howsoever you speak this, to feel 
other men’s minds: Methinks, I could not die any 
where so contented, as in the king’s company ; his 
cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. V 

Will. That’s more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after 
for we know enough, if we know we are the king’s 
subjects ; if his cause be wrong, our obedience to, 
the king wipes the crime of it out of us. 

Will. But, if the cause be not good, the king him’ 
self hath a heavy reckoning to make ; when all those 
legs, and arms, and hands, chopped off in a battle, 
shall join together at the latter day, and cry all— 

We died at such place; some, swearing; some, 
crying for a surgeon ; some, upon their wives left 
poor behind them ; some, upon the debts they owe; 
some, upon their children rawly left. I am afeard 
there are few die well, that die in battle ; for how 
can they charitably dispose of any thing, when blood 
is their argument? Now, if these men do not die 
well, it will be a black matter for the king, that led 
them to it; whom to disobey, were against ail pro- 
portion of subjection. 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent 
about merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the 
sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your rules, 
should be imposed upon his father, that sent him ; 
or if a servant, under his master’s command, trans- 
porting a sum of money, be assailed by robbers, and 
die in many irreconciied iniquities, you may call the 
business of the master the author of the servant’s 
damnation : — But this is not so : the king is not bound 
to answer the particular endings of his soldiers, the 
father of his son, nor the master of his servant; for 
they purpose not their death, when thev purpose 
their services. Besides, there is no king, be his 
cause never so spotless, if it come to the arbitrament 
of swords, can try it out with all unspotted soldiers. 

Some, peradventure, have on them the guilt of pre- 
medited and contrived murders; some, of beguiling 
virgins with the broken seals of perjury ; some, mak- 
ing the wars their bulwark, that have before gored 
the gentle bosom of peace with pillage and robbery 
Now, if these men have defeated the law, and outrun 
native punishment, though they can outstrip men, 
they have no wings to fly from God: war is his 
beadle, war is his vengeance ; so that here men are 
punished, for before- breach of the king’s k ws, in now * 
the king’s quarrel : where they feared the death, they # 
have borne life away; and, where they would be » 
safe, they perish. Th^n if they die unprovided, no 1 
more is the king guilty of their damnation, than he \ 
was before guilty of those impieties for the which 
they are now visited. Every subject’s duty is the 
king’s ; but every subject’s soul is j;is own. There- > 
fore should evfery soldier in the wars do as every sick. 
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man in his bed, wash every mote cut of his con- 
science : and dying- so, death is to him advantage ; 
or not dying, the time was blessedly lost, wherein 
*uch preparation was gained: and in him that es- 
capes, it were not sin to think, that making God so 
free an offer, lie let him outlive that day to see his 
ft greatness, and to teach others how they should 

prepare. 

Will. cc Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the 
ijl is upon his own head, the king is not to answer 

lr it* 

Bates. I do not desire lie should answer for me ; 
and yet I determine to tight lustily for him. 

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say, he would 
not be ransomed. 

Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully': 
but, when our throats are cut, he may be ransorped, 
and we ne’er the wiser. [word alter. 

K. Hen. Ifl live to see it, I will never trust his 
fiff Will. * Mass, you’ll pay him then I That’s a peril- 

III ous shot out of an elder gun, a poor and private 

1®' displeasure can do against a monarch! you may as 

HI well go about to turn the sun to ice, with fanning in 

III his face with a peacock’s leather. You’ll never 

111 trust his vvord after ! come, tis a foolish saying, 

lil; 1C. Hen . Your reproof is something too round; 

^ 1 should be angry with you, if the time were con- 

ill * fenient. 

|l|j Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live. 

||j! K. Hen. I embrace it. 

|1| Will. How shall I know thee again ? 

|f|; H. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will 

|!j: wear it in my bonnet: then, if ever thou dares t ac- 

Ih knowledge it, I will make it my quarrel. 

RJBl Will Here's my glove ; give me another of thine. 

X K. Hen. There. 

1 Will. This will I also wear in my cap; if ever I 

&ou come to me and say, after to-morrow, This is 

I mKm m V glove, by this hand, I will take thee a box on 

' jl the ear. 

$W K. Hen. If ever J live to see it, I will challenge it. 

Wm Will. Thou darest as well be hanged, 

iff K* Hon. Well, I will do it, though J take thee in 

mm the king’s company. 

HI Will. Keep thy word : fare thee well. 

m: Bates. Be friends, you English fools, be friends : 

m we have French quarrels enough, if you could tell 

fv how to reckon. 

f 1C. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty 
X French crowns to one, they will beat us; for they 

bear them on their shoulders : But it is no English 
X treason, to cut French crowns ; and, to-morrow, the 1 

1 king himself will be a clipper. [Exeunt Soldiers, j 

Upon the king ! let us our lives, our souls, 

If Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and 

I Our sins, lay on the king ;— we must bear all. 

O hard condition ! twin-born with greatness, 

Subjected to the breath of every fool, 

■ JJiJ'ose sen . se no raore cnn fe °l but his own wringing! i 

\\ hat infinite heart’s ease must kings neglect, r 

That private men enjoy ? 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 
have ceremony, save general ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

* What kind of god art thou, that suffer’st more 1 

Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshippers ? 

What are thy rents ? what are thy comings-in ? 

O ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 

What is the soul of adoration? 

Ait thou aught else but place, degree, and form 
creating awe and fear in other men ? * 

Wherein thou art less happy, being fear’d 
' Than they in fearing. 

What driuk’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet 
But poison’d flattery? 0, be sick, great greatness, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure I 

x iv ff * .*> ■ 


lhirikstthou, the fiery fever will go out 

With titles blown from adulation f 

'”'*11 It place to flexure and low bending? 

Laust thou, when thou command’st the beggar s knee. 


:i- Command^ the health of it? No, thou prom* di\am 
1 i Ihat play ’st so subtly with a king’s repose ; 

• n * arn a king, that find thee ; and I know, 

Ijl 1,<? no * the balm, the sceptre, and the ball, 

0 1 he sword, _ the mace, the crown imperial, 
is 1 he enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

d I he farced title running ’ fore the king, 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
e I hat beats upon the high shore of this world, 
r vr no * ad these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 

ISot all these, laid in bed majestical, 

9 Can s K e P so soundly as the wretched slave; 

Who with a body fill’d, and vacant mind, 

1 Gets him to rest, cramrn’d with distressful bread ; 

. Never sees horrid night, the child of hell ; 

: But, like a lackey, from the rise to set, 

, Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
’* pepsin Elysium ; next day, after dawn, 

3 V j/u 6 ’ and kelp Hyperion to his horse, 

- And follows so the ever-running year 

2 With profitable labour, to his grave : 

5 but for ceremony, such a wretch, 

1 rr 1 ? d j I H> / ! T P ^' a ys with toil, and nights with s J eep, 
r the fore : hand and vantage of a king. 

I ne slave, a member of the country’s peace, 

; Enjoys it ; but in gross brain little wots, 

v J tx* w J atc k the xing keeps to maintain the peace. 
Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 

Enter Erpincham. 

Hrp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your ab 
; Seek through your camp to find you. (sence 

n n „ , Good old knight, 

Collect them all together at my tent: 

1 11 be before thee. 

I shall do’t, my lord. [Exit 
it. Hen. O God of battles ! steel my soldiers’ 
hearts ! 

Possess them not with fear ; take from them mir 
1 ne sense of reckoning, if the opposed number* 
Biuck their hearts from them '—Not to-day, O Lord, 
G not to day, think not upon the fault 
M Tether made in compassing the crown! m 
a K j cha . rd > body have interred new ; 

And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears, 
loan from it issued forced drops of blood, 
rive hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither’d lianas hold up 
toward heaven, to pardon blood ; and I have built 
two chantries^ where the sad and solemn priests 
Smg- still for Richard’s soul. More will I do : 
though all that I can do, is nothing worth : 
tsince that my penitence comes after ail. 
imploring pardon. 

Enter Gloster. 

G/o. My liege! 

K. Hen. My brother Gloster’s voice ? — Ay 
I know thy errand, I will go with thee 
j Ine day, my friends, and all things stay for me. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The French Camp . 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and others. 
Orl. The sun doth gild our armour; up, my 
mrds. [quay l ha . 

Dau. M antes a cheval : — My horse ! valet I lac- 
Orl. O brave spirit ! 

Hau. Via ! les eaux et la terre — 

Orl Mien puis ? I' air et le feu — 

Dau. del l cousin Orleans.-— 

Enter Constable* 

Now, my lord Constable ! 

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service 
' neigh. .■ [hides* 

mP au : ?Mfunt them, and make incision in their 
t hat their hot blood may spin in English eyes. 

And dout thfem with superfluous courage : Hal 
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Mam. What, will you have them weep our 
horses’ blood ? 

How shall we then behold their natural tears? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . The English are embattled, you French 
peers. > [horse! 

Con . To horse, you gallant princes ! straight to 
Do but behold you poor and starved hand. 

And your fair show shall suck away their souls, 
Leaving them but the shales and husks of men. 

There is not work enough for all our hands ; 

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins. 

To give each naked cnrtle-ax a stain, 

That our French gallants shall to-day draw out. 

And sheath for lack of sport : let us but blow on 
them,' 

The vapour of our valour will o’erfcurn them 
’ Tis positive ’ gainst all exceptions, lords, 

That our superfluous lackeys, and our peasants, — 
Who, in unnecessary action, swarm 
A bout our squa res of battle, — were enough 
To purge this field of such a hilding foe ; 

Though we, upon this mountain’s basis by, , 

Took stand for idle speculation : / i 

But that our honours must not. What’s to say V 
A very little little let us do, . 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-sounance, and the note to mount : 

For our approach shall so much dare the field, > 

That England shall conch down in fear, and yield. 

Enter Grandpre. 

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords of 
France? 

Yon Island carrions, desperate of their bones, 

I’ll ikvour’dly become the morning field : 

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose, 

Androur air shakes them passing scornfully. 

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar’d host. 

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps. 

Their horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks, 

With torch-staves in their hand ; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips ; 
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes ; 
And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit 
Lies foul with chewed grass, still and motionless; 
And their executors, the knavish crows. 

Fly o’er them all, impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words, 

To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have said their prayers, and they stay 
for death. . [suits, 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners, and fresh 
And give their fasting horses provender. 

And after fight with them ? 

Con . I stay but for my guard ; On, to the field : 

I will the^ banner from a trumpet take, 

And use it for my haste. Come, come away ! 

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. (Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The English Camp. 

Enter the English Host ; Gloster, Bedford, 
Exeter, Salisbury,* and Westmoreland. 

Glo. Where is the king? 

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their bat- 
tle. [thousand. 

West. Of fighting men they have full threescore 
j Exe. There’s five to one ; besides, they all are 
fresh. 

Sal. God’s arm strike with us ! ’tis a fearful odds. 
God be' wi’ you, princes all ; I’ll to my charge ; 

If we no more meet, till we meet in heaven, 

Then, joyfully, — my noble lord of Bedford, — 

My dear lord Gloster, — and my good lord Exeter, — 
And my kind kinsman, — warriors all, adieu ! 

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury ; and good luck 
go with thee. 

Exe. Farewell, kind lord ; fight valiantly to day *. 


And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it. 

For thou art fram’d of the firm truth of valour, 

[Exit Salisbury 

Bed. He is as full of valour, as of kindness : 
Princely in both. 

West O that we now had here 

Enter King Henry. 

But one ten thousand of those men in England, 
That do no work to-day 1 

K. Hen. What’s he that wishes so ? 

My cousin Westmoreland? — No, my fair cousin: 

If we are marked to die, we are enough 
To do our country loss ; and if to live. 

The fewer men, the greater share of honour* 

God’s will ! I pray thee, wish not one man mo o 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold ; 

Nor care I, who doth feed upon my cost ; 

It yearns me not, if men my garments wear ; 
Suchoutward tilings dwell not in my desires: 

But, if it be a sin to covet honour, 

I am the most offending soul alive. 

No, ’faith, my coe, wish not a man from England. 
God’s peace ! I would not lose so great an honour. 
As one man more, methinks. would share from me. 
For the best hope I have 0 do not wish one 
more: 

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host. 
That he, who hath no stomach to this fight. 

Let him depart ; his passport shall be made. 


That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call’d — the feast of Crispian : 

He, that outlives this day, and comes safe home. 

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d, * 

A nd rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He, that shall live this day, and see old age. 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends, 

And say — to-morrow is Saint Crispian : 

Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars, 
And say, these wounds I had on Crispian’s day. 

Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot, 

But he’ll remember, with advantages, 

What feats he did that day: Then shall our names. 
Familiar in their mouths as household words, — . 
Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d : 

This story shall the good man teach his son ; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it shall be remember’d: 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers , 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 
Shall be my brother ; be he ne’er so vile, 

Til is day shall gentle his condition ; 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, 

Shall think themselves accurs’d, they were not 
here; 

And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speak, 
That fought with us upon Saint Urispian’s day. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with 
speed : 

The French are bravely in their battles set. 

And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Hen . AH things are ready, if our minds be so. 
West. Perish the man, whose mind is backward 
now ! [England, cousin ? 

K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from 
West. God’s will, my liege, would you and I 
alone, 

Without more help, might fight this battle ont I 
K. Hen . Why, now thou hast umvish’d fiv« 
thousand men ; 

Which likes me better, than to wish us one. — 

You know your places : God be with you ail l 
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Enter Montjoy. 


Once more I come to know of thee, king 
Harry, 

ff for thy ransome thou wilt now compound. 

Before thy most assured overthrow : 

For, certainly, thou art so near the gulf, 
liou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy, 
e Constable desires thee — thou wilt mind 
y followers of repentance; that their souls 
y make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
om off these fields, where (wretches) their poor 
ust lie and fester. [bodies 

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now ? 

Mont. The Constable of France. [back ; 

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answer 
d them achieve me, and then sell my bones. 

Good God! why should they mock poor fellows 
The man, that once did sell the lion’s skin [thus ? 
While the beast li v’d, was kill’d with hunting him. 

A many of our bodies shall, no doubt. 

Find native graves ; upon the which, I trust, 

Shall witness live in brass of this day’s, work : 

And those, that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills, 
They shall be fam’d; for there the sun shall greet 
them. 

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven ; 
Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime. 

The smell whereof shall breed a plague in France. 
Mark then a bounding valour in our English ; 

That, being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing, 

Break out into a second course of mischief. 

Killing in relapse of mortality. 

Let tue speak proudly ; — Tell the Constable, 

We are but warriors for the working-day: 
m Our gayness, and our gilt, are all besmirch’d 
With rainy marching in the painful field ; 

'There's not a piece of feather in our host. 

(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly,) 

A nd time hath worn us into slovenry : j 

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim : I 

And my poor soldiers tell me — yet ere night 
They’ll be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o’er the French soldiers’ heads, 
And turn them out of service. If they do this, 

(As, if God please, they shall,) my ransome then 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour ; 
Come thou no more for ransome, gentle herald : 

They shall have none, I swear, but these my joints : 
Which if they have as I will leave ’em to them. 

Shall yield them little, tell the Constable. 

_ Mont. I shall, king Harry. And so fare thee well : 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit. 
K. Hen. I fear, thou’lt once more come again for 
ransome. 

Enter the Duke of York. 

York. My lord/most humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward. 

K. Hen. Take it, brave York.— Now, soldiers, 
march away 

Amd how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The Field of Battle. 

Alarums. Excursions. Enter French Soldier, 
Pistol, and Boy. ? 

Pist. Yield, cur. 

Fr. SolJepense, que vous estes le gentilhomme 
ae bonne quahte. 

Pist. Quality, call you me? — Construe me, art 
thou a gentleman ? What is thy name ? discuss. 

Fr. Sol. 0 seigneur Dieu l 
' Fist. O signieur Dew should be a gentleman 
Perpend my words, 0 signieur Dew, and mark 
O fwgjmeur Dew, thou diest on point of fox, 

EicepL O signieur, thou do give to me 
Fgvemus ransome. v J \moy! 

Jfr. iwk O, prenez misencorde ! ayez pitie de 


Pist. Moy shall not serve, I will have forty moys 
For I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat. 

In drops of crimson blood. [de ton bras 1 

Fr. Sol. Est il impossible deschapper la fmros 
Pist. Brass, cur! 

Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat, 

Olfer’s t me brass ? 

Fr. Sol. 0 pardonness moy - 
Pist. Say’st thou me so? is that a top of moys ? 
Come hither, boy; Ask me this slave in French, 
What is his name. 

Boy. Escoutes : Comment estes vous appelle f 
Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He says, his name is — master Fer. 

Pis(. Master Fer! Til fer him, and firk him, 
and ferret him : — discuss the same in French unto 
him. [and firk. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, 
Pist. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat 
Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur ? 

Boy . II me commando de vous dire que vous 
faites vous prest car ce soldat icy est dispose 
tout ct cette mure de couper voslre gorge . 

Pist. Guy, couper gorge, par in a foy, pesant, 
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ; 

Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword. 

Fr. Sol. 0, je vous supplie pour V amour de 
Dieu, me pardonner! Je suis gentilhomme de 
bonne maison ; gardes ma vie , etje vous donnerai 
deux cents ecus. 

Pist. What ar*fe his words ? 

Boy. He prays you to save his life : he is a gen- 
tleman of a good house ; and, for his ransome, he 
will give you two hundred crowns. 

Pist. Tell him, — my fury shall abate, and 1 
The crowns will take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il ? 

Boy . Encore qu'il est contre son jurement , de 
pardonner aucnn prisonnier ; neantmoins, pour 
les escus que vous laves promts , il est content de 
vous donner la liberte, lefranchisement. 

Fr Sold. Sur mes genoux, je vous donne mills 
remerciemens : etje m’estime heureux queje suis 
tombe entre les mains d'un chevalier , je pense , le 
phis brave, valiant, et tres distingue seigneur 
dAngleterre. 

Pist. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon [his kness, a thousand 
thanks; and he esteems himself happy that he hath 
fallen into the hands of (as he thinks) the most brave, 
valorous, and trice- worthv signieur of England. 

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show. — 
Follow me, cur [Exit Pistol. 

Boy. Suives vous le grand capitaine . 

[Exit French Soldier. 

I did never know so full a voice issue from so 
empty a heart : but the saying is true,—' "The empty 
vessel makes the greatest sound. Bardolph, and 
Nym, had ten times more valour than this roaring 
devil i’tjhe old play, that every one may pare his 
nails with a wooden dagger; and they are both 
hanged ; and so would this be, if he durst steal any 
thing adventurously. I must stay with the lackeys, 
with the luggage of our camp: the French might 
have a good prey of us, if he knew of it; for there is 
none to guard it, but boys. [Exit. 

Scene Y.— Another Part of the Field of Battle, 
Alarums . Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon, 
Constable, Rambures, and others , 

Con. 0 diable ! [ perdu . 

Orl. 0 seigneur! — le jour est perdu, tout est 
Dau. Mort de ma vie ! all is confounded, all I 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes.— 0 meschante fortune i 
Do not run away. (A short alarum) 

Can. Why, all our ranks are broke. 

Dau* 0 perdurable shame I — let’s stab ourselves. 

Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice for? 

OyJ. Is this the king we sent to for his ransome ? 
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JBmer. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but 
shame ! ■ ' , . 

Let us die instant : Once more back again ; 

And he that will not follow Bourbon now. 

Let him go hence, and, with his cap in hand, 

Like a base pander, bold the chamber-door, 

YVhilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog, 

His fairest daughter is contaminate. 

Con . Disorder, that hath spoil’d us, friend us now ! 
Let us, in heaps, go offer up our lives 
Unto these English, or else die with fame. 

Qrl. YVe are enough, yet living in the field, 

To smother up the English in our throngs, 

If any order might be thought upon, [throng ; 

JSowr. The devil take order now! I’ll to the 
Let life be short ; else, shame will be too long. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — Another Part of the Field. 
Alarums. Enter King Henry and Forces ; Exe- 
, ter, and others. 

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice- valiant 
countrymen : 

But all’s not done, yet keep the French the field. 
Exe. The duke, of York commends him to your 
majesty. [this hour, 

K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle ? thrice, within 
I saw him down : thrice up again, and fighting ; 
From helmet to the spur, all blood he was, 

Exe. In which array, (brave soldier,) doth he lie, 
Larding the plain : and by his bloody side, 
i Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,) 

The noble earl of Suffolk also lies. 

Suffolk first died: and York, all haggled over. 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay iusteep’d, 

And takes him by the beard; kisses the gashes. 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face_ ; 

And cries aloud, — Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk 1 
My soul shall thine keep [ company to heaven : 
Tarry , sweet soul, for mine, then fly, a-breast : 
As, in this glorious and well-foughten field, 

W e kept together in our chivalry / 

Upon these words I came, and cheer’d him up . 

He smil’d mein the face, raughfc me his hand. 

And, with a feeble gripe, says — Dear my lord. 
Commend my service to my sovereign I 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw his wounded arm and kiss’d his lips ; 

And so, espous’d to death, with blood he seal’d 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc’d 

Those waters from me, which I would have stopp’d ; 

But I had not so much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into my eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 

K. Hen. I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they wifi issue too. — (Alarum.) 
But, hark ! what new alarum is this same ? — 

The French have reinforc’d their scatter’d men : — 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners ; 

Give the word through. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Another Part of the Field. 

A larums. Enter Fluellen and Gower. 
Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage ! ’tis expressly 
against the law of arms : ’tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be offered in the 
’orld : In your conscience now, is it not? 

Gow. ’Tis certain, there’s not a boy left alive; 
and the cowardly rascals, that ran from the battle, 
have done this slaughter : besides, they have burned 


gallant king 

Flu. Ay, he was porn at Montmonth, captain 
Gower: What call you the town’s name, where 
Alexander the pig was porn? 

Gow. Alexander the great 




Fht. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great ? The 
pig, or the great, or the mighty, or the nuge,or th«> 
.magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save the 
phrase is a little variations. 

Goiv. I think, Alexander the great was bom m 
Macedon ; his father was called Philip of Macedon, 
as I take it. 

Flu. 1 think, it is in Macedon, where Alexander 
is porn. I tell you, captain, —If you look in the 
maps of the ’orld, I warrant, you shall find, in the 
comparisons between Macedon and Monmouth, that 
the situations, look you, is both alike. There is a 
river in Macedon ; and there is also moreover a river 
at Monmouth : it is called Wye, at Monmouth; but 
it is out of my prams, what is the name of the other 
river : but ’tis all one, ’tis so like as my fingers is to 
my fingers, and there is salmons in both. If you 
mark Alexander’s life well, Harry of Monmouth’s life 
is come after it indifferent well ; for there is figures 
in all things. Alexander (God knows, and you 
know,) in his rages, and his furies, and his wraths, 
and his cholers, and his moods, and his displeasures, 
and Ins indignations, and also being a little intoxi- 
cates in his prains, did, in his ales and his angers, 
look you, kill his pest friend, Clytns. 

Gow. Our king is not like him in that; he never 
killed any of his triends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an end and 
fiuished. I speak but in the figures and compari 
sons of it : As Alexander is kill his friend Clytns, 
being in his ales and his cups ; so also Harry Mon- 
mouth, being in his right wits and his goot judg- 
ments, is turn away the fat knight with the great 
nelly-doublet : he was full of jests, and gipes. and 
knaveries, and mocks ; I am forget his name. 

Gow. Sir John Falstaff. 

Flu. That is he : I can tell you, there is goot men 
porn at Monmouth.’ 

Goto. Here comes his majesty. 

Alarum. Enter King Henry with a part of tko 
English Forces ; Warwick, Gloster, Exeter, 

and others. 

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to France 
Until this instant. — Take a trumpet, herald ; 

Ride thou unto the horsemen on yon hill ; 

If they will fight with ns, bid them come down, 

Or void the field ; they do offend our sight : 

If they’ll do neither, we will come to them ; 

And make them skirr away, as swift' as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 

Besides, we’ll cut the throats of those, we have; 
And not a man of them, that we shall take. 

Shall taste our mercy : — Go, and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my 
liege. 

Glo . His eyes are humbler than they us’d to be. 

K. Hen. How now! what means this, herald? 
know’st thou not, 

That I have fin’d these bones of mine for ransome? 
Com’st thou again for ransome ? 

Mont . No, great king : 

I come to thee for charitable license. 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field. 

To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 

To sort out nobles from our common men ; 

For many of our princes (woe the while!) 

| Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood ; 

(So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes; ;) and their wounded r feeds 
| Fret fetlock deep in gore, and, with wild rage, 
i Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters, 

| Killing them twice. O, give us leave, gieat king, 
i To view the field in salety, and dispose 
| Of their dead bodies. 

K. Hen. , I tell thee truly, herald 

I I know not if the day be ours, or no *. 
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For yet a many of yonr horsemen peer 
And gallop o’er the field. 

Mont. The day is yours. [for it ! — 

. sn ‘ .Rraised be God, and not our strength. 
What is this castle call’d, that stands hard by? 
Mont They call it — Agincourt. 

K. Hen . Then call we this— the field of Agin- 
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. [court. 
Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory, an’t 
please your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward 
the plack pnnce of Wales, as I have read in the 
liromcles, /ought a most prove pattle here in 
K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. [France. 

. */«..* our majesty says very true: if your ma- 
jesties is remem bered of it, the Welshmen did goo t 
service m a garden where leeks did grow, wearing 
leeks in then Monmouth caps ; which, your majesty 
knows, to this hour is an honourable padeeofthe 
service; and, I do believe, your majesty ‘takes no 
scorn to wear the leek upon Saint Tavy’s day. 

K. Men. I wear it for a memorable honour: 

air l you kaovv ’ £ ood countryman. 

Mu- A; 11 the water in Wye cannot wash your 
majesty s Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell 
you that : Got pless it and preserve it, as long as it 
pleases Ins grace, and his majesty too 1 
KyHen. Thanks, good my countryman. 

r fJ U ' C l ies ?’ 1 an ? y° ur majesty’s countryman, 
i care not who know it; I will confess it to all the 

nrn;iA ne r ? 0t t0 i be ashamed of yonr majesty, 
praised be God, so long as your majesty is an ho- 
nest man. . 

K, Hen. God keep me so!— Our heralds go witll 
Bung me just notice of the numbers dead 
Un both our parts. — Call yonder fellow hither. 

[Points to Williams. Exeunt Monti ov 
and others. 

Aire. Soldier, you must come to the king, 
lily c'lpF’ k 0 Cbei ' J wh y wear’st thou that glove in 

Will. An’t please your majesty, ’tis the gage of 
one (Imt 1 should fight withal, if iJbe alive! g S 
Tfr-Ti ’ *^ n Englishman ? 

Will. An’t please your majesty, a rascal that 
swaggered with me last night : who, if ’a live, and* 
e/er dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn to j 
take him a box o the ear : or, if I can see my glove \ 
m his cap, (which he swore, as he was a soldier he 
would wear, lfnhvel I will strike it out soundly. 

^ Hen. What think you, captain Fluellen? is it 
fit this soldier keep his oath ? 

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an’t please ( 
majesty, m my conscience. F j 

K. Hen. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of T 
great sort quite from the answer of his ferae °* * 

; Q \? T Tb ^ h goot a gentleman as thetevil 

is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it is neces- 

“ f he ITl ^ ace ’, tha ‘ he kee P b» vow and his 
path . it he be perjured, see you now, his reputation Io 

SLJf al ■ unt a villain, and a Jack-sauce, as ever his m 
my con S scfenceJa POn Got ’ s S round “d bis earth, in 
merffe % V ° W ’ ^ when thon m 

P 7 i So fwill, my liege, as I live. . ‘‘ 

rr^77 TT* servest thou «»der? a 

Wdl. Under captain Gower, my liege. : p< 

goot know- U 

soldier - ? 

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen; wear thou this favour S " 

iis^r d T if 
iTnZZT any such ’ WtJ ! 


faiu see the man, that has but two legs, that shall 
** nd himself aggnefed at this glove, that is all: but 
* J, W0ldd lam see it once ; an please Got of his grace 
?th, that I might see it. £ ate ’ 

if. Hen, Knowest thou Gower ? 

He is my dear friend, an please you. 

nrt tofyfS: ^ ^ S ° *** ^ blio S bin. 
an t Flu. I will fetch him. fFr»> 

SS n f H Sf' f- v ,0 [ d f Warwick, and my brother 
% T? °T t,uell en closely at the heels : [Gloster, 

re Itjtf whlC ’i 1 ha , v . e siv f n ,l!nl for a favour, 
ce. May, haply, purchase him a box o’the ear: 

na I xxr S *! S(dd >ei‘’s; fe y bargain, should 

? ot Wear it myself. Follow good cousin Wmvick: 

ing If that the soldier strike him, (as, 1 judge 

11S bbint bearing, he "will keep his word,) 

.he home sudden mischief mav arise of it * 
no ror I do know Fluellen valiant, ’ 

And, tqnch’d with choler, hot as gunpowder 
And quickly will return an injury : 
hollow, and see there be no harm between them.— 
ur Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exeunt, 

it Scene YJU.—Bef ore King Henry's Pavilion . 

Enter Gower and Williams. 
n Will 1 warrant, it is to knight you, captain. 

16 Enter Fluellen. 

I’ F { u - Got ’ s will and his pleasure, captain, I „e- 
a : “echyounow, come apace to the king: there is 

I more goot toward yon, perad venture, than is in 

“ yonr knowledge to dream of. 3 m 

Will. Sir, know you this glove ? M ove 

Know the glove V I know, the glove is J 
y Will. I know this; and thus I challenge it 

Flu. ’Sblud, an arrant traitor, as anfs?n theim 

0 versal ’odd, or in France, or in England! * 

if TTT-n -S ow now \ S1T - y° u villain ? 

Will. Do you think TU be forsworn? 

tlu. fetand away, captain Gower; l will Five 

t tre i£v n ; h r S paym ? t . lat0 P lows > I warrant you. S 
J Will. I am no traitor. ^ 

Flu. That’s a lie in thy throat.— I charge you m 

! the apprehe,ld Wm -• ha ’ a a frmnd 0 / 

Enter Warwick and Gloster. 

War. How now, how now! what’s m a 

rff • yi Iord f Wa n«ct; here is (p,™ed be 

Got for it!) a most contagious treason come to liaht 
bok you, as you shall desire in a summer’s Tv 
Here is Ins majesty. icr s ad J* 

Enter King Henry and Exeter. 

r/ P ow “ owI . what’s the matter? 

Mu. My liege, here is a villain, and a traitor that 
look your grace, has struck the glove, which vour 
“SS& ontf ihe helmet of Alenin J 
rill. My liege, this was my glove: here is tlm 
fellow of it: and he, that I gave ft to in chSw 

if he dM ' V T ar ^ Cap, “ ]t . p L romised to strike £m, 

II he did . I met this man with my glove in his can 

and I have been as good as my word. l i 

Mu. Your majesty hear now, (saving vour ma 
jesty s -manhood,) _ what an arrant, rascally, beg- 
^ ar 7 > J?»sy knave it is : I hope, your majestv is nefr 
me testimony, and witness, and avouchments that 

1 this is the glove of Alen 9 on, that your mSy 

PW"J, m vour conscience now. » 

• Iae n th y & Io ve, soldier ; Look, here 

0 Strike Tnl /j 4 ’ T' v n 3 . r > Indeed, fhou promised’st 
to stride , and thou hast given me most bitter terms. 

for it iftd P e * aSS y ° Ur m A e f y ’ let his neck ans wet ■ 
l°r it, if there is any martial law in the ’odd. 

Wm 6n i 11 Canst th ?^ make me satisfaction? 
win. All offences, my liege, come from the heart* 

m!ijcsty ame aDy fr ° m mlne> ‘ hat ra « ht offend you. 
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X. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will, Your majesty came not like yourself: yon 
aopeared to me but as a common man : witness the 
night, your garments, your lowliness ; and what your 
highness suffered under that shape, I beseech you, 
take it for your own fault, and not mine : for had you 
oeen as I took you for, I made no offence ; therefore, 

1 beseech your highness, pardon me. 

K. Hen, Here, uncle Exeter, dll this glove with 
crowns, 

A nd give it to this fellow.- -Keep it, fellow ; 

And wear it for an honour in thy cap, 

Till 1 do challenge it. — Give him the crowns : — _ 

And, captain, you must needs be friends with him. 

Flit. By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle enough in his pelly: — Hold, there is twelve 
pence for you, and I pray you to serve Got, and keep 
you out ol prawls, and prabbles, and quarrels, and 
dissensions, and, I warrant yon, it is the petter for 
Will, 1 will none of your money. [you. 

Flu . It is with a goot will ; 1 can tell you, it will 
serve you to mend your shoes: Come, wherefore 
should you be so pushful ? your shoes is not so goot: 
’tis a goot silling, I warrant you, or 1 will change it. 
Enter an English Herald, 

IC Hen. Now, herald; are the dead number’d? 
Her. Here is the number of the slaughter’d 
French. ( Delivers a paper.) 

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken, 
uncle ? 

Exe. Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the king ; 
John duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouckmalt : 

Of other lords, and barons, knights, and squires, 

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. [French, 
K. Hen. This note cloth tell me often thousand 
That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this number, 
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-six : added to these, 

Of knights, esquires and gallant gentlemen, _ 

Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which, 

Five hundred were but yesterday dnbb’d knights: 

So that, in these ten thousand they have lost. 

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries; 

The rest are — princes, barons, lords, knights, 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. [’squires, 
The names of those their nobles that lie dead, — 
Charles De-la-bret, high constable of France ; 

Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France ; 

The master of the cross-bows, lord Rambures ; 
Great-master of France, the brave sir Guischard 
Dauphin; 

John duke of Alen^on; Antony duke of Brabant, 
The brother to the duke of Burgundy; 

And Edward duke of Bar : of lusty earls, 

Grandpre, and Roussi, Faucomberg, and Foix, 
Beaumont, and Marie, Vaudemont, and Lestrale. 
Here was a royal fellowship of death ! — 

Where is the number of our English dead ? 

( Herald presents another paper.) 
Edward the duke of York, the earl of Suffolk, 

Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam, esquire : 

None else of name ; and of all other men, 

But five and twenty. O God, thy arm was here, 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 

Ascribe we all. — When, without stratagem, 

But in plain shock, and even play of battle, 

Was ever known so peat and little loss, 

On one part and on tn’ other ?— Take it, God, 

For it is only thine I 
Exe- ’Tis wonderful ! 

K. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the village : 
And be it death proclaimed through our host, 

To boast of this, or take that praise from God, 
Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, to 
Jell how many is killed ? [ledgment, 

K. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this acknow- 
That God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, lie did us great goot. 
K. Hen . Do we all holy rites ; 
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Let there be sung Non nobis, and Te De*tm 
The dead with charity enclos’d in clay, 

We’ll then to Calais ; and to England then ; 

Where ne’er from France arriv’d more happy men. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT Y. 

Enter Chorus. [story, 

Cho. Vouchsafe to those, that have not read the 
That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things. 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Towards Calais : grant him there ; there seen. 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts. 
Athwart the sea : Behold, the English beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and boys, 
Whose shouts and claps out- voice the deep-mouth’d 
Which, like a mighty w hither ’fore the Icing, [sea. 
Seems to prepare his way : so let him land, 

And solemnly, see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace hath thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath: 

Where that his lords desire him, to have borne 
His bruised helmet, and his bended sword, 

Before him, through the city : he forbids it. 

Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride, 
Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent, « 

Quite from himself, to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-house of thought, 
How London doth pour out her citizens 1 
The mayor, and all his brethren, in best sort, — 

Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, — 

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Caesar in t 
As, by a lower but by loving likelihood, 

Were now the general of our gracious empress 
(As, in good time, he may,) from Ireland coming. 
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword. 

How many would the peaceful city quit. 

To welcome him? much more, and much more cause, 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ; 
(As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the king of England’s stay at home : 

The emperor’s coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them;) and omit 
All the occurrences, whatever chanc’d, 

Till Harry’s back-return again to France; 

There must we bring him^and myself have play’d 
The interim, by remembering you— 'tis past. 

Then brook abridgment ; and your eyes advance 
After your thoughts, straight back again to France 

[Exit. 

Scene I. — France. An English Court of Guard. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower, 

Goiv. Nay, that’s right : but why wear you your 
leek to-day ? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

Flu „ There is occasions and causes why and 
wherefore in all things : I will tell you as my friend, 
captain Gower ; The rascally, scald, beggarly, lousy, 
pragging knave, Pistol, — which you and yourself, 
and all the ’orld, know to be no petter than a fellow, 
look you now, of no merits, — he is come to me, 
and prings me pread and salt yesterday, look you, 
and bid me eat my leek ; it was in a place where / 
could not breed no contentions with him ; but 1 
will be so pold as towearit in my cap, till I see him 
once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 
my desires. 

Enter Pistol. 

Goto. Why, here he comes, swelling like a tar- 
key cock. 

Flu. ’Tis no matter for his swellings, nor his 
turkey-cocks.— Got pless you, ancient Pistol 1 you 
scurvy, lousy knave. Got pless you I 

Pist. Ha fart thou Beldam ? Dost thou thirst, base 
To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web ? [Trojan, 
Hence I I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave 
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at my desires, and my requests, and my petitions, 
to eat, look you, this leek ; because, look you, you 
do not love it, nor your affections, and your appe- 
tites, ana your digestions, does not agree with it, I 
would desire you to eat it. 

Pjst Not tor Cadwaliader, and all his goats, 
t ^l iere * s one S QRt por y°«- ( Strikes him.) 

vv in you be so goot, scald knave, as eat it ? 

Fist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Fh. You say very true, scald knave, when Got’s 
wili is : I will desire you to live in the mean time 
™ yoyr victuals ; come, there is sauce for it! 

( Striking him again.) You called me yesterday 
rfiountam-squire r but I will make you to-day a squire 
id low degree. I pray you, fall to ; if you can mock 
a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, captain ; you have astonished him. 
Mu. 1 say, I will make him eat some part of my 
leek, or 1 will peat his pate lour days : — Pite, I pray 
yo, p\ J* Sjotfo? your green wound, and your 
i Must I bite ? [ploody coxcomb. 

flu. 1 es, certainly ; and out of doubt, and out 
oi questions too, and ambiguities. 

l ist. By this leek, I will most horribly revenge; 
i eat, and eke I swear— ’ 

f pray you: Will you have some more 
sauce to your leek ? there is not enough leek to 
svYtf&r by. • w 

Pisi. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see, I eat. 
Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily, 
play, pray you, throw none away; the skin is goot 
for your proken coxcomb. When you take occa- 
srnns to see leeks hereafter, I pray you, mock at 
P 00 f , ‘ fthem ; that is all. 

Phi % I eekS g00t : r Ho,d you > thm a 
f g u t! j- Jsroat to heal your pnte. 
flu. Yes, verily, and in truth, you shall take it * or 

t ha ve another leek m my pocket, which you shall eat. 

ill ,!■ i thy ' froat ’ ia ean,est of revenge 
i ta. if i owe you any thing, I will twv m,, 
fudge Is; you shall be a woodmonger, and bnv no 
dung of me Imt cudgels. God be wi’ you, and teen 
you. and heal your pate. S ’ fi ?? 

Pist. All hell shall stir for this. ' ‘ 

g ° ; y0 ", ar . e a counterfeit cowardly ‘ 
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition — h/ ’ 
gun upon an honourable respect, and worn as a me" ’ 

uorable trophy of predeceased valour, and dare < 
have seen yoS gWeking aafgallLfaT this'gentle’ J 

ye well. 0 ” eSCh y0U 4 g<,od En S Iish condition. Pare 'J 
Pist Doth fortune play the huswife with nt»» q 

o/rm^jf & ; Ne “ is dead «» ^ ' | 

nw T f !T e ray rend , e ?. vous is quite cut off. V 

Old I do wax ; and from my weary limbs X 

inH°r ,S r ds f d - Well; bawd will I turn, T 
Andsomethingean to cutpurse of quick hand S 

3 o tog and will 1 .steal, and there I’ll stea 7 A 

And pa tches will I get unto these scars. 

And swear, I got them m the Gallia wars. [Exit. VI 


And (as a branch and member of this royalty, 

M great assembly is contrivUV * 

Yy e do salute you, duke of Burgundy 
And, princes French, and peers, health to yon all, 
Mr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your face. 
Most worthy brother England ; fairly met 
bo are you, princes English, every one. 

a Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting. 

As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
Agamst the French, that met them in their bent, 

I he fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 

Ihe venom of such looks, we fairly hope. 

Have lost their quality; *tnd that this day 

bfiaH change all griefs, and quarrels, into love, 
il. Hen. i o cry amen to that, thus we armenr. 


and other Lords ; at another , the French Kina 
^ad^ P }^ E ^h the n r i incess Ka thabin£, Lords 
Trth?.’ ® C ' th& Duhe °F liuHGUND Y, and his 

■ Ben ' t0 this meeting, wherefore we are 

Cnto opr brother Prauce.-and to our sister 
Health and fair time of day:— joy and good wishes 
To oar most fair and princely cousin Katharine ; 


rr rr °rn — quarrels, into love. 

w n ? en ’ J ° p T rT n *? tbat > th »s we appear, 

v % / m r ?'¥ Jsh p J n \ ces aI1 > * do salute you 

J BzwvMy duU to you both, on equal love, 

w Great kings durance and Englaad! That I have 

at With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours, 
To brm£ your most imperial majesties 
' i bn to this bar and royal interview, 

Yoar mightiness on both parts best can witness. 

* »““•* “ e » my oftce hatli so far prevail’d. 

° —■hat, face to face, and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted* let it not disgrace me. 

|* T { demand, before this royal view, 
h x Y r i iat J u k or what impediment, there is, 
t Why that the naked, poor, and mangled peace, 

I ^T*V lenties ' and joyful births, 

t Should not, in this best garden of the world, 

*: Yr T er u le F r n T1 p e> ^ U P her Iovel y visage ? 
f £ K s ] J) e h l th f ron i Franc , e t0 ° ion g been chased 
- And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps 
>r Corrupting in its own fertility, 
t. Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart 
lf^ n ^ d<3leS: 1)ed £ es even-pleached,*— 

° Pnf f P 7 u°?* ers over "g r own with hair, 

° Til *? rth tT rd 1 r d , twi ff* : her fel iow leas 
5 n ix . eI} hemIock > rank fumitoiy, 

' TU T 0 t m P 5 n ; '? bUe tbat the coulter rusts, 

I hat should deracinate such savagery : 

r f ver } , n ^ ac1 ^ erst brought sweetly forth 

■ Wantl t tZ Shp ’ b^net^and green clover, 
th k aI1 ““corrected, rank, 

Rn? h CI f ? i b j lioness ; and nothing teems, 

But hateful docks, rough thistles, Secksies burn 
Losing both beauty and utility. ' * 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges 

Evt, r n ’“ he,r nator S s ' to wildness 7 

^ven so our houses, and ourselves, and children 
Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time ’ 

Ent ff”"n ^ lat should become onr country ; 
Tlnf^n’ ‘ k n sava S es »— as soldiers will, * 

I hat nothing do but meditate on blood,— 

And everv fb- ani5 *f <e . m loot, » diffus ’ d attire. 

And every thing that seems unnatural. 

to redu . c f ‘“to onr former favour, 
rru° u A re assembled : and my speech entreats 
1 hat I may know the let, wl/y gentle peice 

And hl/ 10t eXp ^i ^t 1086 “conveniences. 

And bless ns with her former qualities. fpeace 

Ttr| ^ en ' of Burgundy, you Wutild tii« 

Wh“ch v™ 1 i , r S -fr th t0 tl,e ^Perfections 
w if e ^ ” 5 ? ,te f> y°" nlllst b«y that peace 
W th f„l| aocord (0 a]| demands • P 

W hose tenours and particufar effects ’ 

1 °' ,hav ^ onschedurd briefly, in your hands 

them; toth 'S ' 

^betoresoni^te^-i 

Kr. King. I have but with a cursorary eye 

To a ifi! niff d the ar , tlcIes i P^ase th your grace 
>p 0 ume of your council presently 

j o sit with «s once more, with better heed 
t re survp y them, we will, suddenly 
Hass o'Jir accept, and peremptory answer 
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K. lien. Brother, we shall. — Go, r.ncle Exeter, — 

A nd brother Clarence, — and you, brother Gloster, — 
Warwick, — and Huntingdon -go with the king, 

And take with you free power, to ratify, 

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advantageable for our dignity, 

Any thing in, or out of, our demands ; . 

And we'll consign thereto. — Will you, fair sister 
Go with the princes, or stay here with us? 

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, l will go with them; 
Haply, a woman’s voice may do some good. 

When* articles, too nicely urg’d, be stood on. 

K. Hen. Yet, leave our cousin Katharine here with 
She is our capital demand, compris’d [us; 

Within the fore-rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

[Exeunt all but Henry , Katharine , 
and her Gentlewoman. 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair ! 

Wi«l you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms, 

Such as will enter at a lady’s ear, 

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I cannot 
speak your England, 

K. Ben , O lair Katharine, if you will love me 
soundly with your French hearty I will be glad to 
hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
tongue. Do you like me, Kate ? . . (me. 

Kath. Pardonnez-moy , I cannot tell vat is — like 
. K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate ; and you are 
like an angel. . [angesl 

KatJuQue diliU que je suis semblable ales 

Alice, they, vrayment, (sauf vostre grace) ainsi 
dit-il. 

K. Hen. I. said so, dear Katharina ; and I must 
not blush to affirm it. [pleines de tromp cries. 

Kath, 0 bon JDieul les langues des homines sont 

K . Hen , What says she,, fair one? that the 
tongues of men are full of deceits? 

Alice. Guy ; dat de tongues of de mans is be full 
of deceits : dat is de princess. 

K. Hen The princess is the better English-wo- 
oian. ITaith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy under- 
standing : I am glad, thou canst speak no better 
English ; for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst find me 
such a plain king, that thou wouldst think I had 
sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no ways 
to mince it in love, but directly to say — I love you ; 
then, if you urge me further than to say— -Do you in I 
faith ? 1 wear out my suit. Give me your answer; ! 
i'faith, do ; and so clap hands and a bargain ; How 
say you, lady? 

Kath . Sauf vostre honneur , me understand well. 

K. Hen. Many, if you would put me to verses, 
or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid me : 
for the one, I have neither words nor measure; and 
for the other, I have no strength in .measure, yet a 
reasonable measure in strength.. If I could win a 
lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle 
with my armour on my back, under the correction 
of bragging be it spoken, I should quickly leap into 
a wife. Or, if I might buffet for my love, or bound 
my horse for her favours, I could lay on like a but- 
cher, and sit like a jackanapes, never oft’ : but, be- 
fore God, I cannot look greenly, nor gasp out my 
eloquence, nor I have no cunning in protestation ; 
only downright oaths , which I never use till urged , 
nor never break for urging. If thou canst love a 
fellow of this temper, Kate, whose face is not worth 
, sun-burning, that never looks in his glass for love 
* of any thing he sees there,, let thine eye be thy cook. 

I speak to thee plain soldier : If thou canst love me 
for this, take me : if not to say to thee— that I shall 
die, is true ; but — for thy love, by the lord, no ; yet 
I love thee too. ^ And while thou livest, dear Kate, 
take a fellow of plain and uncoined constancy ; for 
lie perforce must do thee right, because he hath not 
the gift to woo in other places ; for these fellows of 
infinite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into 
ladies’ favours,— -they do always reason themselves 


out again. What! a speaker Is hut a prater; a 
rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall; % 
straight back will stoop; a black beard will turn 
white ; a curled pate will grow bald ; a fair face will 
wither; a full eye will wax hollow: but a good heart, 
Kate, is the sun and moon; or, rather, the sun, 
and not the moon ; for it shines bright, and never 
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou would 
have such a one, take me: And take me, take a 
*oldier; take a soldier, take a king: And what 
sayest thou then to my love? speak, my fair, and 
fairly, I pray thee. [France? 

Kath. Is it possible dat I should love de enemy of 

K. Hen. No; it is not possible, you should love 
the enemy of France, Kate: but, in loving me, you 
should love the friend of France ; for I love France 
so well, that I will not part with a village of it ; I 
will have it all mine: and, Kate, when France is 
mine, and I am yours, then yours is France, and 

Kath . I cannot tell vat is dat [you are mine. 

K. Hen. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French ; 
which, I am sure, will hang upon my tongue like a 
new-married wife about her husband’s neck, hardly 
to be shook of. Quand fay la possession de 
France , et quand vous avez la possession de moy, . 
(let me see, wbat then ? Saint Dennis be my speed !) 
— clone vostre est France, et vous estes mienne. 

It is as easy for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, 
as to speak so much more French : F shall never 
move^ thee in French, unless it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf vostre honneur , le Francois que 
vous parlez , est meilleur que VAnglois lequel je 
parle.. 

K. Hen. No, ’faith, ’tisnot, Kate : but thy speak- 
ing of my tongue, and I thine, most truly falsely 
must needs be granted to me much at one. But, 
Kate, dost thou understand thus much English 7 
Canst thou love me ? 

Kath. I cannot tell. 

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate? 
Til ask them. Come, I know, thou lovest me: 
and at night when you come into your closet, you’ll 
question this gentlewoman about me ; and I know, 
Kate, you will, to her, dispraise those parts in me, 
that you love with your heart: but, go^d Kate, mock 
me mercifully ; the rather, gentle princess, because 
I love thee cruelly. If ever thou be’st mine, Kate, 
fas I have a saving faith within me, tells me, — thou 
shalt,) I get thee with scambling, and thou must 
i therefore needs prove a good soldier-breeder: Shall 
| not thou and I, between Saint Dennis and Saint 
George, compound a boy, half French, half English, 
that shall go to Constantinople, and take the Turk by 
the beard ? shall we not? what sayest thou, my fair 

Kath. I do not know dat. [flower-de-luce ? 

K. Hen . No; ’tis hereafter to know, but now to 
promise : do but now promise, Kate, you will en- 
deavour for your French part of such a boy ; and 
for my English moiety, take the word of a king, and 
a bachelor. How answer you, la plus belle Ka- 
tharine du monde , mon tres chere et divine deesse '! 

Kath. Your majeste ^xefausse^ French enough 
to deceive de most sage damoiselle dat is en 
France . 

K. Hen. Now, fy upon my false French ! By mine 
honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by which 
honour I dare not swear, thou lovest me; yet my 
blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, notwith- 
standing the poor and untempering effect of my 
visage. Now beshrew my father’s ambition ! he was 
thinking of civil wars when lie got me ; therefore was 
1 created with a stubborn outside, with an aspect 
of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies , 1 fright 
them. But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax, the bet- 
ter I shall appear : my confort is, that old age, that 
ill layer-up of beauty, can do no more spoil upo® 
my face; thou hast me, if thou hast me, at the worst: 
and thou shalt wear me, if thou wear me, better and i 
better : And therefore tell me, most fair Katharine,, 
will you have me ? Put off your maiden blushes, . 



KING HENRY V. 
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avouch the thoughts of your heart with the looks of and then they will endure handling w 

ssrart: as SKiSMs 1 “Si •,!. t: *1 ? 

SlsSn”i n is ttoeTfreLd ‘ \s "Sa falff hSS’eS 4 ^ mustbe'bl' "d T™ 

with the best king*, thou shalt find the best kin^ of thank love for mv t may ’ so ? e y° u 

good fellows. Come, your answer in broken music: a fair French cifv for nn!f V who cannot se . e nia ny 
* thy voice is music, and thy English broken:’ stands in rnyVay ’ ** lrench mald > tllat 

IJiereiore. mippn nf nil Knrhnrmo I- *L.. j jvr r/‘ J \r J . 


;rv”y wu - c 13 T 3 V» Ul .y proven: stands in my way. 

tneiefore, queen of all, Katharine, break thv mind Fr Finn vi, 

‘°S tiyelv: t ML* 


ir .? fV »» **** U«vc UJC : 

liat/ 1 . Dat is, as it shall please de roy mon pere. 

K. Hen, Nay , it will please him well, Kate: it 
shall please him, Kate. 

Kaih. Den it shall also content me. 

K. Hen, Upon that I will kiss your hand, and I 
call you — my. queen. 

Hath.. Laissez , mon seigneur, laissez , laissez : 
majot/.je ne veux point queyous abbaissez vostre 
grandeur , en baisant la main d'une vostre indiqne 
sermteure ; excusez moy,je voussupplie, mon ires 
puissant seigneur. 

A • Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 

Kaih. Las dames, et demoiselles, pour estre 
baisees decant leurs nopces,iln'est pas le coutume 
ae £< ranee. 

K\: Hei1 z Madame, my interpreter, what says she ? 

Alice. Dat.it is not be de fashion pour les ladies 
ol -trance, I cannot tell what is, baiser, en English. 

K. Hen. To kiss. 

AAVe. Yoor majesty entendre betfcre one moy. 
p „ * ** en \ “ 13 the fashion for the maids in 
prance to kiss before they are married, would she 

Alice. Ouy, vrayment. 

K. Hen. Q, Kate, nice customs curt’sy to great 
, ,P ear Kate, you and I cannot be confined 
vvidmi the weak list of a country’s fashion : we are 


tively the cities turned iutoV for 

8 ^ lr cr et V cfi?T^ en wa ^ 3 , that war hath never 
K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife ? (entered, 
Fr. King, ho please you. 

f-iiT* ¥ en ‘ * ai ?l con J eut ? 80 the maiden cities you 
talk of may wait on her : so the maid, that stood in 
tteway oi my wish, shall show me the way to my 

Fr.Kmg. We have consented to all terms of real 
Wr.™ I s l , 1 ? y , lords of England ? 

west. The king hath granted every article : 

His daughter, first; and then, in sequel, all. 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Aare. Only, he hath not yet subscribed this 
Where vour. majesty demands,— -That the kin”* of 
| -J- nmce, having any occasion to write for matter of 
, >• H ® a . me your highness in this form, and 
mth this addition, irf French,— Notre tres cherfdz 
Henry royd Angleterre, keretier de France; and 
thus in Katin,— Praclarissimus films noster Hen - 
ncus, rex Anglia , et hares Francia. 

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so denied 
® u ^.yjJJ r request shall make me let it pass * 

r 1 pi ?. y , you tben > . ia Kve and dear alliance, 

a! j 1 i one artlc l e rank with the rest : 

And thereupon give me your daughter, [raise up 
T son; and from her blood 

or l? t0 me : contending kingdoms 


the makers of mauaere, Kate and thelfterty^that Offc" A* ^ ?*?»*>* *»?**• 

follows our places, stops the mouths of attend With in ^ k d % W i 10Se yery sbores lo ok pale 
faults: as I will do vours for ..Xm.W * WUh envy of each other’s happiness, 

fashion of your country, in denyingme a kiss * there 6 Plnnt^ u k a ? ed j am * this dear coqfpnction 
ore, patiently and ySding. /Esina her.) Ymi ^ristian-like accTd 


fore, patiently and d^tEZgh^r) You' . ne ^ hb ? U K rhood christian-like a3 

have witchcraft in your lip's, KateTthere is nTore Hil uLT* b ° S T,!’ that never waradvance 
eloquence m a sugar touch of them, than in the All. Amel ^ ^ twixt Ea fi:Knd and fair^ France, 
tongues of the French council ; and they should K Hen \r rt ’ w i rr tness all, 

sooner persuade Harry of England, than a eerier** 1 Th»i i7 t t • welcome, Kate :— and bear me wit- 
petition of monarchs. y Here comes jmur fatfer 1 klSS her aS my sover <>ign queen. 

F £ enc ? 1 King a^d Queen , Burgundy, r Q’/. sa ' the best maker of all marHanes^’ 
w ,?; ’ S L0ST ? R ’ Kxeter, Westmoreland, Combine your hearts m one, your realms in one ! 
and other French and English Lords, As man and wife, being two, are one in love 

Bur. God save your majesty I my royal cousin TWrli 161 " 6 kin ^°i n3 such a spousal, 

teach you our princess English ? 7 ^ Iff# office, or fell jealousv 

K. Hen. 1 would have her learn, rny fair cousin Thn,!/ : roublf * ls oft the bed of blessed marnage, 
how perfect y I love her, and that is g 7 ood English' ^ U ° n ° f these kin S*ms, 

Bur. Is she not apt? 6 * USa * i? " iake .Tyorceof their incorporate league : 

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz : and mv con S « 1 a f •^. enck;> French Englishmen 

.tarn, is not smooth : so that, having neiS“ e' °‘ her : ~ God s P eak tkis Amen 

vome nor the heart of flattery about me, I cannot so A//. Amen. [da 

conjure up the spirit of love in her, that he will ap? Mv^’oS^nfR . rei>ar f for our marriage onwhij 
pear m his true likeness. ' ^ *y ■ ‘°™ of Burgundy, we^ ^11 take your oath 

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if I an- Thpn a «L^ 1 | e ^ ^)ee^S, f ? r ?r r ? ty of , our Gagnes, 
swer you for that. If you would conjure in her, you And L. W ^i r t0 and you ta me i 
must make a circle : if conjure up love in her in his 17 ° Ur ° a ^ 13 We aud P ros P€i*ous be l 

tme likeness, he must appear naked, and blind : Can r? , nL {Exeunt 

you blame her then, being a* maid vet rosed m/».. rm c Enter Chorus. 

with the virgin crimson of modesty, if she deny the ^ On w ]!^ rou $* and all unable pen, 

appearance of a naked blind boy inker naked seein* fn 9^ o bendin ^ aatkor hath pursu’d the story * 

self i It were, my lord, a hard condition for a maid fe co f™£™ ? hty men, 7 
to consign to [blind, aftd enforces q J liu? 1 Ilng . by s . tar ^ * he f «ll course of their glory. 

K. Hen \et they do wink, and vield ; as love is " j but, m that small, most greatly liv’d ** 

® ur ; 1, hey are then excused, my lord, when they Bv whirl^f ° En ?]? nd : f °rtune made his sword ; 
see not what they do. y By which the world s best garden he achiev’d, 

K. Hen. Then, good my lord, teach your cousin fn 8* 1 - ff b . 13 son imperial lord, 

consent to winking! ’ your cousin to Henry the suth in swaddling bands crown’d Hm 

Bur I will wink on her to consent, my lord if Whn««f+ U ? a aad England, did this king succeed ; 
you will teach her to know my meaning : for maids qw 1° T^ y had the raana gi«& [bleed 
well summered and warm kept, are like flies at Bar- ; Whilrh ^oft' “ d mat '« h! !, 


1 hat never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 
Whiehfronbles oft the bed of blessed marnage, 

To m.V. n A St ' veen ( . t! ' e ? a ?ti 0 n of these kingdoms, 
1 di r orce % lr incorporate league: 

! Khat English may as French, French Englishmen 
Receive each other I-God speak this Amen ' 
Ail. Amen. 

tij ¥iJ¥ en i- T J >re P ar f we for our marriage :— on whkS 
iHurguntly, we’ll take your oath, 

TW ! . t l , e 7 P eers > for ? aret y olour leagues, 
l hen shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ; 

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be l 

rp. , , Enter Chorus. £ Exeunt , 

Gins far, with rough, and all unable pen, 

XoEttl r,± n I^" h _ a &P ursu ’ d the stor r 


consent to winking! J ’ a, -“ *“ ur cous,n t0 

vJflTih I W H °, n ber t0 c °usent, my lord, if 
y j, teaca her to know my meaning: for maids 
well summered and warm kept, are like flies at Bar-’ 
dvkngrh thev have tueir eyes : 


rxnJT J lu r i anu made his Endand 

y bich of tour stage has shown ; and, for their sake 
la fair minds let this acoeptanci &r^pSS 
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PART I. 


no weak proof that the copies were surreptitiously obtained, and that the printers of that time gave the public 
those plays, not such as the author designed, but such as they could get them. That this play was written before the 
two others is indubitably collected from the series of events; that it was written and played before Henry the 
Fifth is apparent ; because, in the epilogue there is mention made of this play, and not of the other parts: 

u Henry the sixth in swaddling bands crown’d king, 

Whose state so many had the managing, . 

That they lost France, and made his England bleed: 

Which oft our stage hath shown. ” 

France is lost in this play. The two following contain, ns the old title imports, the contention of the houses of York and 
Lancaster. The second, and third of Henry VI. were printed in 1600. When Henry V. was written, we know not : but 
it was printed likewise in 1GOO, and therefore before the publication of the first and second parts. The first part oj 
Henry VI. had been often shown on the stagehand would certainly have appeared in its place, had the author been 
the publisher. Johnson. 

PERSONS REPRESENTED . 

KING HENRY THE SIXTH. " WOODVILLE, Lieutenant of the Tower . 

DUK.EOF GLOSTER, Uncle to the King, and Protector. VERNON, of the White Rose , or York Faction. 

DUKE OF BEDFORD, Uncle to the King, and Regent of BASSET,©/ the Red Rose, or Lancaster Faction. 
m France. ■ , CHARLES, Dauphin , and afterwards King of France. 

THOMAS BEAUFORT, Duke of Exeter , great Uncle to REIGNJER, Duke of Anjou, and titular King of Naples 
the King. . „ DUKE OF BURGUNDY. 

HENRY BEAUFORT, great Uncle to the King , Bishop DUKE OF ALENCON. 

of Winchester, and afterwards Cardinal. Governor of Paris 

JOHN BEAUFORT, Earl of Somerset, afterwards Duke. Bastard of Orleans. 

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, eldest Son of Richard late Master Gunner of Orleans , and nis Son. 

Earl of Cambridge, afterwards Duke of York, General of the French Forces in Bourdeaux. 

EARL OF WARWICK. A French Sergeant. 

EARL OF SALISBURY. A Porter. 

EARL OF SUFFOLK. , An old Shepherd, Father to Joan la Pucelle. 

m j ffissr* Ear! 0/ T MARGA *fs «- 

EDMUND MORTIMER, JStrl of Marti. COUNTESS OF AUVERGNE. 

SIR JOHN Fa'sTOLFE. “ L “ W!,er ' J0AN LA yVOELLE, commonly called Joan of Arc. 

SIR WILLIAM LUCY.* Fiends appearing to La Pucelle, Lords, Warders or 

SIR WILLIAM GLANSDALE. the Tower, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Messengers* 

SIR THOMAS GARGRAVE. and several Attendants both on the English and 

Mayor of London. trench. 


France. 

THOMAS BEAUFORT, Duke of Exeter , great Uncle to 
the King. . 

HENRY BEAUFORT, great Unde to the Jung, Bishop 
of Winchester, and aflerivards Cardinal. 

JOHN BEAUFORT, Earl of Somerset, afterwards Duke. 
RICHARD PLANTAGENET, eldest Son of Richard late 
Earl of Cambridge, afterwards Duke of York, 
EARL OF WARWICK. 

EARL OF SALISBURY. 

EARL OF SUFFOLK. 

LORD TALBOT, afterwards Earl of Shrewsbury. 
JOHN TALBOT, his Son . 

EDMUND MORTIMER, Earl of Marck. 

Mortimer's Keeper, and a Lawyer. 

SIR JOHN FASTOLFE. 

SIR WILLIAM LUCY. 

SIR WILLIAM GLANSDALE. 

SI R THOiUAS GARGRAVE. 

Mayor of London. 


Scene, — Partly in England , and partly in France. 


Scene I. — Westminster Abbey. 

Dead jnarch. Corpse of King Henry the Fifth 
discovered lying in state ,* attended on by the 
Dukes of Bedford, Gloster, and Exeter ; the 
Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of Winchester, 
Heralds, etc. 

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield day 
to night ! 

Comets, importing change of times and states. 
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky ; 

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars. 
That have consented unto Henry's death ! 

Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long ! 

England ne’er lost a king of so much worth. 

Glo. England ne’er had a king until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command ; 

His brandish’d sword did blind men with his beams ; 
His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings ; 

His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire, 

More dazzled and drove back his enemies, 

Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces. 
What should I say ? his deeds exceed all speech : 
He ne’er lift up his hand but conquered. 

Exe. We mourn in black ; Why mourn we not in 
Henry is dead, and never shall revive : [blood ? 

Upon a wooden coffin we attend ; 

And death’s dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify, 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 

What ? shall we curse the planets of mishap, 

That plotted thus our glory's overthrow ? 

Or snail we think the subtle witted French 
Conjurors and sorcerers, that, afraid of him, 


By magic verses have contrived his end ? 

Win . He was a king, blessed of the King of kingl. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight. 

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 

The church’s prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The cnurch ! where is it ? Had not church- 
men pray’d. 

His thread of life had not so soon decay’d : 

None do you like but an effeminate prince, 

Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe. 

Win. Gloster, whate’er we like, thou art protector; 
And lookest to command the prince, and realm. 

Thy wife is proud : she holdeth thee in awe, 

More than God, or religious churchmen, may. 

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lo v’st the flesh , 
And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go’st 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. [in peace I 
Bed. Cease, cease these jars, and rest your minds 
Let's to the altar :• Heralds, wait on us : — 

Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms : 

Since arras avail not, now that Henry’s dead. — 
Posterity, await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall suck 
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears. 

And none but women left to wail the dead.— 

Henry the fifth ! thy ghost I invocate ; 

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils ! 

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 

A far more glorions star thy soul will make. 

Than Julius Ceesar, or bright — 

Enter a Messenger. * 

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loss, Qi slavighter, and discomfiture *, 



If 
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Guienne, Champaigne ? Reims, Orleans, 

Guysors, Poiotiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed. W hat say ’st thou mas., before dead Henry’s 
corse ? 

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead, ana rise from death. 

G/o. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up? 

If Henry were recall'd to life again. 

These news would cause him once more yield the 
ghost. [as’d ? 

Exe. How were they lost ? what treachery was 
Mess. No treachery , but want of men and money. 

Ainoug the soldiers this is muttered, — 

That here you maintain several factions ; 

And, whilst a field should be despatch’d and fought, 
I on are disputing of your generals. 

One would have ling’ring wars with little cost : 
Another would fly swift but wanteth wings ; 

A third man thinks, without expense at all. 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d. 

Awake, awake, English nobility I 

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot ; 

Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms : 

OJ England’s coat one half is cut away. 
rn Exe. ^ We re our tears wanting to this funeral, 

1 hese tidings would call forth her flowing tides. 

Bed. Me they concern; regent I am of France 
Give me my steeled coat, I'll fight for France.— 
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes ! 

Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyes, 

1 o weep their intermissive miseries. 

Enter another Messenger. ' 

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad 
mischance, 

France is revolted from the English quite * 
some petty towns of no import : 
mj P a “P h j n Carles is crowned king in Reims; 
i he bastard of Orleans with him is join’d ; 

Rmgmer, duke of Anjou, doth fake his part; 

1 he duke of AIen$on flieth to his side. 

Axe. file Dauphin crowned king 1 all fly to him J 
t rom th is reproach ? 

O/o.W e will not fly, but to our enemies’ throats : 

Be ^d,i thou be slack. I’ll fight it out. [ness ? 

Bed. Gloster, why doubt’st thou of my forward- 
An army have 1 muster’d in my thoughts. 

Wherewith already France is over-run. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess . My gracious lords,— to add to your ia- 
rnents, 

XX herewith you now bedew king Henry’s hearse — 

I must inform you of a dismal fight, * 

Be £?. lxt Jw . stout lord Talbot and the French. j 

q M ! vvher , eiu TaIbot overcame ? is’t so ? 

** Mess. O, no ; wherein Lord Talbot was o’er- 3 
# thrown i y 

Ihe circumstance I’ll tell you more at large. d 

I he tenth of August last, this dreadful lord, 

Retiring from the siege of Orleans, i 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop. 

Hy three and twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon : T 

No leisure had he to enrank his men : \ 

fie wanted pikes to set before his arcfiers : r 

Instead whereof) sharp stakes, pluck'd out of hedges 
I hey pitched m the ground confusedly, * i 

th i hor ^ men fro «* breaking in. * | 

More than three hours the fight continued : A 

Where valiant 1 albot, above human thought, \ 

Lnacted wonders with his sword and lance. * 

be se , ntto hell, and none durst stand him : Is 
rif V her ?' anc i « ve 7 where, enrag’d he slew • H 

K re ” h ch , exclaim 'f 7* d « ril • v 

A! 1 th< ? whole army stood agaz’d on him : v 
spirit, 

a * aib i 0t cned out amain, iJ 

And rush d into the bowels of the battle, 
re had the conquest fully been seal’d up. 


If sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward; 
He, being in the vaward, (plac’d behind, 

With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre : 

n;n/»lrtoori t xra^a. .liL. J.I. * .. . . * 


- — ,, w “hu uie duck; 

Whom all I ranee, with their chief assembled 
strength, 

Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bed. Is I albot slain ? then I will slay myself. 

1 , d!y bere ’ in P° m P and ease, 
tt * , . su - cb a worthy leader, wanting aid, 

Untolns dastard foe-men is betray’d. 

v Ai es fc°? 0i h ? A ves i bl,t is prisoner, 
^ nd J°rfL Scales Y ,th bll »> and lord Hungerford : 
,Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took, likewise. 

S?r? MO i? e u the 5 “ K . 011e but 1 shall pay 
1 11 hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne. 

His crown shall be the ransome of mv friend * 

Four of their lords I’ll change for one 7 of ours.— 
rare well, my masters ; to my task will I ; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make 
io keep our great Saint George’s feast withal: 

Jen thousand soldiers with me I will take, 

W hose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake, 
mu y° u b ad nee d ; for Orleans is besieg'd: 

t he English army is grown weak and faint : 
the earl of Salisbury craveth supply. 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny. 

Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 

S £te; b cssrss: toii *">""" 

Or bringhim in obedience to your yoke. 

tied. I do remember it; and here take leave, 

Io go about my preparation. [Exit 

Glo. I’Jl to the Tower, with all the haste I can. 

To view the artillery and munition : 

And then 1 will proclaim young Henry king. [Exit. 

Exe. 'l o Lltham will I, where the young king is. 
Being ordain’d his special governor ; ° ' 

And for his safety there I’ll best devise. [Exit 

T ns pl , a - ce and Emotion to attend : 

left out ; for me nothing remains, 
tut long I will not be Jauk-out-of office : 

Ihe king from Eltham I intend to send. 

And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. 

[Exit. Scene closes . 
Scene II. — F ran ce. Before Orleans . 

Enter Charles, with his Forces; Alencon 
Reignier, and others . ' 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the hea- 


------ • — luuviiig, even as mthe hea- 

So in the earth, to this day is not known : [yens, 

Late did he shine upon the English side * 

ISow we are. victors, upon us he smiles. 

VY hat towns of any moment, but we have ^ 

At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans : 

&t Ie ?' th€ famisb ’ d English, like pale ghosts, 
i aintly besiege us one hour in a month. b 
Alen. They want their porridge, and their fat 
bull-beeves : 

Either they must be dieted like mules. 

And have their provender tied to their mouths, 

Oi piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

raise f he sieg:e : Wh y iive we idly here? 
1 albot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 

Keinaineth none^but mad-brain’d Salisbury : 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 

JN % Inen * nor money, hath he to make war, 
xj youn daJarum : we will rush on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French : 

Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, ‘ 

When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. f Exeunt. 
Alarums ; Excursions ; afterwards a Retreat. 

Re-enter Charles, Alencon, Rjezgnieb, and 
. v others. 

! Char. Who ever saw the like ? what men have I? 
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Dogs ! cowards ! dastards ! — I would ne’er have fled, 
But that they left me ’midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide ; 

He lighteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food, 

Do rush, upon us as their hungry prey. 

A leu. Frossard, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred,. 

During the time Edward the third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samsons, and Goliasses, 

It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten! 

Lean raw' bon’d rascals I who would e’er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity ? 

Char . Let’s leave this town; for they are hair- 
brain’d slaves, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: 

Of old l know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they'll tear down, than forsake the siege. 

He ig. I think, by some odd gimmais or device. 
Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on; 
Else ne’er could they hold out so, as they do. 

By my consent, we’ll e’en let them alone. 

A ien. Be it so. 


Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast. Where’s the prince Dauphin ? I have news 
for him, 

Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Bast. Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer 
a p pal’d; 

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand: 

A holy maid hither with me I bring. 

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven. 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege. 

And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 
The spirit of deep prophesy she hath, 

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome ; 

What’s past, and what’s to come, she can descry. 
Speak, shall I call her in? Relieve my words, 

For they are certain and unfallible. 

Char. Go, call her m : [Exit Bastard.] But, first, 
to try her skill, 

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place : 
Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern 
By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. 

( Retires .) 

Enter La Pucelle, Bastard of Orleans, and 
others. 


Reig. Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do those wond’rous 
feats? [me? — 

Puc. Reignier, is’t thou that thickest to beguile 
Where is the Dauphin?— come, come from behind; 
I know thee well, though never seen before. 

Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me ; 

In private will I talk with thee apart ; — 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 
Reig. Sue takes upon her bravely at first dash. 
Puc. Dauphin, lam by^ birth a shepherd’s daugh- 
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art _ [ter, 

Heaven, and our Lady gracious, hath it pleas’d * 
To shine oa my contemptible estate : 

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs. 

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me ; 

And, in a vision full of majesty, - 
Will'd me to leave my base vocation, 

And free my country from calamity: 

Her aid she promis'd, and assur’d success: 

In complete glory she reveal’d herself; 

And, whereas I was black and swart before, 

With those clear rays which she infus’d o^me, 

That beauty am I bless’d with, which you see. 

Ask me what question thou canst possible. 

And I will answer unpremeditated : * 

My courage try by combat, if thou dar’st, 

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sejc. 

Resolve on this : Thou shalt be fortunate, 


If thou receive me for tty warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astonish’d me with thy high 
terms; 

Only this proof I’ll of thy valour make, — 

In single combat thou shalt buckle with rue ; 

And, if thou vanquishes!, thy words are true ; 
Otherwise, I renounce all confidence. 

Puc . I am prepar’d : here is my keen-edg’d sword, 
Deck’d with fi ve flower-de-luces on each side ; 

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s church- 
Out of a deal of old iron I chose forth. [yard, 

Char . Then come o’ God’s name, I fear no woman. 
Puc . And, while I live, I’ll ne’er fly from a man. 

{They fight) 

Char. Stay, stay thy hand *, thou art an Amazon, 
And tightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc. Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too 
weak. [help me : 

Char. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that must 
Impatiently I burn with thy desire; 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu’d. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name he so, 

Let me thy servant, and not sovereign be ; 

Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc. I must not yield to any rites of love. 

For my profession’s sacred from above : 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence, 

Then will I think upon a recompense. [thrall. 
Char. Mean time, look gracious on thy prostrate 
Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Alen. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her 
smock: 

Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech. 
Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no 
mean? [know; 

Alen. He may mean more than we poor men do 
These women are shrewd tempters with their 
# * tongues. [on ? 

Reig. My lord, where are you ? what devise yon 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

Puc. Why, no, I say, d istrustful recreants ! 
Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 

Char. What she says, I’ll confirm ; we’ll fight it 
out. 

Puc. Assign’d am I to be the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly I’ll raise : 

Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days, 

Since I have enter’d into these wars. ' 

Glory is like a circle in the water. 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself, 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought. 

With Henry’s aeath, the English circle ends ; 
Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship. 

Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove? 

Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee. 
Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth. 

How may I reverently worship thee enough ? 

Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege. 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our 
honours; 

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz’d. 

Char. Presently we’ll try : — Come, let’s away 
about it : 

No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. [Exeunt 
Scene III .—London. Hill before the Toic&r, 
Enter , at the gates , the Puke of Gloster, with 
his Serving-men, in blue coats. 

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this day; 
Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is conveyance.— 
Where be these warders, that they wait not here? 
Open the gates ; Qloster it is that calls. 

{Servants knock.) 
1 Ward. ( Within ) Who is there, that knocks so 
imperiously? 

I Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster. 
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2 Ward, ( Within) Whoe’er he be, we may not 
let him in. 

1 Serv. Answer yon so the lord protector, villains ? 
1 Ward. ( Within ) The Lord protect him ! so we 
answer him • 

We do no otherwise than we are will'd. [mine ? 

Glo. Who willed you ; or whose will stands, but 
There’s none protector of the realm, but I. — 

Break up the gates, I’ll be your warrantize : 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms? 

Servants rush at the Tower gates. Enter to the 
gates, Woodville, the Lieutenant. 

Wood. ( Within. ) What noise is this ? what 
traitors have we here ? 

Glo. Lieutenant, is it yon, whose voice I hear ! 
Open the gates here’s Gloster that would enter. 
Wood {Within.) Have patience, noble duke ; I 
may not open; 

The cardinal of Winchester forbids : 

From him I have express commandment, 

That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. [me ? 

Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him Tore 
Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate, 

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could brook? 

7 hou art no friend to God, or to the king : 

Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly. 

1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord protector. 
Or we’ll burst them open, if that you come not 
quickly. 

Enter Winchester ^attended by a Train of Ser- 
vants in tawny coats. 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphrey, what 
^eansthis?. [shutout? 

Glo. riel d priest, dost thou command me to be 
Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor. 

And not protector of the king or realm. 

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator ; 

Thou, that contriv’dst to murder our dead lord: 
thou, that giv’st whores indulgences to sin : 

I’ll canvas thee in thy broad cardinals hat, 
lt 7 rr°. u P£? ceed in d »s thy insolence. [foot * 

*r,J*r* ^ ay ’ stand thou back > I will not budge a 
A ms be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 
lo slay thy; brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Glo. I wiH’not slay thee, but I’ll drive thee back • 

1 hy scarlet robes, as a child’s bearing- cloth 
I II use to carry thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar’st ; I beard thee to thy 

G/o. What? am I dar’d, and bearded to my 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; [beard * 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware your 
_ ( Gloster and his men attach the Bishop.) 

i mean to tug* it, and to cuff yon soundly ; 

Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat: 

In spite of pope or dignities of church, 

Herebythe cheeks 111 drag thee up and down. 
ri m \ jrr L er ’ tbou,lt answer this before the pope. 


To crown himself king, and suppress the prince. 
Glo. I will not answer thee with words, but biowa 
(Here they skirmish again.) 
May. Nought rests for me, in this tumultuous 
But to make open proclamation *— [strife. 

Come, officer : as load as e’er thou canst. 

Off. AU manner of men, assembled here in 
arms this day, against God's peace and the. Ling's, 
we charge and command you, in his highness * 
name, to repair to your several dwelling-places ; 
and not to wear, handle, or use, any sword, wea- 
pon* or dagger , henceforward, upon pain of death. 

Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the law: 

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 
Win. Gloster, we’ll meet; io thy dear cost, be 
sure : 

Thy heart-blood I will have, for this day’s work. 

May. I’ll call for clubs, if you will not away: 
This cardinal is more haughty than the devil. 

Glo. Mayor, farewell : thou dost but what ihoa 
may’st. 

Win. Abominable Gloster! guard thy head* 

For I intend to have it, ere long. [ Exeunt 

May. See the coast clear’d, and then we will 
depart.— 

Good God 1 that nobles should such stomachs bear ! 

I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt 

Scene IV.— France. Before Orleans . 

Enter , on the walls, the Master-Gunner and his 
Son. 

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans is 
besieg’d ; 

And how the English have the suburbs won. 


cr — -ri 7 , ouvwtus wun. 

Son. bather, I know; and oft have shot at them, 
nn fortunate, I miss’d my aim. fbv me * 

V, 13 . J.I ti J r\ J ... 


Glo. Winchester goose, I cry— a rope ! a rope !- 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them stay?- 
1 nee 1 11 chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array.- 
Uut, tawny coats !— out, scarlet hypocrite ! 

Here a great tumult In the midst of it, enter 
the Mayor of London, and officers. 

May. Fy, lords ! that you, being supreme ma- 
gistrates, . : . 

Thus contuineliously should break the peace ! 

Glo Peace, mayor; thou know’st little of mv 
wrongs : J 

Here’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 

Tir* 1 dfS ^ r{ h a ' d the Tower to his use. 

IfW. Here's Gloster too, a foe to citizens : 
u^that stdl motions war, and never peace, 

nfiSfiraW y0Ur ( ree Parses with large fines : 
iuat seeks to overthrow religion, 

Wecause he. is protector of the realm : 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 

1 , 


Howe>., 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt nut. Be thou rul’d 
Chief master-gunner am I of this town; 

Something I must do, to procure me grace, 
the prince’s espials have informed me, 

How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d, 
VV out, through a secret grate of iron bars 
• In yonder tower, to overpeer the city; 

And thence discover, how, with most advantage 
They may vex us,, with shot, or with assault 
I o intercept this inconvenience, 

■f piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have plac’d; 

And fully even these three days have I watch’d. 

It I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch, 
ror I can stay no longer. 

If thouspy’st any, run and bring me word ; 

And thou shalt find me at the governor’s. [Exit 
Son. Father, I warrant you; take you no care; 

1 11 never trouble yon, if I may spy them. 

Enter, in an upper Chamber of a Tower , the Lords 
Salisbury. and r l albot. Sir William Glans > 
dale, Sir Thomas Gargrave, and others. 

Sal. Talbot, my life my joy, again return’d ! 

How wert thou handled, being prisoner ? 

Ur by what means got’st thou to be releas’d ? 
Discourse, I pr’ythee, on this turret’s top. * ’ 

r Hf'A li ™ ke ^ Bedford had a prisoner, 
Caned— the brave lord Ponton de Santraiiles ; 
i I exchang’d and ransomed* 

| Hut with a baser man of arms by far, 

wvV? C 7 n j e "‘f t ’ the y ' voul<1 have barter’d me < 
T,a~k d,s ?' Almn S, scorn’d; and craved death 
Kather than 1 would be so pil’d esteem’d. 

In fine, redeem’d I was as I desir’d. 

° ! “f treacherous Fastoife wotrads mv heart > 
Whom with my bare fist I wonld execnte? 

11 now 1 had him brought into my power. 

Sal. Yet lell’st thou not, how thou wert enter- 

I T ^ idl scoffs, and scorns, and contumeSouL 
In open market-place produc’d they me, 

I o be a public spectacle to all ; 

Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 

I I he scare-crow, that affrights our children so. 


Scene 6. 
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Then broke I from the officers that led me ; 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of the ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my shame. 

My grisly countenance made others fly ; 

None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ; 

So great fear of my name ’mongst them was spread, 
That they suppos’d, I could rend bars of s tee/. 

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 

Where lore a guard of chosen shot I had, 

That walk’d about me every minute-while ; 

Aud if I did but stir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur’d ; 
Rut we will be reveng'd sufficiently. 

Now it is supper-time in Orleans: 

Here, through this grate, 1 can count every one, 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortify ; 

Lst us look in, the sight will much delight thee. — 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and sir William Glansdale, 
Let me have your express opinions. 

Where is best place to make our battery next. 

Gar. 1 think, at the north gate ; for there stand 
lords, 

Gian. And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
TaL For aught I see, this city must be famish’d, 
Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

(Shot from the town. Salisbury and Sir 
Thomas Gargrave fall.) 

Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners ! 
Gar . O Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man I 
TaL What chance is this, that suddenly hath 
cross’d us ? — 

Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if thou const speak ; 

How far’st thou, mirror of all martial men ? 

One of thy eyes, and thy cheek’s side struck off! — 
Accursed tower ! accursed fatal hand, 

That hath contriv’d this woeful tragedy I 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ; 

Henry the fifth lie first train’d to the wars ; 

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up, 

His sword did ne’er leave striking in the field. — 

Yet liv'sfc thou, Salisbury? though thy speech doth 
fail. 

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace : 

The sun with one eye vieweth all the world. — 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands ! — 

Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it.— 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life? 

Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ; 

Thou shalt not die, whiles — 

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me ; 

As who should say, When I am dead and gone , 
Remember to avenge me on the French . — 
JPlantagenet, I will i and. Nero-like, 

Flay on the lute, beholding the towns burn : 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

(Thunder heard; afterwards an alarum.) 
What stir is this? What tumult’s in the heavens? 
Whence Cometh this alarum, and the noise ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . My lord, my lord, the French have ga- 
ther’d head : 

The Dauphi n, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d,— 

A holy prophetess, new risen up,- — 

Is come with a great power to raisethe siege. 

(Salisbury groans.) 
TaL Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan I 
• t irks his heart, he cannot be reveng’d. — 
Frenchmen, I’ll be a Salisbury to you ; — 

Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish. 

Your hearts Til stamp out with my horse’s heels. 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. — 
Convey me Salisbury into his tent, 

And then we’ll try what these dastard Frenchmen 
dare. (Exeunt, bearing out the bodies 


Scene V, — The same . Before one of the Galet 

Alarum. Skirmishings. Talbot pursueih the Dau- 
phin, and driveth him in ; then enter Joan la 
Pucelle, driving Englishmen before her . Then 
enter Talbot. 

TaL Where is my strength, my valour, and my 
force ? 

Onr English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 

A woman, clad in armour, chaseth them. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes I’ll have a bout with thee; 
Devil, or devil’s dam. I’ll conjure thee : 

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv’st ; 
Puc. Come, come, ’tis only I that must disgrace 
the e. ( They fight.) 

TaL Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail? 
My breast I’ll burst with straining of my courage, 
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder. 

But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 

Puc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come 
I must go victual Orleans forthwith 
O’ertake me, if thou canst; I scorn thy strength 
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men ; 

Help Salisbury to make his testament : 

This day is ours, as many more shall be. 

( Pucelle enters the Town , with Soldiers.) 
TaL My thoughts are whirled like a potter’s 
wheel; 

I know not where I am, nor what I do : 

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops, aud conquers as she lists: 
So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome 
stench, 

Are from their hives, and houses, driven away. 

They call’d us, for our fierceness, English dogs 
Now, like to whelps, we crying run away. 

(A short alarum. • 

Hark, countrymen !* either renew the fight. 

Or tear the lions out of England’s coat ; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead : 
Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf. 

Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard, 

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

(Alarum. Another skirmnhy 
It will not be Retire into your trenches : 

You all consented unto Salisbury’s death. 

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge,— 
Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 

In spite of us, or aught that we could do. 

O, would I were to die with Salisbury I 
The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 

[Alarum. Retreat. Exeunt Talbot and 
his Forces, etc.) 

Scene VI.— The same . 

Enter , on the tvalls , Pucelle, Chakles, Reignier 
Alencon, and Soldiers. 

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the walls ; 
Rescu’d is Orleans from the English wolves : — 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word. 

Char. Divinest creature, bright Astrea’s daugh 
How shall I honour thee for this success? Iter, 
Thy promises are like Adonis’ gardens, 

That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next.— 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! — 
Recover’d is the town of Orleans: 

More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state. 

Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the 
town ? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires. 

And feast and banquet in the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth a no 

joy, ■: 

When they shall hear how we have play’d the men 
Char. ’Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won 
For which. I will divide my crown with hen 
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JPjast. Tnt, tot, here la a mannerly forbearance 
The truth appears so naked on my side, 

_ oom. And on my side it is so well apparell’d. 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

So clear, so shining, and so evident. 

That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 
Plan Since vou are tongue -ty’d, and so loath 
to speak, 

Tn dumb significants proclaim your thoughts : 

Let him, that is a true-born gentleman, 

And stands upon the honour of his birth. 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth, 
b’rom off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him, that is no coward, nor no flatterer 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

War. I love no colours ; and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white rose, with Plantagenet. 

Suf. I pluck this red rose, with young Somerset ; 
And say^vithal, I think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen; and pluck no 
more. 

Till you conclude — that he, upon whose side 
U he fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree. 

Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 
fcr°y n ' ^ 00< * ma 5* er Vernon, it is well objected : 

If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver \ Then, for the truth and plainness of the case, 
1 pluck this pale, and maiden blossom here 
Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

r S’, P v ck not y° ur fin S er as y° u P^k it off: 
Lest, bleeding, yon do paint the white rose red, 

-And tall on my side so against your will. 

_ Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 

Opinion shall be surgeon to*my hurt, 

And keep me on the side where still I am. 
oom. Well, well, come on : Who else ? 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false, 

X fie argument you held, was wrong in von ; 

r • , „ T , . , . {To Somerset) 

In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument? 
Here > in scabbard ; meditating that, 
bhall die your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit our 
roses; 

For pale they jook with fear, as witnessing 
X he truth on our side. 

, r ' No, Plantagenet. 

1 is not for fear: but anger,— that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit onr roses; 

And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan- Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset 9 
*»/”' Hath not th y rose a tJiora ’ Plantagenet ? 
wrin 'jfi * skarp an( * P iercin g» to maintain his truth ; 

VV hiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 
oom. Well, I’ll find friends to wear my bleeding- 
roses, 

That shall maintain what I have said is true, 

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. how. by this maiden blossom in my hand, 

1 S S°? rii and % fashion, peevish boy. 

OUT. I urn not fhv sr.nrrtQ f-Mo O 


Cf j' m J iasilllul h 

nT. J r Oft <hy, scorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan. 1 rand Poole, I will ; and scorn both him 
and thee. 

&{/: Til turn my part thereofinto thy throat. 

Away, away, good William De-la-Poole] 
rr/ ,ac %i e y eom an by conversing with him. 
War. Now by God’s will, thou wrong’st him 
oomerset; 

His grandfather was Lionel, duke of Clarence, 
lhird son to the third Edward king of England: 
rnng crestless yeomen from so deep a root? 

PI** 71 - hears him on the place’s privilege, 

Ur durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

*<ww;By Him that made me. I’ll maintain my words 
Un mf plot of ground in Christendom : 

Was not thy father, Richard, earl of Cambridge 


P 01 " treason executed in our late king’s days ? 
And, by his. treason, stand’st not thou attained, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry 9 
Hm trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 

And, till thou be restor’d, thou art a yeoman. 

Plan. My father was attached, not attainted: 
Condemn d to die for treason, but no traitor ; 

And that I’ll prove on better men than Somerset, 
W ere growing time once ripen’d to my will, 
f or your partaker Poole, and you yourself; 

1 II note you in my book of memory, 
f° scourge you for this apprehension : 

Look to it well ; and say you are well warn’d. 

ooin. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still : 
And know us, by these colours, for thy foes ; 
for these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan.* And, byj my soul, this pale and angry rose 
\xf*n°|'T JZance °* »y- blood-drinking hate. 

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear: 

Until it wither with me to my grave 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suf. Go forward, and be chok’d with thy ambition : 
And so farewell, until I meet thee neit. [Exit. 
Som. Have with thee, Poole* — Farewell, ambi- 
tious xvicharu* 

Plan. How I am brav’d, and must perforce en- 
dure it ! [house 

they object against youi 
&hall be wip d out m the next parliament, 

And, if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Mean time, in signal of my love to thee. 

Against proud Somerset, and William Poole, 

VV ill 1 upon thy party wear this rose : 

And here I prophesy,— This brawl to-day, 

Grown to this faction, in the Temple garden, 

Oh-All send, between the red rose and the white 
A jif oasa uu souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan* Good master Vernon, I am bound to you 
X hat you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the same. 
JLaio. And so will I. \ 

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 

Come, let us four to dinner: I dare say, 
f his quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exeunt. 

Scene Y.—The same. A Room in the Toiver. 
Enter Mortimer, brought in a chair bij two 
Keepers. 

r kee P e , rs of *ny weak decaying age. 

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.— b 

Even like a man new haled from the rack, 
oo fare my limbs with long imprisonment: 

And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 
JNestor-hke aged, in an age of care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

Xhese eyes,- — like lamps whose wasting oil is 
spent,— s 

W« dim, as drawing to their exigent : 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burd’ning grief* 
And pithless arms, like to a wither’d vine 
X liat droops his sapless branches to the ground 

TT«^ur re * tiiese iee A ,^ h ? se sfrengthless stay is numb 
Unable to support this lump of clay. 

■ d with desire to get a gi 


Swift- winged vvim desire to get a grave. 

As witting I no other comfort have.— 

Rut teH me, keeper, will my nephew come ? 
wi b T‘ Ihhtagenet, my lord, will come 

We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber ; 

And answer was return’d, that he will come. 

Mar. Enough : my soul shall then be satisfied.— 
pr gentleman . his wrong doth equal mine, 

OinCft H^nrv AXnnnri/Mitlk i.. . * 


"r ^ s5ci i u *"avriiuoii nave x nau : 

And even since then hath Richard been obsn^J. 
Uepriv d of honour and inheritance: 

But now, the arbitrator of despairs, 
ffi^dealh, kind umpire of men’s miseries, 

W Ith sweet enlargement doth dismiss 
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'I would, his troubles likewise were expir’d. 

That so he might reco ver what was lost. 

Enter Richard Plantagenet, 

1 Keep* My lord, your loving nephew now is come. 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend? Is he 
come ? 

Plan . Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d, 

Your nephew, late-despised Richard, comes 
Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 

O, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks, 

That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. — 

And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great 
stock, 

Why didst thou say— of late thou wert despis’d ? 

F*/<m First, lean thine aged back against mine arm ; 
And, in that ease, I’ll tell thee my disease. 

This day, in argument, upon a case. 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me :. 
Among which terms he used his lavish tongue, 

And did upbraid me with my father’s death; 

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue. 

Else with the like l had requited him : 

Therefore, good uncle, — for my father’s sake. 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for alliance’ sake, — declare the cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his. head. 

Mo-'. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d me. 
And hath detain’d me, all my floyv’ring youth. 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine, 

Was cursed instrument of his decease. 

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was ; 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Mor. I will ; if that my fading breath permit. 

And death approach not ere my tale be done. 

Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king, 

Depos’d his nephew Richard ; Edward’s son. 

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: 

During whose reign, the Percies of the north, 
Finding his usurpation most unjust, 

Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne : 

The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this, 
Was— for that (young king Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no heir begptten of his body,) 

I was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my mother I derived atn 
From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son 
To king Edward the third, whereas he 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 

Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark; as, in this haughty great attempt. 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after thi.s, when Henry the fifth,— 

Succeeding his father Boli.ngbroke, — did reign. 

Thy father, earl of Cambridge, — then deriv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York,— 
Marrying my sister, that thy .mother was, 

Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army: weening to redeem. 

And have install’d me in the diadem : 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl, 

Aud was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested* were suppress’d. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last. 
Mor . True ; and thou seest that I no issue have ; 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir; the rest, I wish thee gather; 

But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with me: 
But yet, methinks, my father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic ; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 

And, like a mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence ; 

As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 


Plan. O, uncle, ‘would some part of my young 
years 

Might but redeem the passage of your age ! 

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as the slaught’rer 
I doth. 

Which giveth many wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good; 

Only, give order for my funeral : 
i And so farewell; and fair be all thy hopes] 

And prosperous be thy life, in peace, and war ! .... 

(Vtte.) 

Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul 1 
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage, 

And like a hermit overpass’d toy days. — 

Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast; 

And what I do imagine, let that rest.— 

Keepers, convey, him hence f and I myself 
Will see his burial better th&n his. life.— 

[Exeunt Keepers , hearing out Mortimer. 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Choked with ambition of the meaner sort: — 

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 

Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house,— 

I doubt not, but with honour to redress : 

And therefore lmste I to the parliament ; 

Either to be restored to my blood, 

Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [Exit. 

ACT HI. 

Scene I. — The same . The Parliament House, 
Flourish. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Gloster, 
Warwick, Somerset, and Suffolk ; the Bishop 
of Winchester, Richard Plantagenet, and 
others. Gloster offers to put tip a bill; Win- 
chester snatches it and tears it. 

Win. Cotn’st thou with deep premeditated lines,. 
With written pamphlets studiously devis’d, 
Humphrey of Gloster? if thou can’st accuse. 

Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge, 

Do it without invention suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object. 

Glo. Presumptuous priest] this place commands 
my patience. 

Or thou should’st find thou hast dishonour’d me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimdk, 

That therefore I have forg’d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen: 

No, prelate ; such is tby audacious wickedness. 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks* 

As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer : 

Froward by nature, enemy to peace; 

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession, and degree; 

And far thy treachery. What’s more manifest? 

In that thou laid’st a trap to take my life, 

As well at London bridge, as at the Tower? 
Reside, I fear me, if thy thoughts. were sifted. 

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee,— Lords, vouchtaf* 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 

As he will have me. How am I so poor ? 

Or how haps it, I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling? 

And for dissention. Who preferreth peace 
More than I do, — except 1 be provok* 4 ? 

No, my good lords, it is not that offen ; 

It is not that, that hath incens’d the duke : 

It is, because no one should sway but he ; 

No one, but he, should be about the king ; 

And that engenders thunder in his breast. 

And makes him. roar these accusations forth. 

But he shall know, i am as good-- — - 
Glo. Aa good 

Thou bastard of my grandfather!— 
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Win. Ay, lordly sir; For what are you, I pray, 
JBut <iac imperious in another’s throne r 
Gfo. Am I not the protector, saucy priest? 

Win, And am I not a prelate of the church ? 

Glo . Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps. 

And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Uureverent Gloster ! 

Glo. ' ' Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Win. This Home shall remedy. 

War. Roam thither then. 

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne. 

Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious, 

And know the office that belongs to such. 

War. Methinks, his lordship should be humbler; 
It fiiteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch’d so near. 
War.. State holy, or unhallow’d, what of that ? 

Is not his grace protector to the king? 

Plan. Plantagenet, i see, must hold his tongue ; 
Lest it be said, Speak , sirrah , ivhen you should; 
Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords ? 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. (Aside.) 

K. Hen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester, 
The special watchmen of our English weal ; 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 

To join your hearts in love and amity. 

O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 

That two such noble peers as ye, should jar! 

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell. 

Civil dissention is a viperous worm, 

That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. — 

(A noise within ; Down ivith the tawny coats J) 
What tumult’s this? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through maliceof the bishop’s men. 

(A noise again; Stones l Stones J) 

Enter the Mayor of London, attended. 

May. 0, my good lords,— and virtuous Henry,— 
Pity the city of London, pity us ! 

The bishop and the duke of Gloster’s men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 

Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble-stones; 

And, banding themselves in contrary parts, 

Do pelt so fgst at one another’s pate. 

That many have their giddy brams knock’d out : 

Our windows are broke down in every street, 

Aud we, for fear, compell’d to phut our shops. 

Enter, skirmishing , the retainers of Gloster and 
Winchester, with bloody pates . 

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to ourself, 

1 o hold your slauglit’ring hands, and keep the peace. 
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

J Serv. Nay, if we be 

Forbidden stones, we’ll fall to it with our teeth. 

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 
nln v r (Skirmish again.) 

Wo. l ou of my household, leave this peevish broil. 
And set ins unaccustom’d fight aside. 

I Serv. -My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright ; and, for your royal birth, 

Interior to none, but to his majesty : 

And, ere that we will suffer such a prince, 
ao kind a father of the commonweal, 
io be disgraced by an inkhorn mate, 

Vv e, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 
Anddiave our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

_ 2 a’em Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
ahaii pitch a field, when we are dead. 

( Skirmish again.) 
k a % * Stay , stay, I say I 

And, if you love me, as you say you do, 

y° u t0 forbear a while. * 

K. H. O, how this discord doth afflict my soul !— 
Canyon, my lord of Winchester, behold , 

and tears, and will not once relent ? 

Who should be pitiful, if you be not ? 


Or who should study to prefer a peace. 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

W ar. My lord protector, yield ; — yield, Win- 
chester; — 

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 

To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 

You see what mischief, and what murder too. 

Hath been enacted through your enmity; 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compassion on the king commands me stoop : 
Or, I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

_ War. Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury, 

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear : 

Why look yon still so stern, and tragical ? 

G/o. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my baud, 

K. Hen. h y, uncle Beaufort! I have heard you 
preach, 

That malice was a great aud grievous sin : 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 

But prove a chief offender in the same ? 

War. Sweet king!— the bishop hath a kindly 
gird.— 

For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent; 

What, shall a child instruct you what to do ? 

Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ; 
Love for thy love, and hand for hand f give. 

Glo. Ay ; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart. — 
See here, my friends aud loving countrymen ; 

1 his token serveth for a flag of truce. 

Betwixt ourselves, and all our followers : 

So help me God, as I dissemble not ! 

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not! 

rr tt ^ . . , (Aside.) 

K. Hen. O loving unde, kind duke of Gloster, 
How joyful am I made by this contract!— 

Away, my masters ! trouble us uo more ; 

But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 

1 Serv. Content ; I’ll to the surgeon’s, 
o Q erv ’ . . T ... And so will I. 

6 berv. And I will see what physic the tavern 
affords. * [Exeunt Servants, Mayor , $c, 
.f: Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign: 
Which m the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glo. Well urg’d, my lord of Warwick for 
sweet prince, . 

An if your grace mark every circumstance, 
lou have great reason to do Richard right: 
Especially, for those occasions 
At Eltham-nlace I told your majesty. 

K.IIen. And those occasions, uncle, were offeree: 
t herefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is, 
lhat Richard be restored to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 

00 shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d. 

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

A. Hen. If Richard will be true, not that alone. 

But ail the whole inheritance I give, 

That doth belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spring by lineal descent. 
a j , k u ™ble servant vows obedience. 

And humble service, till the point of death. 

K. Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee againii 
my foot ; 

And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 

1 girt thee with the valiant sword of York : 

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet; 

And rise created princely duke of York. 

Plan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall! 
And as my duty springs, so perish they 
1 hat grudge one thought against your- majesty ! 

A*** Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of 
* . * York! .. . : 

Som. P erish, base prince, ignoble duke of York ! 

Gl°. Now will it best avail your majesty,^ 

To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in Fi ance : 


Scene 2. 
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The presence of a king engenders love 1 

Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends* 

As it disauimates his enemies. 

K. Hen. When Gloster says the word, king 
Henry goes ; 

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness. 

[Exeunt all bid Exeter . 
Exe. Ay, we may march in England, or in 
■ ■ France, ■ # 

Not seeing what is likely to ensue : 

This late dissention, grown betwixt the peers, 

Burns under feigned ashes pf forg’d love. 

And will at last break out into a flame : 

As fester’d members rot but by degrees, 

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, tall away, 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy, 

Which, in the time of Henry, nam’d the fifth, 

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,— ■ 

That Henry, born at Montmouth, should win all ; 
And Henry, born at Windsor, should lose all : 
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit. 

Scene II,—. France. Before Roiien. 

Enter la Pucelle disguised , and Soldiers dressed 
like countrymen , with sacks upon their backs. 
Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of Rouen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words ; 
Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men. 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance (as, 1 hope, we shall), 

And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 

I’ll by a sign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. . 

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city. 
And we be lords and rulers over Roiien; 

Therefore we’ll knock. ^ (Knocks.) 

Guard. (Within.) Qut est la? 

Puc. Paisans, pauvres gens de France : 

Poor market- foiks, that come to sell their corn. 
Guard. Enter, go in ; the market-bell is rung. 

{Opens the gates.) 
Puc. Now, Rouen, 111 shake thy bulwarks to the 
ground. [Pucelle, enter the city.) 

Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans, Alencon, 
and Forces. 

Char. Saint Dennis bless this 
And once again well sleep secure in 
Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle, and her practisants ; 
Now she is there, how will she specify, 

Where is the best and safest passage in ? 

Men. By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower ; 
Which, once discern’d, shews, that her meaning is,— 
No way to that, for weakness, which she enter’d. 

Enter La Pucelle on a battlement : holding out a 
torch burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch, 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen; 

But burning fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast. See, noble Charles ! the beacon of our friend. 
The burning torch in yonder turret stands, 
i Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 

4 prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 

Men. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends ; 
Enter, and cry — The Dauphin l — presently. 

And then do execution on the watch. (They enter.) 

Alarums. Enter Talbot, and certain English. 
Tat. France, thou shalt rue this treason with 
thy tears. 

If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress. 

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 

That hardly we escap’d the pride of France. 

[Exeunt to the Town. 


Alarum : Excursions . Enter, from the Town. 
Bedford, brought in sick , mu chair, with 
Talbot, Burgundy, and the English Forces. 
Then . enter on the walls. La Pucelle, Char- 
les, Bastard, Alencon, and others. 

Puc. Good morrow, gallants 1 want ye corn for 
bread ? 

I think, the duke of Burgundy will fast. 

Before hell buy again at such a rate : 

’Twas full of darnel ; do you like the taste ? 

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless courteacaa! 

I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own. 

And make thee curse the harvest of that corn. 

Cha. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before that 
time. 

Bed. 0, let no words, but deeds, revenge this 
treason! 

Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard? break 
a lance, 

And run a tilt at death within a chair? 

Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
Encompass’d with thy lustful paramours 1 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 

And twit with cowardice a nian half dead? 

Damsel, 111 have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are you so hot, sir? — Yet, Pucelle, bold 
thy peace ; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. — 

(Talbot, and the rest, consult together .} 
God speed the parliament ! who snail be the speaker? 
Tat. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field ? 
Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for 
To try if that our own be ours, or no. Ifoois, 

Tal. I speak not. to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alengon, and the rest ^ 

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 

Alen. Signior, no. 

Tal. Signior, hang! — base muleteers of France 
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls. 

And aare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc. Captains, away, let’s get us from the walls 
For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks. — 

God be wi’ you, my lord ! we came, sir, but to tell 
That we are here. [you 

[Exeunt La Pucelle , §pc. from the wall*. 
Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 

Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame !— 

Yow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house, 

(Prick’d on by public wrongs, sustain’d in France,^ 
Either to get the town again, or die : 

And I, — as sure as English Henry lives, 

And as his father here was conqueror ; 

As sure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Coeur-de-lion’s heart was buried ; 

So sure I swear, to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy vows 
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant duke of Belford : — Come, my lord. 

We will bestow you in some better place, 

Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me 
Here will I sit before the walls of Rotten, 

And will be partner of your weal, or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade 
you. [read 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence; for once I 
That stout Pendragon, in his litter, sick, 

Came to the field, and vanquished his foes : 
Methinks, I should revive the soldiers’ hearts. 
Because I ever f&und them as myself. 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast !-* 

Then be it so: — Heavens keep old Bedford safe ! 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand. 

And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt Burgundy , Talbot, and Forces, 
leaping Bedford, and others . 
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Alarum. Excursion?,. Enter Sir John Fastolfe, 
and a Captain. 

Cap. Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe, in such 
haste ? t 

Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by night; 
We are like to have tile overthrow again. _ 

Cap. What ! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot i 
Fast Av, 

11 the Talbots in the world, to save my life. { Exit 
Cap. Cowardly knight! ill foriuue follow thee ! 

[Exit 

Retreat Excursions. Enter from the Totvn, La 
Pucelle, Alen^on, Charles, §pc. and exeunt 
flying. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please; 
For I have seen our enemies’ overthrow. 

What is the trust or strength of foolish man? 

They, that of late were daring with their scofFs, 

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

[Dies, and is carried off in his chair. 

Alarum. Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and others . 

Tat Lost, and recover’d in a day again ! 

This is a double honour, Burgundy : 

Yet, heavens have glory for this victory ! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects 
Thv noble deeds, as valour’s monument. 

fat Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle 
I think her old familiar is asleep : [now ? 

Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles his 
gleeks? 

What, all a-mort ? Roiien hangs her head for grief, 
That such a valiant company aye fled. 

Now will we take some order in the town. 

Placing therein some expert officers ; 

And tlien depart to Paris, to the king ; 

For there young Harry, with his nobles, lies. 

, Bur. What wills lord ^albot, pleaseth Burgundy. 

Tal But yet, before we go, let’s not forget 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas’d. 

But see his exequies fulfill’d in Roiien ; 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court : 

But kings, and mightiest potentates, must die ; 

For that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt 

Scene III. — The same. The Plains near the City. 
Enter Charles, the Bastard , Alencon, La 
Pucelle, and Forces. 

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident. 

Nor grieve, that Rouen is so recovered : 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive, 

For things, that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a peacock sweep along bis tail ; 

We’ll pull his plumes, ana take away his train, 

If Dauphin, and the rest, will be but rul’d. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence ; 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies. 

And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Alen. We’ll set thy statue in some holy place, 
And have thee reverenc’d like a blessed saint; 
Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. 

Puc. Then thus it must be ; this doth Joan de- 
vise ; 

By fair persuasions, mix’d with sugar’d words, 

We will entice the duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry’s warriors ; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us. 

But be extirped from our provinces. [France, 
Alen. For ever should they be expuls’d from 
Ar.d not have title to an earldom here. [work , 

Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I will 


To bring this matter to the wished end. 

(Drums heard. 

Hark I by the sound of drum, you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris- ward. 

An English March Enter , and pass over ai a 
distance , Talbot and his Forces. 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread, 

And all the troops of English after hxm. 

A French March. Enter 9 the Duke of Burgundy 
and Forces. 

Now, in the rearward, comes the duke, and his; 
Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind. 

Summon a parley, we will talk with him. 

(A parley sounded.) 

Char. A parley with the duke of Burgundy ? 

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ? 
Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy coun- 
tryman. 

Bur. What sny’st thou, Charles? for I am march- 
ing hence. 

Char. Speak, Pucelle ; and enchant him with thy 
words. 

Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France, 
Slav, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee, 

Bur. Speak on ; but be not over- tedious. 

Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile France, 
And see the cities and the towns defac’d 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe ! 

As looks the mother on her lowly babe, 

When death doth close his tender dying eyes, 

See, see the pining malady of France ; 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds. 
Which thou thyself hast given her woful bfeast I 
0, turn thy edged sword another way ; 

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help . 
One drop of blood, drawn from thy country’s bo- 
som, [gore ; 

Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign 
Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears, 

And wash away thy country’s stained spots 
Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent. [words. 

Puc. Besides, all French and France exclaims 
on thee, 

Doubting thy birth, and lawful progeny 
Who join’s! thou with, but with a lordly nation. 

That will not trust thee, but for profit’s sake ? 

When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 

And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill. 

Who then, but English Henry, will be lord, 

And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive ? 

Call we to mind, — and mark but this, for proof • 
Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe? 

And was he not in England prisoner? 

But, when they heard he was thine enemy, 

They set him free, without his ransom paid. 

In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends. 

See then I thou fight’st against thy countrymen, 

And join’s! with them will be thy slaughter-men. 
Come, come, return ; return, thou wand'ring lord 
Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their ar 
Bur. 1 am .vanquished ; these haughty wor 
her’s 

Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot. 

And made me almost yield upon my knees. — 
Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen 1 
Ana, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace ; 

My forces and my power of men are yours ; — 

So, farewell, Talbot; Til no longer trust thee. 

Puc. Done like a Frenchman; turn, and turn 
again! # [us fresh. 

Char. Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship makes 
Bast. And doth beget new courage in our 
breasts. ..[this ■ 

A len. Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part in 
And doth deserve a coronet ot gold. 

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join oui 
powers; 
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And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt. r 
Scene IV. — Parts. A Room in the Palace . > 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other Lords, 
Vernon, Basset, j§fc. To them Talbot, and j 
some of his Officers* r 

Tal. My gracious prince, — auu honourable 

peers, — # # ( 

II earing of your arrival in this realm, > 

I have awhile given truce unto my wars. 

To do my duty to my sovereign : # 1 

In sign whereof, this arm, —that hath reclaim’d 
To yoni obedience fifty fortresses, 

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength. 
Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem,— 

Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet; 

And, with submissive loyalty of heart, 

A scribes the glory of his conquest got, 
hirst to my God, and next unto your grace, 

K. Hen. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster, 

That hath so long been resident in France ! # 

Olo . Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

K. Hen. Welcome, brave captain, and victorious 
lord I 

When I was young (as yet I ara not old,) 

I do remember how my father said, 

A stouter champion never handled sword. 

Long since we were resolved of your truth, 

Four faithful service, and your toil in war; 

Yet never have you tasted our reward, 

Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks, 

Because till now we never saw your face : 

Therefore, stand up f and, for these good deserts, 

We here create you earl of Shrewsbury; 

And in our coronation take your place. 

[Exeunt King Henry , Gloster , Talbot , 
and Nobles. 

Ver Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea, 
Disgracing of these colours that I wear 
in honour of my noble lord of York , — 

Dar’st thou maintain the former words thou spak’st? 

. Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord, tbe duke of Somerset 
Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas. Why, what is he? as good a man as York. 
Ver: Hark ye; not so: in witness, take ye that. 

[Strikes him.) 

Bas . Villain, thou know’st the law of arms is 
such, 

That, whoso draws a sword, ’tis present death; 

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood. 
But I’ll unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong; 

When thou shalt see. I’ll meet thee to thy cost 
Ver . Well, miscreant. I’ll be there as soon as 
you ; 

And, after, meet you sooner than you would. 

f Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — The same. A Room of State. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, 
Suffolk, Somerset, Winchester, Warwick, 
Talbot, the Governor of Paris, and others. 

Olo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 
Win. God save king Henry, of that name the 
sixth I 

Glo. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath, — 
[Governor kneels.) 

That you elect no other king but him : 

Esteem none friends, but such as are his friends ; 
And none your foes, but such as shall pretend 
Malicious practices against his state : 

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God ! 

[Exeunt Gov. and his Train. 

, Enter Sir John Fastolfe. 

: Mr ' gracious, sovereign, as I rode from 


To haste unto your coronation, 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands, 

Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the duke of Burgundy, and theo 1 
I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 

To tear the garter from thy craven’s leg. 

[Plucking it off) 

(Which I have done) because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree. — 

Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest ; 

This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 

When but in all I was six thousand strong. 

And that the French were almost ten to one,— 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 

Like to a trusty squire, M uu, away s 
1 In which assault we lost i ,velve hundred mem 
Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 

Were there surpris’d, and taken prisoners.^ 

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss ; 

OV whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no. 

Glo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous, 

And ill beseeming any common man ; 

Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 

Tal. When first this order was ordain’d, my lords 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth ; 

Valiant, and virtuous, full of haughty courage. 

Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress, 

Bat always resolute in most extremes. 

He then, that is not furnish’d in this sort, 

Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight. 

Profaning this most honourable order '; 

And should (if I ivere worthy to be judge,) 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

K. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen! thou hear’st 
thy doom : 

Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight ; 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. — 

[Exit Fastolfe 

And now, my lord protector, view the letter, 

Sent from our uncle, duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What means his graye, that he hath chang’d 
his style ? (Vieiving the superscription. y 
No more but, plain and bluntly, — To the king"* 

Hath he forgot, he is his sovereign? 

Or doth this churlish superscription 
Pretend some alteration in good will? 

What’s here ? — I have , upon especial cause , — 

( Reads.) 

Mov'd with comp as sion of my country's wreck. 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such as your oppression feeds upon , — 
Forsaken your pernicious faction , 

And join'd with Charles , the rightful king of 
France. 

0 monstrous treachery ! Can this be so ; 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissembling guile? 
K Hen. What ! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt ? 
Glo. He doth, my lord, and is become your foe. 
K. Hen. Is that the worst, this letter doth contain ? 
Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes. 
K. Hen . Why then, lord Talbot there shall talk 
with him. 

And give him chastisement for this abuse* — 

My lord, how say you? are you not content? 

Tal. Content, my liege? Yes, but that I am 
t prevented, 

1 should have begg’d I might have been employ’d. 

K. Hen. Then gather strength, and march mi* 

him straight: 

Let him perceive, how ill we brook bis treason ; 
And w hat offence it is, to flout his friends. 

Tal. I go, my lord; in heart desiring still, 

You may behold confusion of your foes. [Exit. 

i Enter Vmsvti and Basset. 

Ver Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign . 
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Has. And me, my fad, grant >ne *he combat s. 

York. This is my servant; Hea> tom, 


Som. And'thia is mine; Sweet Henry, favour Tb 

H. Be patient, lords; and give them leave Bo 

i 

Bas. Aud'T with Urn; fork. * 

jr Hen.^hat is that wrong, whereof you both T 
' Pirvt let me know, and then I’ll answer you. 

the sea fro ..England mto France, Y 
Tins fellow here, with envvj is caromg tongue, 
Upbraided me about th* * *<e 1 wear ; y 

Saving — the sanguine colour of the lea^ es 
Di'd represent iny master s blushing cheeks, 

When stubbornly he did repugn the truth, £ 

About a cm tain question in the law, rr 

Argu'd betwixt the duke of^ Y ork and him ; 

With Other vile and ignominious terms : 

En confutation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my lord’s worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. . r 

Ver And that is my petition, noble lord . 

For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit. 

To seta gloss upon lus hold intent, ^ 

Yet know, my lord, 1 was provokd by him , 

And he first took exceptions at this b^e, 
Pronouncing— that the paleness ot this flower 
Bewray’d the faintness of my master s heart. 

York. Will not this ma ice, ^ er , set ,4 e Jr ft lni 
Sum. Your private grudge, my lord ot York, will 
Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it. [out, 

AT. Hen. Good Lord! what madness rules in 
brain-sick men ; 

When, for so slight and frivolous a cause, 

Such factious emulations shall arise ! 

(-rood cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let this dissension first be tried by light. 

And then your highness shall command a peace. 

Sowa. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 

Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somerset. 
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo. Confirm it so ? Confounded be your stnie . 

And perish ye, with your audacious prate . 
Presumptuous vassals ! are you not asham a, 

With this immodest. clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us t 
And you, my lords,— methinks you do not well, 

T,> bear with their perverse objections ; 

Much less, to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves ; 

Let me persuade you, take a better course. 

Ex e. It grieves his highness -.—Good my lords, 
befriends. , ... 

K. Hen. Come hither, you, that would be com- 
batants: 

Henceforth, I charge you, as you love our favour. 
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. — 

And you, my lords, — remember where we are; 
in France, amongst a fickle wavering nation : 
if they perceive dissections in our looks, 

And that within onrseives we disagree, 

How will their grudging stomachs be provok d 
To wilful disobedience and rebel ? 

Beside, What infamy w ill there arise. 

When foreign princes shall be certified, 

That, for a toy, a thing of no regard. 

King Henry’s peers, and chief nobility, „ 

Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of France . 

, think upon the conquest of my father, 
y tender years, and let us not forego 
feat for a trifle, that was bought with blood ! 


Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 

I sec no reason, if I wear this rose, 

{Putting on a red ret*) 


That anyone should therefore be suspicious 
r inline Rftinerspt. than York : 


I more incline to Somerset, than York : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown. 

Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown d. 

But your discretions better can persuade, 

Than I am able to instruct or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace. 

So let us still continue peace and love.— 

Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts oi France: 

And, good my lord of Somerset unite 

Your troops of horsemen with his bands ot toot 

And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 

Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angrv choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will return to Calais ; 

From thence to England ; where I hope e er long 
To be presented, by your victories, 

With Charles, Alengon, and ■ that traitorous rout. 
[Flourish. Exeunt King Henry , Glo. 

Win. Suf. and Basset. 

War. My lord of York, I promise you, the king 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York. And so he did ; but yet I like it not. 

In that lie wears the badge of Somerset. [not ; 
War. Tush, that was but his fancy, blame him 

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

York And if I wist he did,— But let it rest; 
Other affairs must now be managed. 

Exeunt York , Warwick, and Vernon. 

. Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy 

I For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear, we should have seen decipher’d there 
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils, 
Than yet can be imagin’d or suppos’d. 

But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees 

This jarring discord of nobility, 

This should’ring of each other in the court. 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

’Tis much, when sceptres are in children s hands ; 
But more, when envy breeds unkind division; 
There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. , 

’ [Exit. 

Scene 11. —Before Bourdeaux. 

Enter Talbot, with his Forces. 

Tal Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter, 
Summon their general unto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter , on the tvalis, tni 
General of the French Forces, and others, 
English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England ; 

And thus he would,— Open your city gates, 

Be humble to us ; call mv sovereign yours, 

And do him homage as obedient subjects, 

And I’ll withdraw me and my bloody power: 

But, if you frown upon this proffer'd peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire; 
Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay vour stately and air-braving towers. 

If you forsake the offer of their love, 

&en. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death. 

Our nation’s terror and their bloody scourge! 

The period of thy tyranny approacheth, 

. On us thou can’st notenter, but by death: 

For, I protest, we are well fortified, 

And strong enough to issue out and fight: 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 
e ? Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee : ^ 
On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch’d. 
To wall thee from the liberty of night ; 

And no way caust thou turn thee for redress. 
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But death doth front thee with apparent spoil, 

And pale destruction meets thee in the face, 

'Pen thousand French have la’en the sacrament 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo! there thou stand' st, a breathing valiant man, 

Of an invincible uneonquer’d spirit : 

This is the latest glory of thy praise, 

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run, 

Finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well-coloured, 

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[j "Drums afar off* 

Hark! hark! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning bell, 
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul ; 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

[Exeunt General, §~c. from the ivalls. 
Tal. He fables not, J hear the enemy ; — 

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings. — 
O, negligent and heedless discipline! 

How are we park’d, and bounded in a pale ; 

A little herd of England’s timorous deer, 

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs! 

If we be English deer, be then in blood : 

Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch; 

But rather moody-mad, and desperate stags, 

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel. 

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay: 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends.— 
God, and Saint George! Talbot, and England’s 
right! 

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight! 

[Exeunt. 


Scene III. — Plains in Gascony . 

Enter York, with Forces; to him a Messenger. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts return’d again, 
That dogged the mighty army of the Dauphin ? 

Mess . 'They are returned, my lord; and give it 
out . 

That he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his power, 

To fight with Talbot: As he march’d along. 

By yonr espials were discovered 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led ; 
Which join’d with him, and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain Somerset, 

That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect .my aid ; 

And I am lowfed by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier : 

God comfort him in this necessity ! 

If lie miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English 
strength, 

Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the nobta Talbot; 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron, 

And hemm’a about with grim destruction: 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, York ! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s ho- 
nour. ^ [heart 

York 0 God ! that Somerset — who in proud 
Doth stop my cornets*— were in Talbot’s place ! 

So should we save a valiant gentleman, 

Bv forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep. 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy. 0, send some succour to the distress’d 
; ' lord ! 

York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word ; 
We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ; 
All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy. 'Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot’s 
aaui' 


And on his son, y oung John ; whom two hours smew 
I met in travel toward his warlike father! 

This seven years did not Talbot see ins son ; 

And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas I what joy Shall noble Talbot have. 

To bid his young son welcome to his grave ? 

Away, vexation almost stops my breath, 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death. — 

Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 

But curse the cause 1 cannot aid the man. — 

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 

’Long all of Somerset, and his delay. [Exit. 

Lucy. Tims, while the vulture ofsedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders. 

Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the fifth : — Whiles they each other cross, 

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit. 

Scene IV. — Other Plains of Gascony. 

Enter Somerset with his Forces; an Officer qf 
Talbot's with him. 

Som . It is too late; I cannot send them now* 

This expedition was by York, and Talbot, 

Too rashly plotted; all our general force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour, 

By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure ! 

York set him on to fight, and die in shame. 

That Talbot dead, great York might bear the name 
OJf. Here is sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o’er-match’d forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som. How now, sir William ? whither were you 
sent? 

Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold 
lord Talbot; 

Who ring’d about with bold adversity, 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions. 

And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war- wearied limbs. 

And, in advantage ling’ring, looks for rescue, 

You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s honour. 

Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep awny 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 

While he, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles', and Burgundy, 

Alencon, Reignier, compass him about, 

And Talbot perisheth by vour default. 

Som. York set him on, Y ork should have sent him 
aid. [claims ; 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ex- 
Swearmg, that you withhold his levied host, 

Collected for this expedition. [horse : 

Som. Y ork lies ; he might have sent and had the 
I owe him little duty, and less love ; 

And take foul scorn, to fawn on him by sending. 

Lucy . The fraud of England, not the force of 
France, 

Hath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot: 

Never to England shall he bear his life j 
But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Som. Come, go; I will despatch the horsemen 
straight : 

Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en, or slain: f 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 

And fly would Talbot never, though hemight. 

Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu! 

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame in 
3 vu. [. Exeunt 

# 
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Scene V.—The English Camp near Bourdeaux. 
Enter Talbot and John his Son . 

Tal. 0 young John Talbot! I did send for thee. 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war; 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d, 

When sapless age, and weak unable limbs. 

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 

Ibit,— 0 malignant and ill-boding stars !- 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger : 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse ; 
And I’ll direct thee how thou shall escape 
By sudden flight: come, dally not, begone. 

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your son? 
And shall I fly ? 0, if you love my mother. 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 

To make a bastard, and a slave of me : 

The world will say — He is Talbot’s blood, 

That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 
John. He, that flies so, will ne’er return again. 
Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 
John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you fly : 
Your loss is great, so your regard should be ; 

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 

Upon my death the. French can little boast; 

1 n yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won; 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 

Yon fled for vantage every one will swear; 

But, if I bow, they’ll say — it was for fear. 

There is no hope, that ever I will stay, 

If, the lirst hour, I shrink, and run away. 

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 

Rather than life preserv’d with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one tomb ? 
John. Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother’s 
womb. 

Tal. Upon my blessing I command thee go. 

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 

Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee. 
John. No part of him, but will be shame in me. 
Tal. Thou never had’st renown, nor canst not 
lose it. [abuse it ? 

John. Yes, your renowned name ; Shall flight 
TaL Tliy father’s charge shall clear thee from 
that stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 

If death be so apparent, then both fly. [die ? 

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight, and 
My age was never tainted with such shame. 

John . And shall my youth be guilty of such blame ? 
No more can I be sever’d from your side. 

Than can yourself yourself in twain divide : 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ; 

For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 

Come, side by side together live and die ; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene VI. — A Field of Battle. 

Alarum : Excursions , wherein Talbot’s son is 
hemmed about, and Talbot rescues him. 

Tal. Saint George and victory! fight, soldiers, 
fight; 

f’he recent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

A nd left us to the rage of France his sword. 

here is John Talbot? — pause and take thy *-reath ; 

I gave thee life, and rescu’d thee from death. 

John ... O twice my father ! twice arn I thy son : 
The life, thou gav’st me first, was lost and done. 

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 

To my determin’d time thou gav’st new date. 

Tat. When from the Dauphin’s crest thy sword 
struck fire, 

It Warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of boid-fac’d victory. Tken leadeu age. 


Quicken’d with youthful spleen, and w arlike rage. 
Beat down Alemjon, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia rescu’d ti ee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans — that drew blood 
From thee, my boy ; and had the maidenhood 
Of thy fust fight — I soon encountered ; 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace. 
Bespoke him thus : Contaminated, base, 

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine. 

Mean and right poor ; for that pure blood of mine. 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 
boy : — 

Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy. 

Came m strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s care ; 
Art thou not weary, John? How dost thou faros * 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry ? 

Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead ; 

The help of one stands me in little stead. 

O, too much folly is it, well I wot, 

| To hasard all our lives in one small boat. 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s rage, 
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 

By me they nothing gain, an if I stay, 

’Tis but the sliort’uing of my life one day : 

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name, 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s fame; 
All these, and more, we haza;d by thy stay ; 

All these are sav’d, if thou wilt fly away. 

John. The sword of Orleans hath not made m« 
smart. 

These words of yours draw life-blood from my heart : 
On that advantage, bought with such a shame, 

(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,) 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die ! 

And like me to the peasant boys of France ; 

To be shame’s scorn, and subject of mischance! 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 

And if I fly, I am not Talbot's son : 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot: 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot. 

^ Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus; thy life to me is sweet : 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side; 

And, commendable prov’d, let’s die in pride. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene YII. — Another part of the same. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Talbot wounded , 
supported by a Servant. 

Tal. Where is my other life ?— mine own is 
gone ; — 

O, .where’s young Talbot? where is valiant John?—* 
Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity! 

Young* Talbot’s. valour makes me smile at thee 
When ho perceiv’d me shrink, and on my knee. 

His bloody sword he brandish’d over me* 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, and stem impatience ; 

But when my angry guardant stood alone, 

Tend’ring my ruin, and assail’d of none, 

Dizzy-ey’d fury, and great rage of heart, 

Suddenly made, him from my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French : 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His ovennounting spirit; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Enter Soldiers, bearing the body of John Talbot. 
Serv. 0 my dear lord I lo, where your son is borne ! 
Tal. Thou antic death, which iangh’st us here to 
scorn, 

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 

Two Talbots, winged through the lither skv. 

In thy despite, shall ’scape mortality. — 

O thou, whose wounds become hard-favoured death* 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath : 
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Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no ; 
imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe.— 

Poor boy 1 he smiles, inethinks j as who should 
say — 

Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms ; 

My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 

Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have, 

Now my old arms are round John Talbot’s grave. 

[Dies. 

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servants, leaving 
the two bodies. Enter Charles, Alencon, Bur- 
gundy, Bastard , La Pucelle, and Forces. 
Char . Had York and Somerset brought rescue in. 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot’s, raging- 
wood, 

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood ! 

Puc. Once I encounter'd him, and thus I said, 
Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'd by a maid. 
But— with a proud, majestica! high scorn, — 

He answered thus : Young Talbot was not lorn 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench : 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless, he would have made a noble 
knight: 

See, where he lies inhersed in the arms 
Of the. most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones 
asunder ; 

Whose life was England’s glory, Gallia’s wonder. 
Char. O, no ; forbear : for that, which we have 
fled 

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended ; a French 
Herald preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 

'Conductme to the Dauphin’s tent ; to know 
Who have obtain’d the glory of the day. 

Char. On what submissive message art thou sent? 
Lucy . Submission, Dauphin ? ’tis a mere French 
word; 

We English warriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en. 

And to survey the bodies of the dead. . [is. 

Char. Foil* prisoners ask’st thou ? hell our prison 
But tell me whom thou seek’st. 

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field. 
Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury? 

Created, for his rare success in arras, 

Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence ; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Furnival of 
t Sheffield, 

The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge ; 

Knight of the noble order of Saint-George, 

Worthy Saint Michael, and the golden fleece ; 

Great marshall to Henry the sixth, 

Of all his wars within the realm of France ? 

Puc . Here is a silly stately style indeed ! 

The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath. 

Writes not so tedious a style as this. — 

Him, that thou magnifies! with all these titles, 
Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet. 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain; the Frenchmen’s only 
_ scourge. 

Your kingdom’s terror, and black Nemesis ? 

O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d, 
hat I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces ! 

O, that I could but call these dead to life? 

It were enough to fright the realm of France : 

Were but his picture left among you here, 

It wouid amaze the proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies ; that I may bear them hence. 
And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puo 1 think, this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost. 


He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit 
For God’s sake, let him have ’em; to keep them 
here, 

They would but stink, and putrefy the air. 

Char. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. I’ll bear them hence ; 

But from their ashes shall be rear’d 
A phenix, that shall make all France afeard. 

Char. So we be rid of them, do with ’em what 
thou wilt. 

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain. [Exeunt, 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — London. A Room in the Palace 
Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Exeter. 

K. Hen. Have you perus’d the letters from 
the pope, 

The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac ? 

Glo. I have, my lord, and their intent is this,— 
They humbly sue unto your excellence. 

To nave a godly peace concluded of. 

Between the realms of England and of France. 
K.Hen. How doth your grace affect their mo- 
tion ? 

Glo. Well, my good lord ; and as the only means 
To stop effusion of our Christian blood, 

And ’stablish quietness on every side. 

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural, 

That such iminanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Glo. Beside, my lord, — the sooner to effect. 

And surer bind, this knot of amity, — 

The earl of Armagnac— near knit to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France, — 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry. 

K. Hen. Marriage, uncle I alas! my years ar* 
young ; 

And fitter is my study and my books. 

Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet, call the ambassadors ; and, as you please. 

So let them have their answers everyone : 

I shall be well content with any choice. 

Tends to God’s glory, and my country’s weal. 

Enter a Legate, and two Ambassadors, with 
Winchester, in a cardinal's habit. 

Exe. What! is my lord of Winchester install’d 
And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree? 

Then, I perceive, that will be verified, 

Henry the fifth’ did sometime prophesy, — 

If once he come to be a cardinal, 

He'll make his cap co-equal with the crown. 

K. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been consider’d and debated on. 

Your purpose is both good and reasonable : 

And, therefore, are we certainly resolv’d 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 

Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean 
Shalfbe transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your master,- - 
I have inform’d his highness so at large. 

As — liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts. 

Her beauty, and the value of her dower, — 

He doth intend she shall be England’s queen. 

K. Hen. In argument and proof of which con- 
tract, 

Bear her this jewel, (to the Amb.) pledge of my 
affection. 

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded. 

And safely brought to Dover; where, iushipp’d 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

[. Exeunt King Henry and Train; Gloster, Ess* 
ter, and Ambassadors. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate ; you shall first receive 
The sum of money, which I promised •* 

Should be deliver’d to his holiness. 
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For clothing me m these grave ornaments. < 

Leg. I will attend upon your lordship’s leisure. 
Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, I trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive, 

That, neither in birth, or for authority, 

The bishop will be overborne by thee : 

111 either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee, 

Oi sack this country with a mutiny. [Exeunt. 

Scene 3 1 — France . Plains in Anjou. 

Eider Charles, Buucundy, Alencon, La Pu- 
celle, and Forces , marching. 

Char . These news, my lords, may cheer our 
drooping spirits : 

Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt. 

And turn again unto the warlike French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of 
France, 

And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us; 
Else, ruin cdinbat with their palaces ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Success unto our valiant general, 

And happiness to his accomplices I 
Char. What tidings send our scouts? I pry’thee, 
speak. 

Mess. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin’d in one ; 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ; 
Rut w'e will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there ; 

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear, 

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most accurs’d : — 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine ; 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char. Then on, my lords; and France be for- 
tunate ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The same. Before Angiers. 
Alarums : Excursions . Enter La Pucelle. 
Puc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen 
fly.— 

Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts ; 

And ys choice spirits, that admonish me, 

And give me signs of future accidents ! {Thunder.) 
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 

Appear, and aid me in this enterprise 1 

Enter Fiends. 

This speedy quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom’d ’ diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful regions under earth. 

Help me this once, that France may get the field. 

( They walk about, and speak not.) 
O, hold me not with silence over-long ! 

VVhere I was wont to feed you with my blood, 

Pil lop a member off, and give it you, 

In earnest of a further benefit ; 

So you do condescend to help me now. — 

[They hang their heads.) 
No hope to have redress ? — My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit. 

( They shake their heads.) 
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice. 

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 

Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all, 

Before that England give the French the foil. 

{They depart.) 

See ! they forsake me. Now the time is come, 
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest. 

And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incautations are too weak. 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 

*Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. 

. [Exit. 


Alarums. Enter French and Enghsh, fghlixgk 
La Pucelle and York fight hand to hand. U& 
Pucelle is taken. The French Jiy. 

York. Damsel of France, I think, I have you fast 
Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms, 

And try if they can gain your liberty. — 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace ! 

See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows. 

As if, with Circe, she would change my shape. 

Puc. Chang'd to a worsen shape thou canst not be 
York. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man ; 
No shape but ids can please your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles, ant 
thee! 

And may ye both be suddenly surpris’d 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 

York. Fell, banning hag I enchantress, hold thy 
tongue. 

Puc. I pr’y thee, give nfe leave to curse a while. 
York . Curse, miscreant, when thou contest to 
the stake. [ Exeunt . 

Alarums. Enter Suffolk, leading in Lady 
Margaret. 

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

{Gazes on her.) 

0 fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly ; 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands. 

And lay them gently on thy tender side. 

1 kiss these fingers {kissing her hand) for eternal 

peace : 

Who art thou ? say, that I may honour thee. 

Mar . Margaret my name ; and daughter to a king, 
The king of Naples, whosoe’er thou art. 

Suf. An earl I am, and Suffolk am l call’d. 

Be not offended, nature’s miracle, 

Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me : 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save. 

Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings. 

Yet, if this servile usage once offend. 

Go, and be free again as Suffolk’s friend. 

{She turns away as going.) 
O, stay I — I have no power to let her pass ; 

My hand would free her, but my heart says — no. 

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Faia would I woo her, yet I dare not speak : 

I’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 

Fy, De la Poole! disable not thyself; 

Hast not a tongue ? is she not here thy prisoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ? 

Ay ^beauty’s princely majesty is such, 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 
Mar. Say, earl of Suffolk, — if thy name be so,— 
What ransome must I pay before I pass? 

For, I perceive, I am thy prisoner. 

Suf How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit, 
Before thou make a trial of her love ? (Aside.) 
Mar. Why speak’st thou not? what ransome 
must I pay ? 

■ Suf. She’s beautiful ; and therefore to be woo’d ; 
She is a woman ; therefore to be won, {Aside.) 
Mar . Wilt thou accept of ransome, yea, or no ? 
Suf. Fond man ! remember, that thou hast a wife ; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? {Aside. ) 
Mar. I were best leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marr’cl ; there lies a cooling card* 
Mar. He talks at random ; sure, the man is mad. 
Suf And yet a dispensation may be had. 

Mar. And yet I would that you would answer me 
Suf. I’ll win tlas lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why, for my king: Tush! that’s a wooden thing. 
Mar. He talks of wood : it is some carpenter. 
Suf. Yet so my fancy may be satisfied, 

And peace established between these realms/ 

R\it tnere remains a scruple in that too: 

For though her father be the king of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor. 
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And our nobility will scorn the match. (Aside.) 
Mar. Hear ye, captain? Are you not at leisure ? 
Suf Jt- shall be so, disdain they ne’er so much : 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield: 

Madam, 1 have a secret to reveal. [knight, 

Mar. What though I be enthrall’d ? he seems a 
And will not any way dishonour me. (Aside,) 
Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps, I shall be rescu’d by the French; 
A id then I need not crave his courtesy, (Aside.) 
Suf. Jiweet madam, give me hearing in a cause— 
Mar. Tush ! women have been captivate ere now. 

(Aside.) 

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you so ? j 

Mar. I cry you mercy, ’tis but quid for quo. 

Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? . 

Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile. 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 

For princes should be free. 

Suf. And so shall you. 

If happy England’s royal king be free. ! 

Mar , Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Suf. I’ll undertake to make thee Henry’s queen ; 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand, 

And set a precious crown upon thy head, 

If thou wilt condescend to be my— 

Mar. What? 

Suf. His love. 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife. 

Suf. No, gentle madam; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife, 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam ; are you so content? 

Mar. Aa if my father please, I am content. 

Suf Then call our captains, and our colours, forth : 
Aud, madam, at your father’s castle walls 
We’ll crave a parley to confer with him. 

(Troops come fonvard.) 
A Parley sounded , Enter Reignier, on the walls. 
Suf, See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner. 
Reig. To whom ? 

Suf. To me. 

Reig, # Suffolk, what remedy ? 

I am a soldier; and unapt to weep, 

Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord : 
Consent (and, for thy honour, give consent,) 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 

Whom I with pain have woo’d aud won thereto; 

And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

Suf. Fair Margaret knows 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend. 

To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

[Exit from the walls. 
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 
Trumpets sounded. Enter Reignier, below. 
Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories ; 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child, 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit ? 

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little 
To be the princely bride of such a lord ; [worth, 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Anjou, 

Free from oppression, or the stroke of war, 

My da ughter shall be Henry’s, if he please. 

Suf. That is her rausorae, I deliver her; 

And those two counties, I wilt undertake, 

Your .grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again, — in Henry’s royal name, 

As deputy unto that gracious king, 

Gi ve thee her hand, tor sign of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly 
thanks. 


Because this is in traffic of a king : 

And yet, mdhinks, I could be^ well content 

To be mine own attorney in this case. (Aside.) 

I’ll over then to England with this news, 

And make this marriage to be solemnk’d : 

So, farewell, Reignier ! Set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewell, my lord ! Good wishes, praise, 
and prayers. 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret (Going.) 

Suf. Farewell, sweet madam! But hark you, 
Margaret; 


No princely commendations to my king? 
Mar. Such commendations as become i 


maid, 

A virgin, and his servant, say to him. ^ [ed. 

Suf. Words sweetly plac’d, and modestly direct- 
But, madam, I must trouble you again,— 

No loving token to his majesty ? 

Mar. Yes, my good lord ; a pure unspotted heart 
Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Suf. And this withal. (Kisses her.] 

Mar. That for thyself ; I will not so presume. 

To send such peevish tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Reignier and Margaret 
Suf. 0, wert thou for myself I — But, Suffolk, stay : 
Thou may’st not wander in that labyrinth ; 

There Mmotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wond’rous praise : 

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount; 

Mad, natural graces that extinguish art ; 

Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

That, when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s feet, 
Thou may’st bereave him cf his wits with wonder 

[Exii 

Scene IV. — Camp of the Duke of York, in Anjou 
Enter York, Warwick, and others . 

York . Bring forth that sorceress, condemn’d U 
burn. 

Enter La Pucelle, guarded, and a Shepherd. 
Shep. Ah, Joan ! this kills thy father’s heart out 
.right l 

Have J sought every country far and near. 

And, now it is my chance to find thee out. 

Must I behold thytmieless cruel death ? 

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die with thee ! 

Puc . Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch ! 

I am descended of a gentler blood ; 

Thou art no father, nor no friend, of mine. 

Shep. Out, out 1— My lords, an please you, W 
not so; 

I did beget her, all the parish knows : 

Her mother liveth yet, can testify. 

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 

War. Graceless I wilt thou deny thy parentage ? 
York. This argues what her kind of life hath betm; 
Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes. 

Shep. Fy, Joan ! that thou wilt be so obstacle J 
God knows, thou art a eollop of my flesh ; 

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear : 

Deny me not, I pr’ythee, gentle Joan. 

Puc . Peasant, avaunt! — You have suborn’d this 
Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. [man, 

Shep. ’Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest. 

The morn that I was wedded to her mother. — 

Kneel down and take my blessing, good my giri. 
Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time 
Of thy nativity ! 1 would, the milk 
Thy mother gave thee, when thou suck’dst hei 
breast. 

Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake ! 

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs n-field 
I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee I 
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab? 

O, bum her, burn her; hanging is too good. [Exit. 

York . Take her away ; for she hath liv’d too long, * 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. 
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Put First, let me tell you whom you have con- 
demn’d : 

Not me begotten of a shepherd swam, 

But issu’d from the progeny of kings ; 

Virtuous, and holy; chosen from above, 

By iuspiratipn of celestial grace. 

To work, exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked spirits: 

But you,— ‘that are polluted with your lusts. 

Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents. 

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,— 

Because you want the grace that others have, 

You judge it straight a thing impossible . 

To compass wonders, but by help of devils. 

No, misconceived I Joan of Arc hath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought ; 

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus’d. 

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 

York. Ay, ay away with her to execution. 

Weir* And nark ye, sirs ; because she is a maid. 
Spare for no fagots, let there be enough : 

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake. 

That so her torture may be shortened. # 

Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts ? — 
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity ;. 

That warranteth~by law to be thy privilege. — 

1 am with child, ye bloody homicides : 

Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 

Although ye hale me to a violent death. ^ # ] 

York. Now heaven forefend ! the holy maid with ! 
child? 

War. The greatest miracle that ere ye wrought: 

Is all your strict preciseness come to this ? 

York. She and the Dauphin have been juggling: 

I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards live ; 
Especially, since Charles must father it. 

Fuc. You are deceiv’d ; my child is none of his : 

It was Alengon that enjoy’d my love. 

York Alenijon ! that notorious Machiavel 1 
ft dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

, Puc. 0, give me leave, I have deluded you ; 

Twas neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam’d. 

But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail’d. 

War. A married man! that’s most intolerable. 
York. Why, here’s a girl ! I think, she knows not 
well. 

There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

War. It’s sign she hath been liberal and free. 
York. And, yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.— 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat, and thee : 
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puc. Then lead me hence ; — with whom I leave 
my curse: 

May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode ! 

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you ; till mischief, and despair, 

Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourselves! 

[Exit, guarded. 

York. Break thou in pieces, and consume to ashes, 
Thou foul accursed minister of hell ! 

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
Mov’d with remorse of these outrageous broils. 

Have earnestly implor’d a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French ; 

And here at haud, the Dauphin, and his train, 
Approacheth, to confer about some matter. 

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect ? 

Alter the slaughter of so many peers, ; , 

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers. 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 

And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit. 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace V 
Haye we not lost most part of all the towns, 


By treason, falsehood, and by treachery, 

Our great progenitors had conquered 
O, Warwick, Warwick, I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 

War. Be patient, York: if we conclude a peace 
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants. 

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter Charles, attended ; Alencgn, Bastard , 
Reignier, mid others. 

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in France, 
We come to be’informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling cholei 
chokes 

The hollow passage of my poison’d. voice. 

By sight of these our baleful enemies. 

Win. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thug : 
That — in regard king Henry gives consent, 

Of mere compassion, and of lenity. 

To ease y our country of distressfu l war. 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, — 

You shall become true liegemen to his crown: 

And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself,. 

Thou shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him,’ 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Alen. Must he be then a shadow of himself? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet ; 

And yet, in substance and authority, 

Retain but privilege of a private man ? 

This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char. ’Tis known, already that I am possess’d 
With more than half the Gallian territories. 

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king : 

Shall l, for lucre of the rest un vanquish’d. 

Detract so much from that prerogative, 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador ; I’ll rather keep 
That which I have, than, coveting for more. 

Be cast from possibility of all. [means 

York. Insulting Charles I hast thou by secret 
Used intercession to obtain a league : 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 

Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison ? 

Either accept the title thou usurp’st, 

Of benefit proceeding from our king, 

And not of any challenge of desert. 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil in the course of this contract; 

If once it be neglected, ten to one. 

We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy. 

To save your subjects from such massacre. 

And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility : 

And therefore take this compact of a truce, 

Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 

[Aside to Charles .) 
War. How say’st thou, Charles? shall our con- 
Char. It shall: . [dition stand ? 

Only reserv’d, you claim no interest • 

In any of our towns of garrison. 

York . Then swear allegiance to his majesty . 

As thou art knight, never to disobey, 

Nor be rebellious to the” crown of England, 

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 

[Charles, and the rest, give tokens of fealty.) 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please ; 

Hang tip your ensigns, let your drums be still, 

For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Exeunu 

Scene Y. — London. A Room in the Palace. ’ 
Enter King Henry, m conference with Suffolk ; 
Gloster and Exeter following. 

K. Hen. Your wond’rous rare description, noble 
earl, 

Cf beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me i 
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Her virtues, graced w2fj\ eactwnal gifts, 

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart: 

And like as rigour in tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide ; 

So am I driven, by breath of her renown, 

Either to suffer shipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

j Suf. Tush ! my good lord l this superficial tale 
fs but a preface of her worthy praise : 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame, 

Had I sufficient skill to utter them,) * 

Would make a volume of enticing lines. 

Able-, to ravish any dull conceit. 

And, which is more, she is not so divine. 

So full replete with choice of all delights, 

But, with as humble lowliness of mind. 

She is content to beat your command ; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents. 

To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

1C Hen. And otherwise will Henry ne’er pre- 
sume. 

Therefore, my lord protector, give consent, 

T hat Margaret may be England’s royal queen. « 
Glo. So should 1 give consent to flatter sin. 

You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem ; 

How shall we then dispense with that contract. 

And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or one, that, at a triumph having vow’d 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds : 

A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds. 

And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than 
Her father is no better than an earl, [that ? 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king, 

•The king of Naples, and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority in France, 

As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And so the earl of Armagnac may do. 
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Exe. Beside, his wealth .doth warrant liberal 
dower ; 

While Keignier sooner will receive, than give. 

Suf. A dower, my lords I disgrace not so your king, 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor. 

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen, 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 

Marriage i3 a matter of more worth. 



Than to be dealt in by attorneyship; 

Not whom we will, but whom his grace atfects. 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

And therefore, lords, since he affects her moat, 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us, 

In our opinions she should be preferr’d. 

For what is wedlock forced, but a hell. 

An age of discord and continual strife ? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss. 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match, with Henry* being a king 
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king ? 

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth. 
Approves her fit for none, but for a king : 

Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit, 

(More than in women commonly is seen,) 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors. 

If with a lady of so high resolve, 

As is fair Margaret, he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me, 
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of youi 
report, 

My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any. passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell ; but this I am assur’d, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast. 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear. 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping; post my lord, to Freace; 
Agree to any covenants : and procure 
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England, and be crown’d 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expenses and sufficient charge. 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Begone, I say; for till you do return, 

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.— 

And you, good uncle, banish ail offence : 

If you do censure me by what you were. 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 

And so conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit 

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Exeter, 
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d : and thus ho g see, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ; 

With hope to find the like event in love. 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now.be queen, and rule the king; 

But l will rule both her, the king, and realm. [Exit, 
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KING HENRY VI. 


PART II. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


KING HENRY THE SIXTH. 

HUMPHREY, Duke of Gloster, Ms Uncle. 

CARDINAL BEAUFORT, Bishop of Winchester , great 
Uncle to the King. 

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, Duke of York. 

EDWARD and RICHARD, Ms Sons. 

DUKE OF SOMERSET, % 

DUKE OF SUFFOLK, I 

LORD CLtFFOKDf GHAM ’ [ Party. 


Young CLIFFORD, Ms Son, 7 
EARL OF SALISBURY, \ 

EARL OF WARWICK, j of the Fork Faction. 
LORD SCALES, Governor of the Tower. 

LORD SAY« 

•***'*« 

\Kmi^iilAr dMus,er '‘ Ma “' axd 

Two Gentlemen, Prisoners with Suffolk 
A Herald . 


VAUX. 

HUME and SOUTHWELL, two Priests. 
BOLINGBROKE, a Conjurer. 

A Spirit, raised by him. 

THOMAS HORNER, an Armourer. 

PETER, his Mail. 

Clerk of Chatham. 

Mayor of Saint Alban's. 

SIMPCOX, an Impostor, ~~Two Murderers. 

JACK CADE, « Rebel. 

GEORGE, JOHN, DICK, SMITH, the Weaver t M2 
CHAEL, etc. Ms Followers. 

ALEXANDER IJDEN, a Kentish Gentleman. 

MARGARET, Queen to King Henry. 

ELEANOR, Duchess of G tester. 

MARGERY' JOURDALN, a Witch . 

Wife to SIMPCOX. 

I Lvrdc, Ladies, and Attendants s Petitioners, Aldermen, 
a Beadle, Sheriff, and Officers ,* Citizens, Prentices. 
Falconers , Guards , Soldiers, Messengers, etc. 


Scene ,—Dispcrsedly in various parts of England. 


Scene I. — London. A. Room of Stale in the Palace, 

Flourish of trumpets : then hautboys. Enter on 
one side, King Henry, Duke of Gloster, Sa- 
lisbury, Warwick, and Cardinal Beaufort ; 
on the other, Queen Margaret, led in by Suf- 
folk; York, Somerset, Buckingham, and 
others following. 

Suf. As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As procurator to your excellence. 

To marry princess Margaret for your grace ; 

So in the laraous ancient city Tours, — 

1“ presence of the kings of France and Sicil, 

I he dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and 
Alen^on, — 

Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend bi- 
shops,— 

I have perform’d my task, and was espous’d : 

And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
in sight of England and her lordly peers, 

Deliver up my title in the queen 

To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 

Ot that great shadow I did represent; 

The happiest gift, that ever marquess gave, 
ihe fairest queen that ever king receiv’d. 

K. Hen. Suffolk, arise. — Welcome, queen Mar- 
garet ; 

I can express no kinder sign of love. 

Than this kind kiss. — 0 Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 
t or thou hast given me in this beauteous face, 

A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

“ sympathyof love unite our thoughts, 
v* M «ar.^G hreat king of England, and my gracious 

The mutual conference that my nimd hath had— 
isy day, by night; waking, and in my dreams ; 

In courtly company, or at my heads,— 

With you mine alder-liefest sovereign. 

Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
With ruder terms ; such as my wit affords, 
o ver-joy of heart doth minister. 
iC Hen. Her sight did ravish : but her grace in 
speech. 

Her words y-clad with wi>doru’s majesty, 

Makes me, from wondering, fall to weeping joys; 
&uch is the fulness of my heart's content.— J 3 
Loros, wth one cheerful voice welcome my love. 


AIL Long live queen Margaret, England’s hap pi- 
, ■ ness! 

Q. Mar. We thank you all. {Flourish.) 

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 

Between our sovereign and the French king Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Olo. [Reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed between 
the French king , Charles, and William de la 
Poole, marquess of Suffolk, ambassador fur 
Henry king of England,— that the Said Henry 
shall espouse the lady Margaret , daughter unto 
Reignier king of Naples, Sicilia, and Jerusalem ; 
and crown her queen of England, ere the thirtieth 

of May next ensuing. Item, — That the duchy 

of Anjou and the county of Maine shall l e re- 
leased and delivered to the king her father 

K.Uen. Uncle, how now? J 

C ^ 0m , , , Pardon me, gracious lord ; 

home sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart, 
And di min’d mine eyes, that I can read no further 
if. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on. 
Win. Item, — It is further agreed between them, 
— that the duchies of Anjou and Marne shall be 
released and delivered over to the king her father; 
and she sent over of the king of England's own 
proper cost and charges, without having dowry. 
K. Hen. They please us well.— Lord marquess, 
kneel down ; 

| We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 

! And girt thee with the sword.— 

! Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 

Till term of eighteen months be full expir’d 

Thanks, uncle Winchester, Gloster, York, and 
Buckingham, 

Somerset, Salisbury, and Warwick; 

W e thank you all for this great favour done. 

In entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide 
lo see her coronation be perform’d. 

_ [Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk 
Grlo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state, 
To you duke Humphrey must unload his grief. 

Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 

What 1 did my brother Henry spend his youth, 

His valour, coin, and people, in the wars ? 

Did he so often lodge m open field. 

In winter’s cold, and summer’s parching heat. 

To conquer France, his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits 
To keep by policy what Henry got ? 
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Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 

Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ? 

Or hath ray uncle Beaufort, and myself, 

With all, the learned council of tiie realm. 

Studied so long, satin the council- house. 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe? 

And hath his highness in his infancy 

Been crown’d in Paris, in despite of foes ? 

And shall these labours, and these honours, die? 
Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance, 

Your deeds of war, and all our counsel, die? 

0 peers of England, shameful is this league.! 

Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame ; 
Blottingvour names from books of memory; 

Razing the characters of your renown ; 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France ; 

Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate dis- 
course ? 

This peroration with such circumstance ? 

For France, ’tis ours; and we will keep it still. 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ; 

But now it is impossible we should : 

ifolkj the new-made duke, that rules the roast, 
ath given the duchies of Anjou and Maine 
nto the poor king Reignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse, 

Sal. Now, by the death of him that died for all. 
These counties were the keys of Normandy : — 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son? 

War. For grief, for they are past recovery : 

For, were there hope to conquer them again, 

My sword should shecl hot blood, mine eyes no tears, 
Anjou and Maine ! myself did win them" both ; 

Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer : 
And are the cities, that I got with wounds. 

Deliver’d up again with peaceful words? 
HortDien! 

York. For Suffolk’s duke— may he be suffocate, 
That dims the honour of this warlike isle 1 
France should have torn and rent my very heart, 

, Before I would have yielded to tins league. 

T never read but England’s kings have had 
Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their wives : 
And our king Henry gives away his own. 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before, 

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth. 

For costs and charges in transporting her: 

She should have staid in France, and starv’d in 
France, 

Before — — 

Car . My lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot ; 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glo. My lord of Winchester, I know your mind : 
Tis not my speeches, that you do mislike ; 

But ’tis mjr presence, that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out : Proud prelate, in thy face 

1 see thy fury : if I longer stay. 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings.— 

Lordings, farewell; and say, when I am gone, 
l prophesied— France will be lost ere long. [Exit. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 

’Tis known to you, he is mine enemy : 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all ; 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood. 

And heir apparent to the English crown ; 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 

There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it. 

Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise, and circumspect. 
What though the common people favour him, 

Calling him— 'Humphrey fihe'-gjood duke of Gloster; 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice — 
Jejtu maintain your royal excellence ! 

With — God preserve the good duke Humphrey ' 


I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 

He will be found a dangerous protector. 

Buck. Why should he then protect our sovereign 
He being of age to govern of himself?— 

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together — with the duke of Suffolk, — 
Well quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his sea* 
Car. This weighty business will not brook delay 
I’ll to tl e duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit 

Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey’ 
pride, 

And greatness of his place be grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal ; 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside ; 

If Gloster be displac’d, he’ll be protector. 

Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protector, 
Despite duke Humphrey, or the cardinal, 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset, 
Sal. Pride went before, amnition follows him. 
While these do labour for their own preferment. 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 
Did hear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal — 

More like a soldier, than a man o’the church, 

As stout, and proud, as he wete lord of all, — 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike, the ruler of a common-weal. — 

Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age ! 

Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping, 
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 

I Excepting none but good duke Humphrey. — 
x\nd, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline ; 

Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 
When thou we rt regent for our sovereign. 

Have made thee fear’d, and honour’d, of the 
people : — 

Join we together, for the public good ; 

In what we can to bridle and suppress 
The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal, 

With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition ; 

And, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey’s deeds. 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

War. So God help Warwick, as lie loves the land, 
A nd common profit of his country ! 

York. And so says York, for he hath greatest 
cause. 

Sal. Then let’ s make haste away, and look unto 
the main. 

War. Unto the main ! 0 father, Maine is lost; 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win. 
And would have kept, so long as breath did last : 
Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant Maine, 
Which I will win from France, or else be slain, 

[ Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French; 
Paris is lost ; the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 

Suffolk concluded on the articles ; 

The peers agreed ; and Henry was well pleas’d. 

To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair daugh 
I cannot blame them all ; What is’t to them ? 

’Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 

Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of 
pillage,. 

And purchase friends, and give to courtesans. 

Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone : 

While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands. 
And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof. 
While all is shar’d, and all is borne away; 

Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue. 
While his own lands are bargain’d for, and sold. 
Methinks, the realms of England, France, and 
Ireland,. 

Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, 

As did the fatal brand Aithea burn’d, 
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Unlo the prince’s heart of Calydon. 

Anjou ancl Maine, both given unto the trench l 
Cold news for me ; for f had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. # 

A day will come, when York shad claim his own ; 
And therefore I will take the N evils’ parts, 

And make a shew of love to proud duke Humphrey, 
And. when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 

For that’s the golden mark T seek to hit : 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right. 

Nor hold his sceptre in his childish fist. 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve : 
Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep. 

To pry into the secrets of the state ; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 

With his new bride, and England’s dear-bought 
queen, 

And Humphrey with the peers be fall’ n at jars : 
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose. 

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum’d $ 
And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster ; 

And, force perforce, I’ll make him yield the crown. 
Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England down. 

[Exit, 

Scene II. — The same . A Room in the Duke of 
Gloster' s House. 


Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command 
Above the reach or compass of thy thought? 

And wilt thou still be hammering treachery. 

To tumble down thy husband, and thyself. 

From top of honour to disgrace’s feet ? 

Away from me, and let me hear no more i 
Duck. What, what, my lord, are you so choleri® 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 

Next time, I’ll keep my dreams unto myself. 

And not be check’d. 

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. My lord protector,’ tis his highness’ pleasure, 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

Glo. I go. — Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us ? 
Duck. Yes, good my lord, I’ll follow presently 
[Exeunt Gloster and Messenger 
Follow I must, 1 cannot go before, 

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks, 
And smooth my way upon their headless necks \ 
And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in fortune’s pageant. 

Where are you there ? Sir John ! nay, fear not, man. 
We are alone ; here’s none but thee, and I. 

Enter Hume. 



Enter Gloster and the Duchess. 

Duch. Why droops my lord, like over-ripend 
corn, 

Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load ? 

Why doth the great duke Humprey knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the world ? 

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight? 
What see’st thou there? King Henry’s diadem, 

, Enchas’d with all the honours of the world ? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face. 

Until thy head be circled with the same. . 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold : 
What, is’t too short? I’ll lengthen it with mine : 
And, having both together heav’d it up, 

We’ll both together lift our heads to heaven; 

And never more abase our sight so low, 

As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glo. 0 Nell’s sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy 
lord, 

Banish the canker of ambitions thoughts : 

And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 

Be my last breathing in this mortal world I 
My troublous dream this night doth make me sad. 
Duck. What dream’d my lord? tell me, and I’ll 
requite it 

With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream. 

Glo. Me thought, this staff, mine office-badge in 
court, 

Was broke in twain ; by whom, I have forgot, 

But, as I think, it was by the cardinal ; 

And on the pieces of the broken wand 

Were plac’d the heads of Edmund duke of Somerset, 

And William de la Poole first duke of Suffolk. 

This was my dream ; what it doth bode, God knows. 

Duck. Tut, this was nothing but an argument. 
That he, that breaks a stick of Gloster’s grove. 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke : 
Methought, I satin seat of majesty, 

In the. cathedral church of W estminster. 

And in that chair where kings and queens are 
crown’d; 

Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel’d to me, 
Andon ray head did set the diadem. 

Gfc. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright : 
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurhir’d Eleanor 1 
Art thou not second woman in the realm; 

And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him i 


Hume. Jesu preserve your royal majesty ! 

Duch . What say’st thou, majesty! I am bat 
grace. 

Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’a 
advice, 

four grace’s title shall be multiplied. 

Duch. What say’st thou, map ? hast tho-u us yet 
conferr’d 

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch ; 

And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? . 

And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Hume . This they have promised, — to shew you? 
highness 

A spirit, rais’d from depth of under ground. 

That shall make answer to such questions. 

As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Duch. It is enough : I’ll think upon the questions • 
When from Saint Alban’s we do make return, 

W e’ll see these things effected to the full. 

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man. 
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 

[Exit Duchess . 

Hume. Hume must make merry with the duchess’ 
gold ; 

Marry, and shall. But how now, sir John Hume? 
Seal up your lips, and give no words but — mum ! 
The business asketh silent secrecy. 

Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch : 

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have I gold., flies from another coast : 

I dare not say, from the rich cardinal, 

And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk, 
Yet I do find it so : for, to be plain. 

They, knowing dame Eleanor’s aspiring humour, 
Have hired me to undermine the duchess. 

And buz these conjurations in her brain. 

They say, a crafty knave does need no broker; 

Yet am I Suffolk, and the cardinal’s broker. 

Hume, if you take not heed,, you shall go near 
To call them both — a pair of crafty knaves. 

W ell, so it stands : And thus, I fear, at last, 

Hume’s knavery will be the duchess’ wreck; 

And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall : 

Sort how it will, l shall have gold for all. [Exit 

Scene III. — The same. A Booth in the Palace , 
Enter Peter, and others, with petit ms* 

I Pet. My masters, let’s stand close; my lord 
protector will come this way by and by, and then 
we may deliver our supplications in the 
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2 Pet. Many, tli * lord protect him, for he is a 
good man! Jesu bliss him! 

Sinter Surf olk and Queen Margaret. 

1 Pet. Here ’a comes, methinks, and the queen 
with him: I’ll be the first, sure. ^ 

2 Pet . Come back, fool ; this is the duke of Suf- 
folk, and not my lord protector. [me? 

Suf. How now, fellow ? would’st any thing with 

I Pet. I pray, rny lord, pardon me! I took ye for 
my lord protector. ^ 

Q. Mar. {pleading the superscription.) To my 
lord protector / are your supplications to his lord- 
ship? Let me see them : What is thine ? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an't please your grace, against 
John Goodman, mv lord cardinal’s man, for keeping 
my house, and lands, and wife, and all, from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too? that is some wrong, indeed.— 
What’s yours ? — Whaf s here ! {Reads.) Against 
the duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the commons of 
Melford. — How now, sir knave ? 

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole township. 

Peter, {Presenting his petition.) Against my 
master, Thomas Horner, for saying that the duke of 
York was rightful heir to the crown. 

Q. Mar . Vv hat say’st thou? Did the duke of York 
say, he was rightful heir to the crown ? 

Deter. That my master was ? No, forsooth : my 
master said, That he was ; and that the king was 
an usurper. 

Suf. Who is there? {Tinted Servants.) — Take 
this fellow in, and, send for his master with a pur- 
suivant presently: — we’ll hear more of your matter 
before the king. [Exeunt Servants , with Peter. 

Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our protector’s grace, 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 

{Tears the Petition.) 

A wav, base cullions! — Suffolk, let them go. 

All. Come, let’s he gone. [Exeunt Petitioners. 

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 
7.8 this the fashion in the court of England? 
is this the government of Britain’s isle. 

And this the royalty of Albion’s king? 

What, shall king Henry be a pupil still, 

Under the surly Gloster’s governance? 

Am I a queen in title and in style, 

And must be made a subject to a duke ? 

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thou ran’st a tilt in honour of my love. 

And stol’st away the ladies’ hearts of France, 

I thought king Henry had resembled thee, 
tn courage, courtship, and proportion : 

But all his mind is bent to holiness. 

To number Av e-Maries on his beads : 

His champions are— -prophets and apostles; 

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ ; 

His study is tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints. 

I would the college of cardinals 

Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

And set the triple crown upon his head; 

That were a state fit for his holiness. 

Suf. Madam, be patient: as I was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

Q. Mar. Beside the haught protector, have we 
Beaufort, 

The imperious churchman ; Somerset, Buckingham, 
And grumbling York : and not the least of these. 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf And he of these, that can do most of all, 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 
Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so 
much, . ' 

■As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife. 

SHe sweeps it through the court with troops of la- 
dles. 


More like an empress than duke HuAiphrey’s wile 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

She bears a duke’s revenues on her back, 

And in her heart she scorns our poverty : 

Shall I not live to be aveng’d on her? ^ 
Contemptuous base-born callat as she is, 

She vaunted ’mongst her minions t’other day. 

The very train of ner worst wearing-gown 
W as better worth than all my father's lands, 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter 
Suf. Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for her;, 
And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds. 

That she will light to listen to their lays. 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest: And, madam, list to me; 

For I am bold to counsel you in this. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

Yet must we join with him, and with the lords, 

Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace. 
As for the duke of Y ork,' — this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit : 

So, one by one, well weed them all at last. 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter King Henry, York, and Somerset, con- 
versing zoith him ; Puke and Duchess o/Glos- 
ter, Cardinal. Beaufort, Buckingham, Salis- 
bury, and Warwick. 

K. Ken. For rny part, noble lords, I care not 
which; 

Or Somerset, or York, all’s one to me. 
r York. If York have ill demean’d himself in Firn.ce, 
Then let him be deny d the regentship. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place, 

Let York be regent : I will yield to him. . 

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, <?* ia> t 
Dispute not that: York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 
War. The cardinal’s not my better in the field. 
Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, War- 
wick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

Sal. Peace, son and show some reason, 

Buckingham, 

Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this. 

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have 
it so. 

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure : these are no women’s matters, 
Q. Mar . If he be old enough, what needs your 
grace 

To be protector of his excellence? 

Glo . Madam, X am protector of the realm ; 

And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Suf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence. 
Since thou wert king, (as who is king, but thou ?) 
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck : 

The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the seas; 

And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Car. The commons hast thou rack’d ; the clc-gy’a 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. [bags 

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife’s 
Have cost a mass of public treasury. [attire 

Buck. Tiiy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders, hath exceeded law, 

And left thee to the mercy of the law.. 

Q. Mar. Thy sale of offices, and towns in France,— 
If they were known, as the suspect is great,— 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[Exit Glosier. The Queen, drop's her jat% 
Give me my fan : YYhat, minion ! can you not l 

{Gives the Duchess a box on the ear., 
I cry you mercy, madam ; Was it you ? 

Duch . Was’t I? yea, I it was, proud French 
woman 1 : 

Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

I’d set my ten commandments in your lace. 

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet ;*'tvvax agai 
will 27 ** 
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Duck. Against her will ! Good king, look to’tin 
time; 

She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby : 
Though in this place most master wear no breeches, 
She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng’d. 

{ Exit Duchess , 

Buck Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 

She’s tickled now ; her fame can need no spurs. 
She’ll gallop fast enough to her destruction. . 

[Exit Buckingham. 
Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo . Now, lords, my choler being overblown. 
With walking once about the quadrangle*, 

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law : 

But God in mercy so deal with my soul. 

As I in duty love my king and country ! 

But to the matter that we have in hand : — 

1 say, my sovereign, York is meytest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To shew some reason of no little force. 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York. I’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet 
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ; 

Next, if I be appointed for the place, 

My lord of Somerset will keep me here. 

Without discharge, money, or furniture, 

Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands. 

Last time, I danc’d attendance on his will. 

Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost. 

War That I can witness; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit 
Suf. Peace, headstrong Warwick! 

War . Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace ? 

Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Horner 
and Peter. 

Suf Because here is a man accus’d of treason : 
Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself! 

York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor? 

K. Men. What mean’st thou, Suffolk? tell me : 
What are these ? 

Suf Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 

His words were these that Richard, duke of York, 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown: 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K. Hen . Say, man, were these thy words ? 

Hor. An’t shall please your majesty, I never said 
nor thought any such matter : God is my wituess, I 
am falsely accused by the villain. 

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords, ( holding up 
his hands) he did speak them to me in the garret 
one night, as we were scouring my lord of York’s 
armour. 

York. Base dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech : — 
l do beseech your royal majesty. 

Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the 
words. My accuser is my prentice ; and when I 
did correct him for his fault the other day, he did 
vow upon his knees he would be even with me: I 
have good witness of this; therefore, I beseech 
your majesty, do not cast away an honest man for a 
villain’s accusation. 

K. Hen. Uncle, whatshall we say to 'this in law? 
Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge. 

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French, 

Because in York this breeds suspicion : 

And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat in convenient place ; 

For lie 1 m tli witness of his servant’s malice : 

This is the law, and this duke Humphrey’s doom. 

K. Hen. Then be it* so. My lord of Somerset, 
We make your grace lord regent o’er the French. 


Sam. X humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Iior. And I accept the combat willingly. 

Pet. Alas, iny lord, I cannot fight; for God’s 
sake, pity my case ! the spite of man prevaileth 
against me. 0 lord have mercy upon me ! I shall 
never be able to fight a blow : O lord, my heart ! 
Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else lie bang'd. 
K . Hen. Away with them to prison : and the day 
Of combat shall be the last of the next month.— 
Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent away. [Exeunt 

Scene IV. — The same. The Duke of Gloster * 
Garden. 

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, Southwell 
and Bolincbroke. 

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I tell 
you, expects performance of your promises. 

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 
vided : Will her ladyship behold and hear our ex- 
orcisms? 

Hume. Ay ; What else ? fear you not her courage* 
Boling. I have heard her reported to be a woman 
of an invincible spirit: But it shall be convenient, 
master Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we 
be busy below; and so, I pray you, go in God’s 
name, and leave us. [Exit Hume.] Mother Jour- 
dain, be you prostrate, and grovel on the earth : — 
John Southwell, read you ; and let ns to our work. 

Enter Duchess , above. 

Ditch. Well said, my masters; and welcome all 
To this gear ; the sooner the better. 

Boling. Patience, good lady ; wizards know their 
times : 

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night, 

The time of night when Troy was set on fire ; 

The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl. 
And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, 
That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you. and fear not; whom we raise, 

We will make fast within a hallow’d verge. 

{Here they perform the ceremonies appertain- 
ing, and make the circle ; Boling broke, or 
Southwell, reads, Gonjuro te, &c. It thunders 
and lightens terribly; then the Spirit riseth.) 
Spir. Adsum. 

M.Jourd. Asmatb, 

By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ; 

For, till thou speak, thou shait not pass from hence. 
Spir. Ask what thou wilt: — That l had said and 
done ! 

Boling. First, of the king.— -What shall of him 
become t _ ( Reading out of a paper.) 
Spir. The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

(As the Spirit speaks , Southwell writes the an- 
swer.) 

Boling. What fate awaits the duke of Suffolk? 
Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end. 
Boling. What shall befall the duke of Somerset ? 
Spir. Let him shun castles ; 

Safer shall lie be upon the sandy plains 
Than where castles mounted stand. 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling. Descend to darkness, and the burning lake: 
False fiend, avoid 1 

[ Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and Buckingham hastily, with their 
Guards, and others. 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their 
trash. 

Beldame, I think, we watch’d you at an inch. — 
What, madam, are you there ? the kiug and com- 
monweal 

Are deeply indebted for th»s piece of pains; 

My lord protector will, I doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon’d for these good , deserts. 
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puck . Not half so bad as thine to England’s king, 
Injurious duke ; that threat’st where is no cause. 
Bitch. True, madam, none at all. What call yon 
this ? [Shelving her the papers.) 

A. way with them ; let them be clapp’d up close, 

And kept asuuder ; — Yon, madam, shall with us: — 
Stafford, take her to thee.-—; — 

[Exit Duchess from above. 
Well see your trinkets here all forthcoming : 

All— Away! 

[Exeunt Guards , with Souths Boling {fc. 
York. Lord Buckingham, rnethinks, you watcu’d 
her well : 

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon ! 

Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ. 

What have we here V (Reads. 

The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ; 

But him outlive , and die a violent death. 

Why, this is just. 

Aio te, JEacida Romanos vincere posse. _ 

Well, to the rest : 

Tell me, what fate awaits the duke of Suffolk ? 

By water shall he die , and take his end . — 

What shall betide the duke of Somerset l 
Let him shim castles ; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains , 
Thamvhere castles mounted stand. 

Come, come, my lords ; 

These oracles are hardily attain’d, 

And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress toward Saint Alban’s, 
With him the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry 
them ; 

A sorry breakfast for my lord, protector. 

Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my lord 
of York, 

To be tlie post, in hope of his reward. 

York. At your pleasure, my good lord. — Who’s 
within there, ho ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Invite my lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 

To sup with me to-morrow night — Away I [Exeunt 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Saint Albans. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Gloster, 
Cardinal , and Suffolk, with Falconers hollaing. 

Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook, 
l saw not better sport these seven years’ day : 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your falcou 
made, 

And what a pitch she flew above the rest ! — 

To see how God in all his creatures works ! 

Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 

Suf. No marvel, an it like your majesty, 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well; 

They know their master loves to be aloft. 

And bears his thoughts above his falcon’s pitch. 

Glo. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind. 

That mounts no higher than a bird cau soar. 

Car. I thought as much ; he’d be above the 
clouds. . [that? 

Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by 
Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven? 
K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy ! 

Car. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and j 
thoughts 

Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer. 

That smooth’st it so with king and commonweal ! 

Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown 
Tantaene animis coelestibus tree? . [peremptory ? 
Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such malice; 
With such holiness can you do it ? > 

^ Suf. No malice, sir ; no more than well becomes 
So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer. 


Glo. As who, my Lrd ? 

Suf. Why, as you, my lord | 

A n't like your lordly lord-protectorship. 

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inso- 
Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster. [lence. 
K. Hen. I pr’ythee, peace. 

Good queen ; and whet not on these furious peers. 
For blessed are the peace-makers on earth. 

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make, 
Against this proud protector, with my sword ! 

Glo. ’Faith, holy uncle, ’would ’twere come to 
that! (Aside to the Cardinal) 

Car. Marry, when thou dar’st. (Aside.) 

Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the matter, 
In thine own person answer thy abuse. (Aside.) 
Car. Ay, where thou dar’st not peep: an if thou 
dar’st, 

This evening on the cast side of the grove. (Aside.) 
K. Hen . How now, my lords ? 

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl. so suddenly, 

We had had more sport.— Come with thy two-hand 
sword. (Aside to Glo.) 

Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. Are you advis’d ?-*the east side of the grove ? 
Glo. Cardinal, I am with yon. (Aside.) 

K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster? 

Glo. Talking of hawking ; nothing else, my lord.— 
Now, by God’s mother, priest, I’ll shave your crown 
for this, 

Or all my fence shall fail. ( Aside. ) 

Car. Medic e teipsum ; 

Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. ( Aside.) 
K. Hen. The winds grow high ; so do your sto- 
machs, lords. 

How irksome is this music to my heart! 

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 

Enter an Inhabitant of Saint Albans , crying. 
A Miracle ! 

Glo. What means this noise ? 

Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 

Inhab. A miracle ! a miracle I 
Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what miracle 
Inhab. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban’s 
shrine. 

Within this half hour, hath received his sight 
A man. that ne’er saw in his life before. 

K. Hen. Now, God be prais’d ! that to believing 
. souls 

Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair ! 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans , and his 
Brethren; and Simpcox, borne between tico 
persons in a chair; his Wife and a great Mul- 
titude following. 

Car. Here come the townsmen in procession. 

To present your highness with the man. 

K. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale. 
Although by his sight his sin be multiplied. 

Glo . Stand by, my masters, bring him near the 
king, 

His highuess’ pleasure is to talk with him. 

K. Hen. Good fellow, tell us here the circuia- 
stance, 

That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 

What, hast thou been long blind, and now restor'd 1 
Simp. Born blind, an’t please your grace. 

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 


Suf. What woman is this ? 

Wife. His wife, an’t like your worship. 

Glo. Had’st thou been his mother, thou could’et 
have better told. 

K. Hen. Where wert thou born ? 

Simp. At Berwick, in the north, an’t like yout 
grace. [great to thee : 

K . Hen. Poor soul ! God’s goodness hath ‘been 
Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass. 

But still remember what the Lord hath done. 
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Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam’st thou here 
by chance, 

Ur of devotion, to this holy shrine ? 

Simp . God knows, of pure devotion ; being call’d 
A hundred times, and oft’ner, in my sleep 
By good Saint Alban ; who said, — Simp cox come ; 
Comp, offer at my shrine, and / will help thee. 

Wife. Most true, forsooth; and many time and 
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. [oft 

Car. What, art thou lame ? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Suf. How cam’st thou so? 

Simp. A fall oft' a tree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp. 0, born so, master. 

Glo. What, and would’st climb a tree? 

Simp . But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Too true; and bought his climbing very 
dear. 

Glo. ’Mass, thou lov’dst plums well, that would’st 
venture so. 

Simp. Alas ! good master, my wife desir’d some 
damsons, 

And made me climb, with danger of my life. 

Glo. A subtle, knave !■ out yet it shall not serve.— 
Let me see thine eyes; — wink now; now open 
them:— 

in my opinion yet thou see’st not well. 

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day; I thank God 
and Saint Alban. 

Glo - Say’st thou me so ? What colour is this cloak 
of? 

Simp. Red, master; red as blood. 

Glo. Why that’s well said : What colour is my 
gown of? 

Simp- Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet. 

K. Hen. Why, then, thou know’st what colour 
jet is of? 

Sitf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Glo. But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, a 
many. 

TFz/h. Never, before this day, in all his life. 

Glo. I ell me, sirrah, what's my name ? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Glo. What’s his name ? 

Simp, i know not. 

Glo. Nor his? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glo. What's thine own name ? i 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, 
master. 

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit thou there, the lyingest 
knave * 

In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind, 
i hou might’st as well have known our names, as thus 
x o name the several colours we do wear, 
bight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly 
i o nominate them all, ’s impossible.— 

My lords. Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ; 

And would ye not think that cunning to be great, 

I hat could restore this cripple to his legs? 
ru np \P’ lnaster > t} mt you could l 
Glo. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you not 1 
}e< lr es ^ your * own > an d things called whips <* 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. * 

Vi 0, * " en send lor one presently. 

May. Sirrah go fetch the beadle hither straight 

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. (A ' 
•tool brought cut.) Now, sirrah, if you mean to 
save yourself irom whipping, leap me over this 
stool, and run away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone: i 
Y on go about to torture me in vain. ] 

Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle. \ 

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. 
-6irrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that 
«me stool f . r 


5 Bead. I will, my lord — Come on, sirrah; cM 
with your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not 
l able to stand. 

[After the Beadle hath hit him once he 
' leaps over the stool, and rims away ; and 

rr tt t le IfffP 1 ? Mow, and cry ; A miracle . 
li. Hen. O God, see’st thou this, and bear’st so 
: long r 

, Q' Mar. It made me laugh, to see the villain run. 
Glo- b ollow the knave ; and take this drab away. 
Wije. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them he whipped through every market 
town, till they come to Berwick, whence they came. 

[Exeunt Mayor , Beadle , Wife, §'c. 
Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day 
True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away. 
Glo. But you have done more miracles than I * 
You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. ’ 

Enter Buckingham. 

K. Hen. What tidings with our cousin Bucking- 
ham ? 

Buck Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold 
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,— 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the protector’s wife. 

The ringleader and head of all this rout,— 

Have practis'd dangerously against your state. 
Dealing with witches, and with conjurers : 

Whom we have apprehended in the fact; 

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground. 
Demanding of king Henry’s life and death. 

And other of your highness’ privy council, 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. And so, my lord protector, by this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

Tlii3 news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s edge *, 
’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

rr; a i*.. , , (Aside to Gloster .) 

Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict mv 
heart! 

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers : 
And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee, 

Or to the meanest groom. * 

K. Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the wicked 
ones : 

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby ! 

Q. Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy nest * 
And, look, thyself be faultless, thou wer’t best. * 
G/o. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal. 
How I have lov’d my king, and commonweal : 

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands ; 

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard : 

Noble she is; but if she have forgot 

Honour and virtue, and convers’d with such 

As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

I banish her my bed, and company ; 

rri A P'S \ e . r i as a l )re y’ * aw > and shame, 

1 hat hath dishonour’d Gloster’s honest name. 

K. Hen . Well, for this night, we will repose un 
here : 

To-morrow, toward London, back again, 

1 o look into this business thoroughly. 

And call these foul offenders to their answers; 

And poise the cause injustice’ equal scales, 

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause 
prevails. [Flourish. Exeunt 

Scene II.— London. The Duke of Yorks Garden. 
Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York ' *£? ow ’. m y S° 0fl lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 

Our simple supper ended, give me leave. 

In this close walk, to satisfy myself. 

In craving^ your opinion of my title. 

Which is infallible, to England’s crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to'hear it at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin; and if thy claim be 
good > 
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The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Tiien thus : — 

Edward the third, my lords, had seven sons : 

The first, Edward the Black. Prince, prince of 
Wales ; 

The second William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom, 

Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster: 

The fifth, was Edmond LangW, duke of York: 

The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of 
Gloster; 

William of Windsor was the seventh and last. 
Edward, the Black Pritt ce, died before his father; 
iVnd left behind him Richard, his only son, [king ; 
Who, after Edwa?d the Third’s death, reign’d as 
Till Henry Bolinghroke, duke of Lancaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth, 

Seiz’d on the realm ; depos’d the rightful king ; 

Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she 
came, ■ ' 

And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know. 
Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously. 

War. Father, the duke hath told the truth ; 

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

York. Which now they hold by force, and not by 
right ; 

For Richard, the first son’s heir being dead. 

The issue of the next son should have reign’d. 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an 
heir. 

York. The third son, duke of Clarence, (from 
whose line, 

I claim the crown,) had issue — Philippe, a daughter. 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March : 
Edmund had issue — Roger, earl of March ; 

Roger had issue- — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been lung. 

Who kept him in captivity, till he died. 

But to the rest. 

York . His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown. 

Married Richard, earl of Cambridge ; who was son 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s fifth son. 
By her I claim the kingdom : she was the son 
Qt Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe, 

Sole daughter Unto Lionel, duke of Clarence : 

So, if the issue of the elder son 
Succeed before the younger, X am king. 

War. What plain proceedings are more plain 
than this? 

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth son; York claims it from the third. 

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign : 
it fails not yet ; but flourishes in thee, 

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. — 

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together; 

And in this private plot, be we the first. 

That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, Eng- 
land’s king! [king 

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your 
Till I be crown’d; and that my sword be stain’d 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster • 

And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d ; 

But with advice, and silent secrecy. 

Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days, 

Wink at the duke of Suffolk’s insolence. 

At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 

Till they have snar’d the shepherd of the flock. 

That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey : 
Tis that they seek; and they, in seeking that. 

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 

Sal. My lord, break we off ; we know your mind 
at full. [Warwick 

If nr. My heart assures me, that the earl of 


Shall one day make the duke of York a king*. 

York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,-— 
Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England, but the king. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. — The same , A Hall of Justice . 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen 
Margaret, Gloster, York, Suffolk, and 
Salisbury; the Duchess of Gloster, Margery 
Jourdain, Southwell, Hume, and Boling 
broke, under guard. 

K. Hen . Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gloster’s wife : 

In sight of God, and us, your guilt is great ; 

Receive the sentence of the law, for sins 
Such as by God’s book are adjudg’d to death. — 

You four, from hence to prison back again ; 

{To Jourd.) §'c.) 

From thence, unto the place of execution : 

The witch in Smithfield shall be burn’d to ashes, 
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows. — * 
You, madam, for you are more nobly bom. 

Despoiled of your honour in your life, 

Shall, after three days’ open penance done, 

Live in your country here, in banishment, 

With sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man. 

Duck. Welcome is banishment, welcome were 
my death. 

Olo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged thee; 
I cannot justify whom the law condemns. — 

[Exeunt the Duchess and the other Prisoners , 
guarded. 

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground I— 

I beseech your majesty; give me leave to go ; 
Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease, 

K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster ; cm 
thou go, 

Give up thy staff; Henry will to himself 
Protector he : and God shall be my hope, 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet ; 

And go in peace, Humphrey ; no less belov’d. 
Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

Q . Mar . I see no reason, why a king of years 
Should be to be protected like a child. — 

God and king Henry govern England’s helm . 

Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 

Gfa. My staff? — here, noble Henry, is my staff 
As willingly do I the same resign, 

As ere thy father Henry made it mine ; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it. 

As others would ambitiously receive it. 

Farewell, good king: When I am dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne ! [Exit, 
Q. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret 
queen; 

And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself, 
That bears so shrewd a maim; two pulls at once,— 
His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off ; 

This stall* of honour raught : — There let it stand, 
Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand. 

Svf Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs hi* 
sprays ; 

Thus Eleanors pride dies in her youngest days. 

York. Lords, let him go. — Please, it your majesty 
This is the day appointed for the combat; 

And ready are the appellant and defendant. 

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists. 

So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar . Ay, good iny lord ; for purposely there- 
fore 

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

K. Hen. OGod’s name, see the lists and all 
things fit ; 

Here let them end it, and God defend the right l 
York , I never saw a fellow worse bested. 

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant. 

The servant of this armourer, my lords. 
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Safer, on one side, Horner, and his Neighbours, 
drinking to him so much that he is drunk; and 
he enters bearing his staff with a sand-bag 
fastened to it; a drum before him : at the other 
side , Peter, with a drum and a similar staff; 
accompanied by Prentices drinking to him, 

1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you 
in a cup of sack ; And fear not, neighbour, you shall 
do well enough. 

2 Neigh. And hero, neigh!) our, here’s a cup of 

charneco. 

3 Neigh. And here’s a pot of good double beer, 
neighbour : drink, and fear not your man. 

Hor. Let it come, i’ faith, and I’ll pledge yon all ; 
And a fig for Peter ! 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee ; and be 
v not afraid. 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy mas- 
ter V fight for credit of the prentices. 

Peter. I thank yon all: drink, and pray for me, 

I pray you; for, 1 think, I have taken my last 
draught in this world. — Here, Robin, an if 1 die, 

I give thee my apron; and, Will, thou shall have 
iny hammer:— and here, Tom, take all the money 
that 1 have. — 0 Lord, bless me, 1 pray God ! for I 
am never able to deal with my master, he hath learnt 
so much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what’s thy name ? j 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. ¥eter! what more ? 

Pete. . Thump. [well. 

Sal. Thump ! then see thou thump thy master 
Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, upon 
my man’s instigation, to prove him a knave, and 
myself an honest man : and touching the duke of 
York, — will take my death, I never meant him any 
ill, nor the king, nor the queen : And therefore, 
Poter, have, at thee with a downright blow, as Bevis 
.of Southampton fell upon A sea part 

York . Despatch : — this knave’s tongue begins to 
double. 

S »urd trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 

{Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes down 
his master. 

Hor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess 
treason, {Dies.) 

York. Take away his weapon : — Fellow, thank 
God, and the good wine in thy master’s way. 

Peter. O God! have J overcome mine enemies 
in this presence ? 0 Peter, thou hast prevailed in 
rigb* l ' [sight; 

A Men. Go, take hence that traitor from our 
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt : 

And God, injustice, hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow. 

Which he had thought to have murder’d wrong- 
fully.— - 

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt. 

Scene lY.—The same. A Street. 

Enter Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks . 

Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day a 
And, after summer, evermore succeeds [cloud; 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet 
Sirs, what’s o’clock ? 

Serv. ' Ten, my lord. 

Glo . Ten is the hour that was appointed me. 

To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess : 
Uneath may she endure the flinty streets, •! 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 
The abject people, gazing on thy face, 

With envious looks still laughing at thy shame ; 

That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels, 

When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets, j 
But, soft! I think, she comes; and I’ll prepare I 
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries. I 


Enter the Duchesp of Gloster, in a white sheet, 
with papers pinn'd upon her bach, her feet bare, 
and a taper burning in her hand; Sir John 
Stanley, a Sheriff, and Officers . 

Set's. So please your grace, we’ll take her from 
the sheriff. 

Glo. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by. 
Duck. Come you, ray lord, to see my open 
shame? 

Now tlvou dost penance too. Look, how they gaze ) 
See, how the giddy multitude do point. 

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee \ 
Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks; 
And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this gri f. 
Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget mys* l £ 
For, whilst I think I am thy married wife, 

And thou a prince, protector of this land, 

Methinks, 1 should not thus be led along, 

Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my back ; 

And follow’ll with a rabble, that rejoice 
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans. 

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet; 

And, when I start, the envious people laugh. 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke 
Trow’st thou, that e’er I’ll look upon the world; 

Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ? 

No ; dark shall be ray light, and night my day ; 

To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell. 

Sometime Til say, I am duke Humphrey’s wife ; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land: 

Yet so he rul’d, and such a prince be was, 

As he stood by, whilst I, bis forlorn duchess. 

Was made a wonder, and a pointing-stodk. 

To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame; 

Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Rang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will. 

For Suffolk, — he, that can do all in all, 

With her that hateth thee, and hates us all,— 

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false pries^ 
Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings. 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle thee : 
But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar’d. 

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimest all awry; 

I must offend, before I be attainted : 

And had I twenty times so many foes, 

And each of them had twenty times their power. 
All these could not procure me any scathe, 

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 

Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach? 
Why, ^ yet thy scandal were not wip’d away. 

But I in danger for the breach of law. 

; Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell: 

| I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 

These few days’ wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty’s parlia- 
ment, holden at Bury the first of this next month 
Glo. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein before t 
This is close dealing.— Well, I will be there. 

[Exit Herald 

My Nell, I take my leave : — and,, master sheriff. 
Let not her penance exceed the king’s commission. 
Slier. An’t please your grace, here my commit 
. sion stays.:, ' 

And sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the isle of Man. 

Glo. M ust yon, sir John, protect my lady here ? 
Stan. So am I given in charge, may’t please yam 
■ grace. 

Glo. Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh agaa ; 

And I mav live to do you kindness, if 
Y ou do it ner. And so, sir John, fureweTL 
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Much. What, gone, my lord; and bid me not 
farewell? 

C tto. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 

[ Exeunt Gloster and Servants. 
Buck . Art thou gone too ? AIL comfort go with 
thee ! 

For none abides with me; my joy is— -death; 

Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard. 
Because I wish’d this world’s eternity.— 

Stanley, I pr’ythee go, and take me hence; 

I care not whither, for I beg no favour. 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, madam, that is to the isle of Man ; 
There to.be used according to your state. 

Duck. That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach : 
And shall I then be us’d reproachfully ? 

Stan. Like to a duchess, and duke Humphrey’s 
lady. 

According to that state you shall be used. 

Duch Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare ; 
Although thou hast been conduct of my shame I 
Sher. It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me. 
Much. Ay, ay, farewell ; thy office is discharg’d.— 
Come, Stanley, shall we go ? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this 
sheet. 

And go we to attire you for our journey. 

Duch . My shame will not be shifted with my 
sheet: 

No, it will hang upon my richest robes, 

Ana shew itself, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison. [ Exeunt . 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — The Abbey at Bury. 

Enter to the Parliament King Henry, Queen 
Margaret, Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, 
York, Buckingham, and others. 

K . lien. I muse, my lord of Gloster is not come : 
Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man, 

Whale ’er occasion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar. Can you not see ? or will you not observe 
The strangeness of his alter’d countenance ? 

With what a majesty lie bears himself; 

How insolent of late lie is become. 

How proud, peremptory, and unlike himself? 

We know the time, since he was mild and affable; 
And, if we did but glance a far-off look, 
Immediately he was upon his knee, 

That all the court admir’d him for submission : 

But meet him now, and, be it in the morn, 

When every one will give the time of day, 

He knits his brow, and shews an angry eye. 

And passe.th by with stiff unbowed knee, 

Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded when they grin ; 

But great men tremble when the lion roars ; 

And Humphrey is nalittle man in England. 

First, note, that he is near you in descent; 

Aud should you fall, he is. the next will mount. 

Me seemeth then, it is no policy,— 

Res pep ting what a rancorous mind he bears, 

Aud his advantage following your decease, — 

That he should come about your royal person. 

Or be admitted to your highness’ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons’ hearts ; 

And, when he please to make commotion, 

'Tis to foe fear’d, -they all will follow him. 

Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow- rooted ; 
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow the garden. 
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 

The reverent care, I bear unto my lord. 

Made me collect these dangers in the duke, 
f fit be fond, call it a woman’s fear; 

Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 
l will subscribe and say — I wrong’d the duke. 

My lord of Suffolk,— Buckingham, — and York, — 
Reprove ipy allegation, if you can; 

Or else conclude my words effectual. 


Suf. Well hath your highness seen into this duke 
And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 

I think, I should have told your grace’s tale. 

The duchess, by his subornation, 

Upon my life began her devilish practices ; 

Or if he were not privy to those faults. 

Yet, by reputing of his high descent, 

(As next the king, he was successive heir,) 

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess. 

By wicked means to frame our sovereign’s fall. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep ; 
And in his simple shew he harbours treason. 

The fox barks not, when he wopld steal the lamJj 
No, no, rny sovereign; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not, contrary to form oflaw, 

Devise strange deaths, for small offences done? 

York. And did he not, in his protectorship, 

Levy greatsumsof money through the realm, ' 

For soldiers’ pay in France, and never sent it? 

By means whereof, the towns each day revolted. 
Buck. Tut I these are petty faults to faults un- 
known, 

Which time will bring to light in smooth duke 
Humphrey. 

Ii. Men. My lords, at once : The care you have 
of us. 

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot. 

Is worthy praise : But shall I speak my conscience ? 
Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person, 

As is the suckling lamb, or harmless dove : 

The Duke is virtuous, mild ; and too well given. 

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

Q. Mar. Ah, what’s more dangerous than thi* 
fond affiance ! 

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow’d. 
For he’s disposed as flip hateful raven. 

Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely lent him, 

For he’s inclin’d, as are the ravenous wolves. 

Who cannot steal a shape/that means deceit ? 

Take heed, my lord; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 

Enter Somerset. 

So?n. All health unto my gracious sovereign ! 

K. Hen. Welcome, bra Somerset. What news 
from France ? 

Som. That all your interest in those territories 
Is utterly bereft yon ; all is lost. 

K. Hen. Cold news, lord Somerset : but God’s 
will be done. 

York. Cold news for me ; for I hod hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud. 

And caterpillars eat my leaves away. 

But I will remedy this gear ere long, 

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. (Aside,') 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. All happiness unto my lord the king! 
Pardon, my liege, that I have staid so long. 

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art come too 
soon, 

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art: 

I do arrest thee of high treason here, 

Glo. Well, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not see ma 
blush, 

Nor change my countenance for this arrest ; 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

The purest spring is not so free from mud, 

As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 

Who can accuse me ? wherein am I guilty ? 

York. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes 
of France, 

And, being protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay; 

By means whereof, his highness hath lost France. 
Glo. Is it but thought so ? What are they that 
think it? 
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f never robbed the soldiers of their pay, 
mr ever had one penny bribe from France. 

00 help me God, as I have watch’d the night.— 

V ni &ht, * n studying good for England ! 

1 hat doit, that e’er I wrested from the king, 
o 1 r ? ny 8' ro '^t I hoarded to my use, 

Ee brought against me at my trial day! 

IW many a potmd of mine own proper store, 
-Because l would not tax the needy commons, 

•Have I dispersed to the garrisons, 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Car, It serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 

v / s r ay no n,ore * ,ian truth » so help me God ! 
Xork. hx your protectorship, you did devise 
Nrange tortures for offenders, never heard of, 

1 % was defam’d by tyranny. 

G/o. Why, ’tis well known, that whiles I was 
protector. 

Pity was all the fault that was in me ; 
ror 1 should melt at an offender's tears 
And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 

Unless it were a bloodv murderer, 

Or foul felonious thief/that fleec’d poor passengers 
I. .ever gave them condign punishment: S ’ 

minder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d 
A J “\ e wlon, or what trespass else. 
ouj. My^Iord, these faults are easy, quickly an- 

Eut mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 

\v hereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

1 do arrest you in his highness' name ; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
ln £ ee _T>> until ypur further time of trial. 

^}y Jord of Gloster, ’tis my special hope 
Diat you will clear yourself from ail suspects - P ’ 
My conscience tells me, voa are innocS ’ 

Virtue is c® riW'fSSto ?™ danger °" s! 
And chanty chas’d hence by rancour’s hand: 

I mil suboi nation is predominant, 

And equity exil’d your highness’ land. 

1 know, their complot is to have my life: 

And, if my death might make this island happy. 

And prove the period of their tyranny, PP * 
would expend it with all willingness : 

Ent mine is made the prologue to their play; 
b 01 thousands more that yet suspect no peril. 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. P 

And&iffnllr*? T r \ Ut l S eye ? - l)lab his beart’s malice, 
s woudy brow his stormy hate ; 
mi, lr l > Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
I he envious load that lays Upon his heart : § ' 

And clogged \ ork, that reaches at the moon, 

W hose overweening arm l have pluck’d back 
E} false accuse doth level at my life • , 

Cauls \ ny S y* r A$ n la,ly with rest. 

Causeless have laid disgraces on my head ; 1 

v Im'w r° Ur b f 6 ‘t end . eavoar > have stirr’d up 
>i} liefest hege to be mine enemy V 

m v’J? l i °7°a have laid your heads together, 

Aud i 1 f l<1 110 / lCe 0 your c °nventioiesf 

.And all to make away my guiltless life * ’ 

N w storerf t?p a f M 6 f tmss to C0tl<I « !I <'» me, 1 

mi r st01 . e treasons to augment uiy guilt * 

I he acc.ent proverb will be well effecled,- 

A /w M qa r k ,y f ?l lnd t0 beat a d°?- 
li' thZl | iege ’ bl ? raiIin £ is intolerable : 

I f those, that care to keep your royal person r 

brom treason s secret knife, and traitors’ rage \ 
vfJ n *£ ra, J 1ed > diid, and rated at, g x 

Awl the oil end er granted scope of speech ] 

cao1 h »af . unto your Lee 1 

wftfi 1 H - - e w,t tvvit our sovereign! lady here A 

With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d 
As if she had suborned some to swear * 

his state ? <j 

leave to chide. V 
nt : I Jose, indeed H 

false i n 


Act HI. 


Buc - n«y I! .jy est the sense, and hold ns here all 

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. r sur . 

ctn \b% U \ e - a u ay thl ? duke > sod guard him 
A’, thus king Henry throws away his crutch. 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body * 

I has is the shepherd beaten from thy side, 

A? iU VeS r are gnar %, who shall gnaw thee first. 
Ah, that my fear were false 1 ah, that it were ! 
i or, good king Henry, thy decay I fear. 

Tr rr [Exeunt Attendants, with Gloster. 
IC IIe?i^ly lords what to your w isdom seemeth 

or ando > as if ourself were here. 

Q l parliament?'" 11 y °" r highne83 leaT « th “ 

K ' ff with A gn : e f argaret ’ my teart is dr0WD ’d 

Z k Tj° 0i b fS‘ n s.‘« flow within mine eyes; 

My body round engirt with misery ; J ’ 
lor what’s more miserable than discontent? 

Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face I see 
i fie map of honour, truth, and loyalty * 

rUftZf*’ ? ood £ n J?l ,hr ?J[. is tbe hour to come, 

\Vhh " 1 Fr0v d “ lee iaIse > or foar’d thy faith. 

0W rlng st ? r now en vies thy estate, 

I hat these great lords, and Margaret our queen 
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ? H 

An dVTfhl M the in wrong, nor no man wrong ; 
And as the butcher takes away the calf 6 

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it stravs 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; ^ 1 

And n n S s 0 th r . e r rSeleSS ’i ba - Ve they borne iim hence. 
And as the clam runs lowing up and down, 

Hooking the way her harmless young one went 
And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss * 

Even so mysel bewails good Gloster’s case 

T^L h & ff d T heIp H tears 5 and with dimm’d eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good : ^ 

bo mighty are his vowed enemies. 

Mar. hiee lords, cold snowmelts with the 
sun’s hot beams. uie 

Henry, niv lord, is cold in great affairs, 

I °o full of^ foolish pity : and Gloster’s shew 
Eegmies him, as the mournful crocodile 
X. !P rrow f nares , relenting passengers ; 

Oi as the snake, roll’d in a flowering bank, 

W ith shining chequer’d slough, doth sting a child 
1 hat, for the beauty, thinks it excellent. “ * 

(inrU'JZ ]e y Ior - ds ’r U .' er , c more wise than I, * 
ThSVi S her ? m, i I i J i udge mine °wn wit good,) 

I his Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 
l O nd us ram the fear we ha/e of him. ' 


course oi law. 

buy. But n i my mind that Vere no policy • 

The king will labour still to save his life, Y 
i he commons haply rise to save his life : 

And yet we have but trivial argument, 
i lore than mistrust, that shews him worthy death 

Ah’ Y a ‘i by “ lis ’ yOU , wouid not ba * a b im die. 

L d ^ s th ^ rky that hath wore reason for his 

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suffolk 
Say as you think, and speak it from your souls — ' 

°A’i an e ; npty eagle ^ 

lo guard the chicken from a hungrv kite 


in guard the chicken from a hungry kite 
Ytt Humphrey for then’s ’protector » 
^ ^ death ^ P °° r chlcken shoul< l he sure cl 

’tie’tnre: And wer’t not madoS 
To make the fox surveyor of the fold ? 

Who being accus’d a crafty murderer, 
is guilt should be but idly posted over, 
f l" S P ar P ose is not executed, 

ISo » lei hwn die, in that he is a fox. 


SCEHH % 


KING HENRY VL 


By nature prov’d an ene my to the flock , 

Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson blood j 
As Humprey, prov’d by reasons, to iny liege. 

And do not stand on quillets, how to slay him : 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty, 

Sleeping, or waking, tis no matter how, 

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him first, that first intends deceit. 

Q. Mar . Thrice noble Suffolk, fis resolutely spoke. 
Suf. Not resolute, except so much were done; 
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant: 

But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue,- 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

Apd to preserve my sovereign from his foe, — 

Say but the word, and I will be his priest 
Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of 
Suffolk, 

Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

Say, you consent, and censure well the deed. 

And I’ll provide his executioner, 
l tender so the safety of my liege. 

Suf, Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Q. Mar . And so say I. , 

York. And I: and now we three have spoke it, 
It skills not greatly who impugns our doom 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain, 
To signify— that rebels there are up, 

And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 

Seud succours, lords, and stop the rage betime. 
Before the wound do grow incurable ; 

For being green, there is great hope of help. 

Car . A breach, that craves a quick expedient stop! 
What counsel give you in this weighty cause ? 

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither: 
’Tis meet, that lucky ruler be .employ’d ; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy. 

Had been the regent there instead of me, 

He never would have staid in France so long. 

York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done : 

I rather would have lost my life betimes, 

Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 

By staying there so long, till all were lost 
Shew me one scar character’d on thy skin : 

Men’s flesh preserv’d so whole, do seldom win. 

Q. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging 
■r fire, 

ff wind and fuel be brought to- feed it with : — 

No more, good York ; — sweet Somerset, be still ; — 
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 
Might happily have prov’d far worse than his. 

York. What, worse than naught? nay, then a 
shame take all I 

Som . And, in the number, thee, that wishest 
shame I 

Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is. 
The uncivil Kernes of’Ireland are in arms, 

And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 

To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 

Collected choicely, from each comity some, 

And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

York. I will, my lord, so please- his majesty. 

Suf. Why, our authority is his consent; 

A nd, what we do establish, he confirms : 

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

York. I am content: Provide me soldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

Suf. A charge, lord Y ork, that I will see perform’d. 
But now return we to the false duke Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him, 
That, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more. 

And so break off ; the day is almost spent : 

Lord Suffolk, yon and I must talk of that event. 

York. My ford of Suffolk, within fourteen days, 
At Bristol I expect my s<! Idiers ; 

For there Pll snip them ail for Ireland. 

Suf 111 see it truly done, in v lord of Y ork. 

IJtixeunt all but York. 


York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 

thought. 

And change misdoubt to resolution : 

Be that thou hop’st to be ; or what thou art 
Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying: 

Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born man. 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers, comes though! 
on thought; 

And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider. 
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 

Well, nobles, well , ’tis politicly done, 
lb send me packing with an host of men : 

| tear me, you but warm the starved snake, 

Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting yonr 
hearts. 

’Twas men I lack’d, and yon will give them me : 

I take it kindly ; yet, be well assur’d 
You put sharp weapons ip a madman’s hands 
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

I will stir up in England some black storm, 

Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell : 
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head. 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams. 

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduc’d a headstrong Kentishman, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of Kernes ; 

And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts 
Were, almost like a sharp-quill’d porcupine : 

And, in the end being rescu’d, I have seen him 
Caper upright like a wild Morisco, 

Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

Full often, like a shag-hair’d crafty Kerne, 

Hath he conversed with the enemy ; 

And undiscover’d come to me again, 

And given me notice of their villanies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that John Mortimer, which’ now is dead. 

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble • 

By this I shall perceive the commons’ mind. 

How they affect the house and claim of York, 

Say, he be taken, rack’d, and tortured ; 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him, 

Will make him say— I mov’d him to those arms. 
Say, that he thrive fas ’tis great like he will,) 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength. 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d : 

For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be. 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit 

Scene II. — Bury. A Room in the Palace 

Enter certain Murderers , hastily . 

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk; let him know. 
We have despatch’d the duke, as he commanded. 

2 Mur. O, that it were to do 1— What have we 

done V 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent? 

Enter Suffolk, 

1 Mur. Here comes my lord 
Suf. Now, sirs, have yod 

Despatch’d this thing? 

1 Mur. Ah, my good lord, he’s dead. 

Suf. Why, that’s well said. Go, get yon to my 
house ; 

I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The king and all the peers are here at hand.— 
Have yon laid fair the bed? are all things well, 
According as I gave direction ? 

1 Mur. ’Tis, my good lord. 

Suf. Away, be gone*! [Exeunt Murderer 
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SECOND PART OP 


Act IIL 







Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somerset, Lords, and others. 

K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence 
j straight : 

Bay, we intend to try his grace to-day, 

If he be guilty, as *tis published. 

Sijf. I’ll call him presently, my noble lord. [Exit. 
K. Ken. Lords, take your places ,* — And I pray 
you all. 

Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloster, 

Than from true evidence, of good esteem, 

He be approv’d in practice culpable* 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail. 
That faultless may condemn a nobleman ! 

Pray God, he may acquit him of suspicion ! 

K. Ken. I thank thee, Margaret; these words 
content me much. — 

Re-enter Suffolk. 

How now? why look’s! thou pale? why tremhlest 
thou ? 

Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suffolk ? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is dead. 

Q. Mar. Marry, God forefend ! 

Car. God’s secret judgment: — I did dream to- 
night, 

The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

. (The King swoons.) 

Q. Mar. How fares my lord? — Help, lords ! the 
king is dead. 

Som. Rear up his body; wring him by the nose. 
Q Mar. Run, go, help, help 1—0, Henry, ope 
thine eyes ! 

dot h revive again Madam, be patient. 
K. Hen . 0 heavenly God ! 

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign! gracious Henry, 
comfort! 

, i Ken. .What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort me? 

Came he right now to sing a raven’s note, 

Whose, dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 

And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 

By crving comfort from a hollow breast, 

Can chase away the first-conceived sound ? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words. 

Lay mot hands on me ; forbear, I say ; 

Their touch affrights me, as a serpent’s sting, 
thou baleful messenger, out of my sight! 

Upon thy. eye-balls murd’rous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding : — 

J et do not go away Come, basilisk, 

And.kill the innocent gazer with thy sight: 

Form the shade of death I shall find joy ; 

In hfe, but double death, now Gloster’s dead. 

a i V Wiiy do you nxte my lord of Suffolk thus? 

Although the duke was enemy to him, 

1 et he, most christian-like, laments his death : 
tvv i m m 7 se "> — foe as he was to me, 

Might liqyid tears, or heart-offending groans, 

Ur blood-consuming sighs recall his life, 

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans, 
Hook pale as primrose, with blood-drinking sighs, 
And all to have the noble duke alive, 
vv hat know I how the world may deem of me? 
bor it is known, we were but hollow friends: 
k' e judg’d, I. made the duke away: 

00 shall, my name with slander’s tongue be wounded. 

. pnnees courts be fill’d with my reproach. 

r p“is get X by his death : Ah me, unhappy [ 

1 0 J> e a queen, and crown’d with infamy I 

4:^, woe 33 me f° r G-loster,wretched man * 
\nn woe forme > more wretched than he is! 

What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face ? 

J am 110 i° a thsome leper, look on iiie. 

What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 
i R°lf ouous l 00 ’ and IciH thy forlorn queen/ 
is aiJ thy comfort shut in Gloster’s tomb ? 


Why, then dame Margaret was neVthy joy • 
Erect lus statue then, and worship it, 

And make my image but an alehouse sign. 

Was 1, for this, nigh wreck’d upon the sea, 

And twice by awkward wind from England’s bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime ? 

What boded this, but well-fore warning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion’s nest, 

Tsor set.no footing on this unkind shore? 

What did I then, but curs’d the gentle gusts, 

And lie .that loos d them from their brazen caves ; 
And bid them blow towards England’s blessed 
shores. 

Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock ? 

Yet Aeolus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful office unto thee : 

The pretty vaulting sea refus’d to drown me ; 
Knowing, that thou would’st have me drown’d on 
shore, 

With tears as salt ns sea, through thy unkindness : 
the splitting rocks cow’rd in the sinking sands. 
And would not dash me with their ragged sides ; 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they. 
Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 

As far^s I could ken thy chalky cliffs, 

When Irom the shore the tempest beat us back 
I stood upon the hatches in the storm: * 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 
l took a costly jewel from my neck, — 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,— 

Anc threw it towards thy land the sea receiv’d it* 
And so, I wish’d, thy body might my heart: 

And even with this, I lost fair England’s view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart: 

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles. 

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast. 

How often ha ve I tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of. thy foul inconstancy,) 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 
His father’s acts, commenc’d in burning Troy ? 

Am I not witch’d like her? or thou not false like him? 
Ah me, I can no more ! Die, Margaret ! 

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 

Noise toMin. IS, iter Warwick and Salisbury 
Ike Commons press to the door. 

t^War. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

TIC J S°,f “"“Humphrey traitorously is murder'd 
% Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort’s means 
i he commons, like an angry hive of bees 
I hat want their leader, scatter up and down. 

And care not who they, sling in his revenge. 

Myself have calm d their spleenful mutiny, 

Un *? h f ar the order of his death. 

A. Ken. I hat he is dead, good Warwick, ’ti 
too true ; 7 

But how he died, God knows, not Henry : 

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse, 

Anff comment then upon his sudden death. 

wfbih 1 ha i 1 Sh th my .il e P Salisbury 

rrr? e r V d « multitude, till I return. 

{ War zuick goes into an inner room, and Salt* 
rr rr „ JT bury retires. 

A. thatjudgest all things, stay my 

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my sod, 
borne violent hands were laid on Humphreys life! 

If my suspect be false, forgive me, God; 

For judgment only doth belong to thee! 

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
U pen Xus face an ocean of salt tears ; 
io tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk. 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling ; 
a Ut iA ln vain are these mean obsequies : 

And to survey his dead and earthly image. 

What were it but to make my sorrow greater? 




bCENE 2. 


KING HENRY YL 


The folding doors of an inner chamber are thrown 
open , and Gloster is discovered dead in his 
bed: Warwick and others standing by it. 

Wat Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this 
body. 

K. Hen, That is to see how deep my grave is made : 
For, with his soul, fled all my worldly solace ; 

For seeing him, I see my life in death. 

War, As surely as my soul intends to live 


Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Suf A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue 1 
What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow ? 

War, See, how the blood is settled in his face ! — 
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, 

Of ashy semblance, measure, pale, and bloodless, 
Being all descended to the labouring heart ; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death. 
Attracts the same for aidaiice 'gainst the enemy ; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er re- 
turned 

To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But, see, his face is black, and full of blood; 

Bis eye-balls farther out than when he liv’d. 

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man : 

His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretch’d with strug- 
gling ; 

Mis hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
And tugg’d for life, and was by strength subdu’d. 
Look on the sheets, his hair, you see, is. sticking; 
His well-proportioned beard made rough and 
rugged. 

Like to the summer’s corn by tempest lodg’d. 

It cannot be, but he was murder’d here ; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

S,uf Why, Warwick, who should do the duke 
to death? 

Myself, and Beaufort, had him in protection; 

And we, 1 hope, sir, are no murderers. 

War, But both of you were vow’d duke Hum- 
phrey’s foes ; 

And yon, forsooth, had the good duke to keep: 

Tia like, you would not feast him like a friend ; 
And ’tis well seen he found an enemy, 

Q. Mar. Then yon, belike, suspect these noblemen 
„ As guilty of duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 

War . Who finds the heifer dead, and bleeding 
fresh. 

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect, ’twus he that made the slaughter? 
Who finch the partridge in the puttock’s nest. 

But may imagine how the bird was dead, 

Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak? 

Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? where’s 
your knife ? 

Is Beaufort term’d a kite ? where are his talons ? 

Suf I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping men ; 
But here’s a vengeful sword, rusted with ease. 

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart, 

That slanders me with murder’s crimson badge : — 
Say, if thou dar’st, proud lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am faulty in duke Humphrey’s death. 

[Exeunt Cardinal , Som., and others . 
War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk 
dare him? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious spirit. 
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

War. Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say; 
For every word you speak in his behalf. 

Is slander to your royal dignify. 

Suf. Blunt- wilted lord , ignoble in demeanour ! 

If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much. 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 

Some stern nututor’d churl, and noble stock 

Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thou art. 


And never of the Nevils’ noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee 
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames. 

And that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild, 

I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech. 

And say—- it was thy mother, that thou mean’st. 

That thou thy self was born in bastardy; 

And after all this fearful homage done, 

Givethee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell. 
Pernicious bloodsucker of sleeping men I 
S?/f. Thou shalt be waking, while I shed thy blood 
If from this presence thou dar’st go with me. 

War . Away even now, or I will drag thee hence j 
Unworthy though thou art, I’ll cope with thee, 

And do some service to duke Humphrey’s ghost. 

[Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick. 
K. Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a heart 
untainted? 

Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his quarrel just; 

And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel, 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

^ (A noise ioithM 

Q. Mar. W hat noise is this ? 

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their 
weapons drawn. 

A. Hen. Why, how now, lords? your wrathful 
weapons drawn 

Here in our presence? dare you be so bold?— 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 

Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. [Bury, 

Noise of crowd within. Re-enter Salisbury. 
Sal. Sirs, stand apart; the king shall know your 
mind.— (Speaking to those within. 
Uread lord, the commons send you word by me, 
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death, 

Or banished fair England’s territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your palace 
And torture him with grievous ling’ring death. 

They say, by him the good duke Humphrey died; 

I hey say, in him they fear your highness’ death : 
And mere instinct of love, and loyalty. 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking, 

Makes them thus forward in his banishment 
They say, in care of your most royal person. 

That, if your highness should intend to sleep, 

And charge— that no man should disturb your rest 
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death; 

Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict, 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue. 
That slxly glided towards yoiu* majesty. 

It were but necessary, you were wak’d ; 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber. 

The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal: 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid. 

That they will guard you whe’r you will, or no. 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is: 

With whose envenomed and fatal sting. 

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth. 

They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Commons. (Within.) An answer from the king, 
my lord of Salisbury. 

Suf. Tis like, the commons, rude unpolish’d 
hinds. 

Could send such messager to their sovereign : 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d. 

To shew how quaint an orator you are . 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won. 

Is — that he was the lord ambassador, 

Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. (Within.) An answer from the tW . 
or we’ll all bre ak in. 

K. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care ; 

And had I not been ’cited so by them. 
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Act Hi. 


Vet olid I purpose as they so entreat; 

For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means. 

And therefore — by His majesty I swear. 

Whose far unworthy deputy I ara 3 — 

He shall not breathe infection in' this air 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 

[Exit Salisbury . 
Q. Mar. 0 Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk ! 
K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle 
Suffolk. 

No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him. 

Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, I would have kept my word ; 

But, when I swear, it is irrevocable : 

If, after three days space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that 1 am ruler of. 

The world shall not be ransome for thy life. — 

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with me ; 
I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt K. Henry , Warwick, Lords , 

Q. Mar. Mischance, and sorrow, go along with 
Heart’s discontent, and sour affliction, [you ! 

Be playfellows to keep you company ! 

There’s two of you ; the devil make a third I 
And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps J 
Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations. 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Q. Mar. Fye, coward woman, and soft-hearted 
wretch ! 

Hast thoft not spirit to curse thine enemies ? 

Suf, A plague unon them! wherefore should I 
curse them? 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan, 

I would invent as bitter-searching terms. 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear. 

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth, 

With full as many signs of deadly hate, 

As Iean-fac’d Envy in her loathsome cave: 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words ; 
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint; 

My hair be fix’d on end, as one distract ; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse ana ban : 

And even now my burden’d heart would break, 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink ! 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste ! 
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees ! 
Their chiefest prospects, murdering basilisks ! 

Their softest touch, as smart as lizards’ stings i 
Their music, frightful as the serpent’s hiss ; 

And boding screech-owls make the concert full ! 

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell. — 

Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou torment’st 
thyself : 

And these clread curses—- like the sun ’gainst glass. 
Or like an overcharged gun, — recoil, 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from, 

Well could I purse away a winter’s night, 

Though standing naked on a mountain top. 

Where biting cold would never let grass grow. 

And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Q. Mar. 0, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give me 
thy hand, 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place. 

To wash away my woeful monuments. 

0, could this kiss be printed in thy hand : 

(Kisses his band.) 

That thou might’st think upon these by the seal, . 

T hrough whom a thousand sighs are breath'd for 
thee ! 

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief: 

’Tis but surmis’d whilst thou art standing by. 

As One that surfeits thinking on a want. 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assured. 

Adventure to be banished myself : 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me , even now be gone. — 


O, go not yet ! — Even thus two friend a, condemn'd, 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Xioather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell : and farewell life with thee i 
Suf. Thus is poor .'Suffolk ten times banished. 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 

Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence ; 

A wilderness is populous enough, 

So Suffolk had toy heavenly company. 

For where thou art, there is the world itself. 

With every several pleasure in the world ; 

And where thou art not, desolation. 

I can no more Live thou to joy thy life , 

Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv’st. 

Enter Vaux. 

Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what news, 
I pr’ythee ? 

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty, 

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death 
For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air. 
Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth. 
Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey’s ghost 
Were hy his side ; sometime, he calls the king, 

And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 

The secrets of his overcharged soul: 

And I am sent to tell his majesty, 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q . Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the king. 

, _ ' _ ■ [Exit Vaux, 

Ah me ! what is this world ? what news are these ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, 

4 Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure ? 

* Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

And with the southern clouds contend in tears; 
Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my sorrows? 
Now, get thee hence: The king, thon know’s* 
is corning ! 

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live : 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slumber in. thy lap? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying With mother’s dugs between his lips : 

Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 

And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ; 

So should ’st thou either turn my flying soul, 

Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 

And then it liv’d in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee, were but to die in jest : 

From thee to die, were torture more than death : 

O, let me stay, befall what may befall. 

Q. Mar. Away 1 though parting be a fretful cor- 
rosive. 

It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Suffolk: Let me hear from thee ; 
For whereso’er thou art in this world’s globe, 

I'll have an Iris that shall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the woefoTst cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 

Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we ; 

This way fall X to death, 

Q. Mar. This way for me. [Exeunt, severally . 

Scene III.- — London. Cardinal Beaufort’s bed • 

. chamber. 

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, and 
others . The Cardinal in bed; Attendants with 
him . 


a. uen. now lares my lord r speak, Jt&eaulort, 
to thy sovereign. [treasure, 

Car. If thou be’st death, I’ll give thee England’s 
Enough to purchase such another island, 

So thou wilt lei me live, and feel no pain. 

XT. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life. 
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'When: death’s approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee. 
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 

Died he not m his bed V where should he die? 

Gan X make men live, whc’r they will or no ? — 

01 torture me no more, I will confess. — 

Alive again ? then shew me where lie is ; 

I’ll give^ a thousand pound to look upon him. — 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them.— 
Comb down his hair; look ! look I it stands upright, 
jLike lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul I — 
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that t bought of him, 

K . Hen . 0 thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
•Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch i 
O f beat away the busy meddling fiend, 

That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s soul, 

And from his bosom purge this black despair ! 

War . See, how the pangs of death do make him 
grin. 

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

K. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God’s good plea- 
sure be. 

Lord cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven’s bliss, 
Xlold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — _ 

He dies, and makes no sign; O God, forgive him ! 
War . So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 

K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners ail. — 
Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ; 

And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Kent. The Seashore near Dover. 
Firing heard at sea. Then enter from a boat , a 
Captain, a Master , a Master's-Mate, Walter 
Whitmore, and others ; with them Suffolk, 
and other Gentlemen, prisoners. 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea ; 

And now loud-bowling wolves arouse the jades, 
That drag the tragic melancholy night ; 

Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings, 
Clip dead men’s graves, and from their misty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 
Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize ; 

For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 

Here shall they make their ransom on the sand, 

Or with their blood stain this discolour’d shore. — 
Master, this prisoner freely give I thee ; 

And thou that aribis mate, make boot of this; — 
The other, ( pointing to Suffolk) Walter Whitmore, 
is thy share. 

1 Gent. What is my ransome, master? let me 
know. 

Mast . A thousand crowns, or else lay down your 
head. 

Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes 
yours. 

Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand 
crowns, 

And bear the name and port of gentlemen? 

Cut both the villains’ throats ; — for die yon shall ; 
The lives of those, which we have lost in fight, 
Czzziot be counterpois’d with such a petty sum. 

1 Gent I'll give it, sir ; and therefore spare my 

life. [straight. 

2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it 
Whit. X lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard,, 

And therefore, to revenge it, shall thou die ; 

(To Suffolk.) 

And so should these, if I might have my will. 

Cap. Be not so rash; take ransome, let him live. 
S*tf\ Look on my George, I am a gentleman ; 

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 

Whit. And so am I ; my name is — Walter Whit- 
more. ‘ [affright ? 

How now? why startst thou? what, doth death 
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound is 
! canning man did calculate my birth, [death, 


And told me — that by Walter I should die t 
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded: 

Thy name is — Gaultier, being rightly sounded. 

Whit. Gaultier, or Walter, which ?t is, I care sot 
Ne’er yet did base dishonour blur our name. 

But with ogr sword u e wip’d away the blot ; 
Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge. 
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac’d. 

And I proclaim’d a coward through the world ! 

[Lays hold on Suffolk. 
Suf. Stay, WTiitmore ; for thy prisoner is a prince 
The duke of Suffolk, William de la Poole. 

Whit. The duke of Suffolk, mufiled up in rags! 
Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the dure ; 
Jove sometime went disguis’d, and why not I ? 

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be. 
Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, King Henry s 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, [blood, 

Must not be shed bv such a jaded groom. 

Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand, and field my stirrup? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 

And thought thee happy when I shook my head ? 
How often hast thou waited at my cup, .* 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board- 
When I have feasted with queen Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall’n ; 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride : 

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 
swain ? 

Cap. First let mv words stab him, as he hath me. 
Suf. Base slave I thy words are blunt, and so art 
thou. 

Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat’s 
side 

Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou dar’st not for thy own. 

Cap. Yes, Poole 

Suf. Poole ? 

Cap. Poole ? Sir Poole ? lord ? 

Ay, kdnnel, paddle, sink .* whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring wnere England drinks 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 
l 7 or swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sweep the 
ground; 

And thou, that srail’dst at good duke Humprey’i 

death, 

Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain. 
Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again : 

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell. 

For daring to affy a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg’d 
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart. 

By thee. Anjou and Maine were sold to France 
The false revolting Normans, thorough thee, 
Disdain to call us lord; and Picardy 
Hath slain their governors, surpris’d our forts. 

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,— 
Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vauw 
As hating thee, are rising up in arms : 

And now the house of York — thrust from the crown* 
By shameful murder of a guiltless king 
And lofty proud encroaching tyranny,— 

Burns with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours 
Advance out* half-fac’d sun, striving to shine. 

Under the which is writ — Invitis nubibus. 

The commons here in Kent are up in arm3 
And, to conclude, reproach, and Beggary, 

Is crept into the palace of our king, 

And all by thee : — Away ! convey him hence. 

Suf O that I were a god, to shoot forth thunder 
Upon these paltry, servile abject drudges l 
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Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt all but the first Gentleman . 


Re-enter Whitmore, ivitk Suffolk’s body. 


1 Gent. 0 barbarous and oloody spectacle I 
His body will I bear unto the king : 

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 

So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

f Exit with the body. 

Scene II. — Blachheath. 

Enter George Bevis and John Holland. 

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made 
of a lath; they have been up these two days. 

John. They have the more need to sleep now then. 

Geo. I tell thee, Jack Cade, the clothier> means 
to dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a 
new nap upon it. 

John. So he had need, for Tis threadbare. Well, 
l say, it was never merry world in England, since 


l say, it was never merry world in England, since 
gentlemen came up. 

Geo. 0 miserable age 1 Virtue is not regarded in 
hand icrafts-men. 

John. The nobility think scorn to go in leather 
aprons. 

Geo. Nay more, the king’s council are no good 
workmen. 


John. True; And yet it is said,— Labour in thy 
vocation : which is as much to say, as,— let the ma- 


gistrates be labouring men ; and therefore should we 
be Magistrates. 


Geo. Thou hast hit it: for there’s no better sign 
of a brave mind than a hard hand. 

John. I see them ! I see them ! There’s Best’s 
son, llie tanner of Wingham ; — 

C?eo, He shall have the skins of our enemies, to 
make dog’s leather of. 

John. And Dick the butcher,— 

Geo 'P’cn a sin struck down like an ox, and ini 


our enemies, to 
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Small things make base men proud : this villain here. 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargains, the strong Illyrian pirate. 

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives. 

It is impossible, that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse; in me : 

I go of message from the queen to France ; 

I charge thee, waft me safely cross the channel. 
Cap. Walter, — - [death. 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thv 
Sufi. Gelidus timor occitpat artus : — ’tis thee I 
fear. 

Whit. Thou shalt have cause to fear, before I 
leave thee. 

What are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop? 

1 Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak 
him fair. 

Sufi. Suffolk's imperial tongue is stern and rough. 
Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 

Far be it, we should honour such as these 
With humble suit : no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heaven, and to my king; 

And sooner dance upon a bloody pole, 

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 

'True nobility is exempt from fear 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 
Sufi. Come, soldiers, shew what cruelty ye can. 
That this my death may never be forgot 1 
Great men oft die by vile bezonians : 

A Roman sworder and banditto slave. 

Murder'd sweet Tally ; Brutus' bastard hand 
Stabb'd J ulius Caesar ; savage islanders, 

Pompey the great : and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[Exit Sufi, with Whit, and others. 
Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have set, 
K is our pleasure, one of them depart : — 


qnity’s throat cut like a calf. 
John. And Smith the weaver. 


Geo. A rgo , their thread of life is spun. 
John. Come, corne, let's fall in with them. 


Whit. There let his head and lifeless body lie, 
Until the queen, his mistress, bury it. [Exit. 

1 Gent. 0 barbarous and oloodv spectacle I 


Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the butcher , Smith tk i 
weaver , and others in great number . 

Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our suppose/ 
father, — 

Dick. Or rather, of stealing a cade of herrings. 

( Aside J 

Cade. — for our enemies shall fall before us. 
inspired with the spirit of putting down kings an 
princes. — Command silence. 

Dick. Silence I 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer. — 

Dick. He was an honest man, and a good brick- 
layer. (AszVe.) 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet. — 

Dick. I knew her well, she was a midwife. 

(Aside.) 

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies. — 

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar’s daughter, and 
sold many laces. (Aside.) 

Smith. But, now of late, notable to travel with 
her furred pack, she washes bucks here at home. 

(Aside.) 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; 
and there was he born, under a hedge ; for his father 
had never a house, but the cage. (Aside.) 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Smith. ’A must needs ; for beggary is valiant. 

(Aside.) 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No question of that; for I have seen him 
whipped three market days together. (Aside.) 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his coat 
is of proof. ^ (Asz’tfe.) 

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear ol 
fire, being burnt i’the hand for stealing of sheep. 

(Aside.) 

Cade. Be brave then; for your captain is brave, 
and vows reformation. There shall be, in England, 
seven half-penny loaves sold for a penny ; the three - 


hooped pot shall have ten hoops ; and 1 will make it 
felony to drink^ small beer : all the realm shall be in 
common, and in Cheapside shall my palfrv go to 
grass. And when I am king, (as king I will be) — 
All. God save your majesty! 

Cade. I thank you, good people :— there shall be 


lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
Iamb should be made parchment? that parchment, 
being scribbled o’er, should undo a man ? Some 
say the bee stings: But I say, Tis the bee’s wax, 
for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was neve* 
mine own man since. How now ? who’s there ? 

Enter some, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham. 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham ; he can write an A 
read, and cast accompt. 

Cade . O monstrous] 

Smith. We took him setting of boy’s copies. 

Cade. Here’s a villain ! [in i 

Sniith. H’as a book in his pocket, with red letters 

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 

Cade. I am sorry forit : the man is a proper maD, 
on mine honour , unless I find him guilty, he shall 
not die. — Come hither, sirrah, I must examine 
thee ; What is thy name ? 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 
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Mich, They use to write it on the top of letters ; 

’Twill go hard with you. 

Cade . Let me alone : — Dost thou use to write 
thy '.name?.- or hast thou a mark to thyself/ like an 
honest plain-dealing man? 

Clerk Sir, I thank God, I have been so well 
brought up, that I can write my name. 

AIL He hath confessed : away with him; he’s a 
villain, and a traitor. 

Cade, Away with him, I say : hang him with his 
pen and inkhorn about his neck. 

[Exeunt some with the Clerk, 

Enter Michael. 

Mich, Where’s our general? 

Cade. Here l am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly! sir Humphrey Stafford and 
his brother are hard by, with the king’s forces. 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell thee down : 
He shall be encountered with a man as good as 
himself: He is but a knight, is ’a? 

Mich. No. # 

Cade. To equal him, T will make myself a knight 
presently ; Rise up, sir John Mortimer. Now have 
at him. 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford, and William 
his brother, with drum and Forces. 

Siaf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the gallows, — lay your weapons down. 
Home to your cottages,. forsake this groom ; — 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. . [blood, 

PF. Staf. Rut angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to 
If you go forward : therefore yield, or die. [not ; 

’Cade. As for these silken coated slaves, I pass 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, 

O’er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 

For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain/thy father was a plasterer; 

And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

W. Staf. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this : — Edmund Mortimer, earl of 
March, 

Married the duke of Clarence’ daughter ; Did he 
not? 

W. Staf. Ay, sir. 

Cade. By her, He had two children at a birth. 

W. Staf That’s false. [true: 

Cade. Ay, there’s the question ; but, I say, ’tis 
The elder of them, being put to nurse, 

Was by a beggar-woman stol’n away ; 

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 

Became a bricklayer, when he came to age : 

His son am I ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, ’tis too true; therefore he shall be 
king. 

Smith . Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s 
louse, and the bricks are alive at this day to testify 
t ; therefore, deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s words, 
That speaks he knows not what? 

All. Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get ye gone. 

W. Staf Jack Cade, the duke of York hath 
taught you this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself. (Aside.) 
—Go to, sirrah, Tell the king from me, that — for 
/ is father’s sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose time 
boys went to span-counter for French crowns, — I 
am content he shall reign, but I’ll be protector over 
him. 

Dick. And, furthermore, we’ll have the lord Say’s 
head, for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade. And good reason; for thereby is England 
maimed, and fain to go with a staff, but that my 
puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you, 
that that lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, 
and made it an eunuch : and more than that, he can 
•peak French, and therefore he is a traitor. 

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance i j 




Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : The Frenchmen 
are our enemies : go to then, 1 ask but this ; Can 
he, that speaks with the tongue of an enemy, be a 
good counsellor, or no ? 

AIL No, no; and therefore we’ll have his head. 
W. Staf. W ell, seeing gentle words will not pro. 
s vail. 

Assail them with an army of the king. 

Staf. Herald, away : and throughout every tows, 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 

Thai those,, which fly before the battle ends. 

May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight, 

Be hang’d up for example at their doors : — 

And you, that be the king’s friends, follow me. 

[Exeunt the two Staffords, and Forces 
Cade. And you, that love the commons/follow 
me. — 

Now shew yourselves men, ’tis for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 

Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon ; 

For they are thrifty honest men, and such 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 
Dick. They are all in order, ana march toward us. 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are 
most out of order. Come, march forward. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Another part of Blackheath . 
Alarums. The two parties enter and fight, and 
both the Staffords are slam. 

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ashford ? 
Dick. Here, sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, 
and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in 
thine own slaughter-house : therefore thus will I 
reward thee, — The Lent shall be as long again as 
it is; and thou shalt have a license to Trill for a 
hundred lacking one. 

Dick. I desire no more. 

Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deserves! no less. 
This monument of the victory will I bear; and the 
bodies shall be dragged at my horse’ heels, till I do 
come to London, where we will have the mayor’s 
sword borne before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break 
open the gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let’s 
march towards London. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — London. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter King Henry, readina a supplication; the 
Duke of B uckingham ana Lord. Say with him ; 
at a distance. Queen Margaret, mourning over 
Suffolk’s head. 

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard — that grief softens the 
And makes it fearful and degenerate : [mind, 

Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 

But who can cease to weep, and look on this? 

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast: 

But where’s the body that I should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the 
rebels’ supplication ? 

IC Hen. I’ll send some holy bishop to entreat: 

For God tbrbidj so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword l And I myself. 

Rather than bloody war should cut them short. 

Will parley with Jack Cade, their general. — 

But stay. I’ll read it over once again, [face 

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains 1 hath this lovely 
Rul’d, like a wandering planet, over me; 

And could it not enforce them to relent. 

That were unworthy to beholii the same? 

K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have thy head. 

Saij. Ay, but 1 hope, your highness shall have hi», 
K. Hen. How now, madam ? Still 
Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk’s death ? 

I fear, my love, if that I had been dead. 

Thou wouldst not have mourn’d so much for me. 

Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, but 
die foi thee. * 
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Enter a Messenger j 

£ ffen. How now! what news? why corns* 
thou in such haste ? , llord ! 

Mess , The rebels are in Southwark; Fly, my 
Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer, 
Descended from the duke of Clarence’ house ; 

And calls your grace usurper, openly, # 

And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 

His army is a ragged multitude 

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless : 

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, . 

They call— false caterpillars, and intend their death. 
A. Men, O graceless men ! they know not what 
they do. 

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth, 
Until a power be rais’d to put them down. 

Q. Mar . Ah! were the duke of Suffolk now alive. 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d. 

K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee. 
Therefore away with us to Kenelworth. 

Say. So might your grace’s person be in danger; 
The sight of me is odious in their eyes : 

And therefore in this city will I stay, 

And live alone as secret as I may, 

Enter another Messenger, 

2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten Londou-bridge ; 
the citizens * 

Fly and forsake their houses : 

The rascal people, thirsting after prey. 

Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear, | 

To spoil the city, and your royal court. 

Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, fake 
horse. [succour us. 

K. Hen. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, will 
Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is de- 
ceas’d. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my lord; (To Lord Say.) 

trust not the Kentish rebels. 

Buck. Trust no body, for fear you be betray’d. 
Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 

And therefore am I bold and resolute. [Exeunt. 

Scene V.—The same. The Toiver. 

Enter Lord Scales, and others, o?i the ivalls. 
Then enter certain Citizens, below. 

Scales. How now? is Jack Cade slain ? 

1 Cit, No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for 
they have won the bridge, killing all those that 
withstand them : The lord mayor craves aid of vour 
honour from the Tower, to defend the city from the 
rebels. . . , 

Scales . Such aid as 1 can spare, you shall com* 

' ■ mand ; ' 

But I am troubled here with them myself, 

The rebels have assay’d to win the Tower. 

Bat get you to Smithheld, and gather head, 

And thither I will send you Matthew Gough : 

Fight for your king, your country, and your lives'; 
And so farewell, for 1 must hence again. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — The same. Cannon-street. 

Enter Jack C ade, and his followers. He strikes 
his staff on London-stone. 

Cade, Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 
here, sitting upon London- stone, I charge and com- 
mand, that, ot the city’s cost, the pissing-conduit 
run nothing hut claret wine this first year of our 
reign. And now, henceforward, it shall be treason 
for any that calls me other than— -lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade! 

Cade. Knock him down there. (They kill him.) 
S ruth. If this fellow he wise, he’ll never call 
mi Jack Cade more; I think he hath a very fair 
ramg. 


Dick* My lord, there’s an army gathered togeth 
in Smiihfieid. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them ; But, 
first, go and set London-bridge on fire ; and, if you 
can, burn down the Tower too. Come, let’s away 

l Exeunt, 

Scene VI I. — The same. Smithfield. 
Alarum. Enter , on one side , Cade and his com- 
pany ; on the other , Citizens, and the King's 
Forces, headed by Matthew Gough. They 
fight; the Citizens are routed, and Matthew 
Gough is slam. 

Cade. So, sirs: — Now, go some and pull down 
the Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down with 
.them all. 

Hick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that 
word. 

Hick. Only, that the laws of England may come 
out of your mouth. 

John. Mass, ’twill be sore law then ; for lie was 
thrust in the mouth with a spear, and ’tis not whole 
yet. ^ ■ (Aside) 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be slinking law; foi 
his breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

(Aside. 

Cads- I have thought upon it, it shall be so. 
Away, burn all the records of the realm ; my mouth 
shall be the parliament of England. 

John. Then we are like to have biting statutes, 
unless his teeth be pulled out. (Aside.) 

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in 
common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here’s the lord 
Say, which sold the towns in France ; he that made 
us pay one-and-twenty fifteens, and one shilling to 
the pound, the last subsidy. 

Enter George Beyis, with the Lord Say. 
Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times. 
— Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram 
lord ! now art thou within point-blank of our juris- 
diction regal. What canst thou answer to my ma- 
jesty, for giving up of Normandy unto monsieur 
Basimecu, the Dauphin of France ? Be it known 
unto thee by these presence, even the presence of 
lord Mortimer, that l am the besom that must sweep 
the court clean of such filth as thou art. Thou hast 
most traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm, 
in erecting a grammar-school * and whereas, before, 
our forefathers had no other books but the score 
and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used > 
and, contrary to the king, Ins crown, and dignity, 
thou hast built a paper-mill. . It will be proved to 
thy face, that thon hast men about thee, that usually 
talk of a noun, and a verb; and such abommame 
words, as no Christian eat can endure to hear. 
Thou hast appointed justices of peace, to call poor 
men before them about matters they were not able 
to answer. Moreover, thou hast put them in prison; 
and because they could not read, thou hast hanged 
them ; when, indeed, only for that cause they have 
been most worthy to live Thou dost ride on a fo it 
clofji, dust thou not ? 

: Say. .WhatAftbatt '' '• 

Cade. Marry, thou ongntest not to let thy horse 
wear u cloak, when honester men than thou go in 
their hose and doublets. 

Hick. And work in their snirt too as myself, foi 
example, that am a butcher. 

Say. Y on men of Kent, — 

Hick. W hat say you of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing but this : ’Tis Iona terra, mala gens 
Cade . Away with him, away with him I he speaks 
Latin. , * [will 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you 
Kent, in the commentaries Caesar writ. 








Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle : 

Sweet is the country, because fall of riches ; 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ; 

Which makes me hope yon are not \ oid of pity. 

I sold not Maine, l lost not Normandy ; 

Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

Justice with favour have I always done ; 

Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could never. 
When have I aught exacted at your hands, 

Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ? 
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks, 
Becatise rny book preferr’d me to the king ; 

And seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven, — 
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits, 

You cannot but forbear to murder me. 

This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof, — 

Cade. Tut I when struck’st thou one blow in the 
field? [struck 

Say. Great men have reaching hands : oft have I 
Those that I never saw, and struck them dead. 

Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come be- 
hind folks? [good. 

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for your 
Cade. Give him a box o’the ear, and that will 
make ’em red again. 

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men’s causes 
Hath made me full of sickness ana diseases. 

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, and 
the pap of a hatchet. 

.Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provoketh me. 
Cade. Nay, he nods at us; as who should say, 
[’ll be even with you. I’ll see if his head will 
stand steadier on a pole, or no : Take him away, 
and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein T have offended most? 
Have I affected wealth, or honour : speak ? 

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold ? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold ? 

Whom have I injur’d, that ye seek my death ? 
These hands are free from guiltless blood shedding, 
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 
O, let me live! 

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words : 
but I'll bridle it lie shall die, an it be but for plead- 
ing so well for his life. Away with him ! he has a 
familiar under his tongue; he speaks not o’God’s 
name. Go, take him away, 5 say, and strike off his 
head presently ; and then break into his son-in-law’s 
bouse, oir James Cromer, and strike off his head, 
and bring them both upon two poles hither. 

All. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make your 
prayers, 

God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 

How would it fare with your departed souls? 

And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye. 

[Exeunt some ivitk Lord Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 
head on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute; 
there shall not a maid be married, but she shall pay 
to me her maidenhead ere they have it: Men shall 
hold of me incapite ; and we charge and command, 
that their wives be as free as heart can wish, or 
tongue can tell. 

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, 
and take up commodities upon our bills? 

Cade. Marry, presently. 

AIL 0 brave ! 

Re-enter Rebels , with the heads of Lord Say and 
his Son-in-law. 

Cade. But is not this braver? — Let them kiss one 
another, for they loved well, when they were alive. 
Now par them again, lest they consult about the 
giving up of some more towns i 1 France. Soldiers, 
defer the spoil of the city until night: for with these 


borne before us, instead of maces, will we rMe 
through the streets; and at every corner, have 
theniliss. — Away I [Exeunt. 

Scene V1IF. — Southwark. 

Alarum. Enter Cade, and all his Rabblement. 

_ Cade. Up Fish-street ! down St. Magnus’ corner • 
kill and knock down ! throw them into Thames !-- * 
(A parley sounded, then a retreat.) What noise is 
this I hear? dare any be so bold to sound i e treat o? 
parley, when l command them kill ? 

Enter Buckingham, and Old Clifford, with 
Forces. 

Buck. Ay, here they be, that dare and will dis 
turb thee : 

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto the commons, whom thou bast misled; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 

That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What say ye, countrymen? will ye relent. 
And yield to mercy, whilst ’iis offer’d you ; 

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths? 

Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap, and say — God save his majesty! 
VVho hateth him, and honours not his father, 

Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

All. Godsave the king! God save the king! 

Cade. What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye 
so brave? — And you, base peasants, do ye believe 
him? will you needs be hanged with your pardons 
about your necks ? Hath my sword tnerefore broke 
through London Gates, that ye should leave 
at the White Hart in Southwark ? I thought, ye 
would never have given out these arms, till you 
had recovered your ancient lreedom : but you are 
all recreants, and dastards ; and delight to live in 
slavery to the nobility. Let them break your backs 
with burdens^ take your houses over your heads, 
ravish your wives and daughters before your faces : 
For me, — I will make shift for one .* and so — God’s 
curse light upon you all ! 

All. We’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth, 

That thus you do exclaim — you’ll go with him? 

Will he conduct yon through the heart of France, 
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 

Nor knows he how to live, nut by the spoil, 

Unless by robbing of your friends, and us. 

Werit not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 

The fearful French, whom you fate vanquished. 
Should make a start o’er seas, and vanquish you.? 
Methinks, already, in this civil broil, 

I see them lording it in London streets, 

Crying — Villageois ! unto all they meek 
Better, ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry. 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what. you have lost ; 
Spare England, for it is your. native coast: 

Henry bath money, you are strong and manly: 

God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

All. A Clifford ! a Clifford ! we’ll follow the king, 
and Clifford. 

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and 
fro as this, multitude ? the name of Henry the filth 
hales them to an hundred mischiefs, and makes them 
leave me desolate. I see them lay their heads to- 
gether, to surprize me ; my sword make way for 
for here is no staying.— In despight of the 
and hell, have through the very midst of you ! 
heavens and honour be witness^ that no want of 
solution in me, but only my followers’ base and ig' 
nominious treasons, makes me betake me to my 
heels. [Exit 

Buck . What, is he fled ? go some, and follow him.; 
And he, that brings his head unto the king, 

Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

[Exeunt some of (hem. 
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Follow me, soldiers ; we’ll deuse mean ] 

To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunt. 

Scene YX.—Kenelworth Castle . 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, and 
Somerset, on the terrace of the Castle. 

K. Hen. Was ever ling, that joy’d an earthly 
throne, 

And could command no more content than 1 ? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle, 

But I was made a king, at nine months old : 

Was ne ver subject long’d to be a king. 

As I do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

Bitch. Health and glad tidings to your majesty! 

K. Hen . Why, Buckingham, is the traitor, Cade, 
surpris’d l 

Or is he but retir’d to make him strong? 

Enter, below . a great number o/Cade’s Followers , 
with halters about their necks. 

Clif. He’s fled, my lord, and all his powers do 
yield ; 

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 

Expect your highness’ doom, of life, or death. 

K. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 
gates, 

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ! 

Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives, 

And skew’d how we, 11 you love your prince and 
country ; 

Continue still in this so good a mind, 

And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind: 

And so, with thanks, and pardon to you all, 
l do dismiss you to your several countries. 

All. God save the king ! God save the king ! 

Enter a Messenger . 

Ei ess. Please it your grace to be advertised. 

The duke of York is newly come from Ireland ; 

And with a puissant and a mighty power. 

Of Gallowglasses, and stout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud arrav; 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along. 

His arms are only to remove from thee 

The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 

K. Hen. Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade and 
York distress’d; 

Hike to a ship, that, having ’scap’d a tempest. 

Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate : 

But now is Cade driven back, his men dispers’d ; 

And now is York in arms to second him. 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go forth and meet him; 

And ask him, what’s the reason of these arms. 

I ell him. I’ll send duke Edmund to the Tower ‘ 
And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 
until his army be dismiss’d from him. 

Som. My lord, 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly, 

Hr unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Hen . In any case, be not too rough in terms : 
for he is fierce, and cannot brook hard language. 

a wil !» Iord 5 and doubt not so to deal 

As all things shall redound unto your good. 

K. Heii. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to govern 
better ; & 

Bor yet may England curse my wretched refen. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene X. — Kent. Eden’s Garden, 

Enter Cade. 

Cade. Fye on ambition ! fye on myself; that have 
a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These five 
day* have I hid me in these woods; and durst not 
peep out, for all the country is lay’d for me : but 
an* I 80 hungry, that if I might have a lease of 
my life for a thousand years, I could stay no longer. , 
Wherefore* on a brick-wall have I climbed into tins 


garden ; to see if I can eat grass, or jack a sallel 
another while, which is not amiss to cool a man’s 
stomach this hot weather. And, I think, this word 
sallet was born to do me good : for, many a time, 
but for a sallet, my brain-pan had been cleft with a 
brown bill ; and, many a time, when I have been 
dry and bravely marching, it hath served me instead 
of a quart-pot to drink in ; and now the word sallet 
must serve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden, with Servants. 

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled In die court 
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ? 

This small inheritance, my father left me, 

Contenteth me, and is worth a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning ; 

Or gather wealth, 1 care not with what envy: 
Sufficeth, that I have maintains my state, 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate 
Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to seize me 
for a stray, for entering his fee-simple without Lave. 
— Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand 
crowns of the king for carrying my head to him ; but 
I’ll make thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow 
my sword like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou be 
I know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee ? 
Is't not enough, to break into toy garden, 

And, like a thief, to come to rob ,iny ground*, 
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner, 

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ? 

Cade Brave thee ? ay, by the best blood that eve r 
was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me 
well: I have eat no meat these five days ; yet, come 
thou and thy five men, and if I do not leave you all 
as dead as a door nail, \ pray God, I may never eat 
grass more. . [stands. 

Iden. Nay, it shall'ne’er be said, while England 
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 

Oppose thy stedfast gazing eyes to mine, 

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks. 

S,et limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ; 

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon ; 

| MyYoot shall fight with all the strength thou hast; 
And if my arm be heaved in the air. 

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth. 

As for more words, whose greatness answers words, 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour, the most complete champion 
that ever I heard. — Steel, if thou turn the edge, or 
cut not out the burley-boned clown in chines oi 
beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, I beseech God, on 
my knees, thou mayest be turned to hobnails. ( They 
fight. Cade Jails.) O, lam slain! famine, and no 
other, hath slain me : let ten tiiousanddevils come 
against me, and give me but the ten meals 1 have 
lost, and I’d defy them all. Wither, garden ; and 
be henceforth a burying-place to all that do dwell 
m this house, because the unconquered soul of Cade 
is fled. 

Iden, Is’t Cade that I have slain, that monstrous 
traitor? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o’er my tomb, when I am dead : 

N e’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point ; 

But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat. 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade. Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy vic- 
tory: Tell Kent from me, she bath lost her best 
man, and exhort all the world to be cowards ; for I, 
that never feared any, am vanquished by famine, not 
by valour. 

Iden. How much thou wrong’st me, heaven be 
my judge. 

Hie, damned wreich, the curse of her that bare thee 
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword. 

So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell. 

Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heel® 
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Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave, 

And there cutoff thy most ungracious head ; 

Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. 

[Exit, dragging out the body. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — The same . Fields between Hartford 
and Black heat k. 

Tfie^ King's Camp on one side. On the other, enter 
York attended, icith drum and colours: his 
Forces at some distance. 

York. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim 
his right, 

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head: 
Ring bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright, 
To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

A h, sancta majestas / who would not buy thee dear ? 
Let them obey, that know not how to rule ; 

This hand was made to handle nought but gold: 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword, or sceptre, balance it 
A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul ; 

On which III toss the flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have me here ? Buckingham, to disturb me ? 
The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble. 
Buck . York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee 
well. 

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy 
greeting. 

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure ? 

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege, 
To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 

Or vyhy, thou-— being a subject as I am, — 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 

Snouldst raise so great a power without his leave, 

Os dare to bring thy force so near the court. 

York. Scarce can I speak, my choler is\ 
so great, [flint, \ 

O, I could hew up rocks, and fight with I 
l am so angry at these abject terms ; J 

And now, like Ajax Telamonius, f 

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury I V . ^ 
l am far better born than is the king ; / JkS ■ 
More like a king, more kingly in my l 
thoughts: \ 

But I must make fair weather yet a while, l 
Till Henry be more weak, and I more J 

strong. — / 

O Buckingham, I pr’ythee, pardon me, 

That I have given no answer all this while : 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cause why I have brought this army hither. 

Is— tq remove proud Somerset from the king. 
Seditious to his grace, and to the state. 

Buck. That is too much presumption on thy part : 
But if thy arms be to no other end. 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand; 

Hie duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 

Buck v Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powers, — 

Soldiers, 1 thank you all ; disperse yourselves ; 

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s fields 
You shall have pay, and every thing you wish. 

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son,— -nay, all my sons. 

As pledges of my fealty and love. 

Til send them all as willing as I live ; 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Buck.* York, I commend this kind submission : 
We twain will go into his highness’ tent. 

Enter King Henry, attended. 

K. Ben. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm 
to us 


That thus he marcheth with thee am in arm * 

York. In all submission and humility, 

York doth present himself unto your highness. 

K. Hen . Then what intend these forces thou dost 
bring ? 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from henc« ; 
And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade’s head. 

Iden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition* 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head, 

The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 

K. Hen. The head of Cade ? — Great God, now 
just art thou ! — 

0, let me view his visage being dead, 

That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew him? 
Iden. I was, an’t like your majesty. [degree ? 
K. Hen. How art thou call’d? and what is thy 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name : 

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

j Buck. So please it you, my lord, ’twere not amiss 
He were created knight for his good service. 

K. Hen. Iden, kneel down; [he kneels.) Rise 
up a knight. 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks ; 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 

And never live but true unto his liege I 
K. Hen. See, Buckingham ! Somerset comes with 
the queen ; 

Go bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset. 

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks be shall not hide 
his head, 

But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

York. How now! Is Somerset at liberty ? 

Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison’d thoughts. 
And let thy tongue be'equal with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset?— 

False king l why hast thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse? 

King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king : 

Not ftt to govern and rule multitudes. 

Which dar’st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s staff, 

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

That gold must lound engirt these brows of mine , 
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear. 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up, 

And with the same to act controlling laws, 

Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
O’er him, whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

Soju. 0 monstrous traitor !— I arrest thee, York, 
Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown: 

Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. ' , t 

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me as 
of these, 

If they can brook I bow a knee to man.' 

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail ; 

* [Exit an Attendant. 

I know, ere they will have me go to ward. 

They’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement 
Q.Mar. Call hither Clifford; bid him com# 
amain, 

To say, if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 

York. O blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge l 
The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 

Shall be their father’s bail ; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys. 


* 



SECOM) PART OF 


Act T 


knter Edward and Richard Plantagenet, loith 
forces, at one side ; at the other, with Forces 
mso, Old Clifford and his Son . 

See, where they come; I’ll warrant they’ll make it 
good. 

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their 
bail. 

Clif. Health and happiness to my lord the king! 

(j 

York. I thank thee, Clifford : Say, what news 
with thee ? 

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 

We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ; 

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mistake : 
liut thou mistak’stme much, to think I do 

with him | is the man grown mad ? 
a.. Men. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitions 
humour 

V Y m ?PP° se himself against his king. 

Uif. He is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 

And chop away that factious pate of his. 

Q.Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey: 

Fi is sons, he says, shall gi ve their words for him, 
York. Will you not, sons ? 

Edw. Ay noble father, if our words will serve. 
And if words will not, then our weapons 

CTifi Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ' 
rorfc. Look in a glass, and call thy image so ; 
y ™ . % ting, and thon a false-heart traitor— 

Call hither to the stake my two brave bears, 

That, with the very shaking of their chains, 

J hey mav astonish these fell lurking curs ; 

Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me. 

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisbury, with 
Forces. 

CHf ' A dezth Se lhy hearS ? 11 bait thy bears to 

And manacle the bear- ward in their chains. 

If thou dm-st bring them to the baiting-place. 

Rrm J u Seen a b , ot °’ erw eening cur I 

Run back and bite, because he was withheld • 

V th the bwr ’ s fe]I ’ > 

Hath clapp d his tail between his legs, and cry’d • 

And such a piece of service will yoTi do 7 * 

f i?rc°W 0se y ? urself m ^h l°rd Warwick. i 
Clif Me mce heap of wrath, foul indigested lump 
As crooked m thy manners as thy shape l P ’ r 

rrrc' «M ay L W j 8 i* a H beat you thoroughly anon i 
Chf. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn your- J 


1 ™° r° a mur<3 ^ r0lTS deed, to rob a man, 

? 1 o force a spotless virgin’s chastity, 

io reave the orphan of his patrimony, 

t a 0 ^ be from her custom’d right : 

And have no other reason for this wrong 
‘ 'a fir be J vas bound by a solemn oath. 

O. 3Uir. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

A. ifew^Call Buckingham, and bid him arm him 

York Call Buckingham, and all the friends^hou 
1 A n 7 *cm? lv l d for death > or dignity. 

WW V first ’ 1 Y ar n nt tbee » 11 dreams prove true 
T J Ti 011 W / re be . st to £° to hQ d, and dream again 
1 °^^ e P T thee from the tempest of the field. 

_ C/z/. 1 am resol v d to bear a greater storm, 

I S, on c . anst conjure up to-day ; 

1 f*! 3 ? 1,1 write upon thy burgonet, 

Ml x #l biitknowthee by thy household badge. 

1 W crest? y my ef ’ 3 ba%e ’ old Nevil '» 

bear c , ha j n ’ d 4 ? t,le ra "Sed stafT, 

Ihis day I II wear aloft iny burgonet, 

JAs on a mountain-top the.- cedar shows, 

I hat keeps Ins leaves in spite of any storm,) 
k/V th 1 e V itb tbe view thereof. 

a A nd from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy bear 

l l nder fo( V7 th aI1 c °ofrmpt/ 

D ^ b l ar " ward that Protects the bear. 

Tn nnoii {]* u f to a F m , s > victorious father, 
l0 2 S* ie r S ler , eb ( eis » an d their ’complices. 

Rick Fye ! charity, for shame ! speak not in suite 
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.' P ' 

Y ' ni01 ' e than th0U 
Rick II not in heaven, you’ll surely sup in hell 
[Exeunt severally. 
Scene II.- — St. Albans. 

f x ™ rsi ° ns - Enter Warwick, 
a j ld i 0rd Cumberland, ’tis Warwick culls 
And it thou dost not hide thee from the bear 
Sfr 11 tie a P£ O' trumpet sounds alarm 
A d dead men’s cries do fill the empty air,~ 

Chfford, I say, come forth and fight with me 1 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland * 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 


K ' H,1 l Wh^Wcrwick, hath thy knee forgot 

Ti!l; ? fii s i ,m 7’r s ] ,arae ‘? t!, y s!her h«r, 

TOat wflMif leader ( ,° ft ^ b , rain - s!ck «>»!- 

v> hat, wilt thon on thy death-bed play the ruffian 
And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles ? ’ 

0 where is faith V 0, whereas loyalty ? - 
If it be banish’d from the frosty head, 
vvm f? sha J dnd a hafhonr in the earth’— 

Iff ' 01 ’ S"J'S a grave to find out war" ' 

Why artlhoS ofd h0n ^ rabl ?- a / 9 ,vith blond ? 

>* ny art thou old, and want st experience ’ 

FoVl e ™ f T ? d J ° S l a ^ ,se iftho » S TtV 

That ho? ? d 4 'i ty b ™ d thy knee to tt ‘e, 
sl/ b Mv i ? r‘f grave witl ’ ,1,;ckle a g«- 
The tit& f > h' d * 1 ? Ve C0DS,< I er ’d with myself 
J ne title of this most renowned duke * J 


■ a t * x.iteOL renownea duke * 

And m my conscience do repute liis erar* 

i Engk 1 d * Sl [me ? 
fhave “ DOt SWOrn a ^ e giance unto 


liegiance unto 


dispensewith for 

oj? linlt J* s i n ’ swear unto a sin : 

wLfr! T' V’ to J fe , ee P a oath. 

W no can be bound by any solemn vow 


I Enter York. 

How now, my -noble lord ? what, all a- foot’ 

York 1 he deadly-handed Clifford slew my steed • 
But match to match I have encounter’d him ? d ’ 

Pvf n ?c.f a ,’ Jrey ‘f car r ion k >tes and crovvs 
liven of the bonny beast he lov’d so well. 

Enter Clifford. 

Y-nri H f ?? e w b ° tb ? f HS t l le t!me is come. 

Y L c ^; d e ; Warwick - seek ‘hee oat some other 

F Tfl? y 'n f m ’ nst h«nt this deer to death. 

fife- 1 Y ° rk; ’ ti3 f ° r a crowa thon 
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-dav 
It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d 

B “fori So fif-TS ; f nob,y - i« treason. 
A ^??^^^ SWOrd, 

CMLafin ooJ^twCef^jSt] 

it suih!I hath given thaa P— > tofS 

Peace with Ins soul, heaven, if it be thy will ! [Exit, 


Scene 3. 
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'Enter Yomg Clifford. 

Y. Clif. Shame and infusion 1 all is on the rout ; 
Pear frames disorder, an}’ disorder wounds 
Where it should guard O war, thou son of hell. 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 
Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coalsof vengeance! — Let no soldier fly : 

He, that is truly dedicate to war, 

' Hath no self-love ; nor he, that loves himself, 

' Hath not essentially, but by circumstance, 

fhe name of valour.— 0, let the vile world end, 

(Seeing his dead father.) 
And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together I 
Now let the general trumpet blow his blast. 
Particularities and petty sounds 
To cease ! — Was! thou ordain’d, dear father. 

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age ; 

And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle ? — Even at this sight, 

My heart is turn’d to stone : and, while ’tis mine, 

It shall be stony. York not our old men spares ; 
No more will I their babes; tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity * 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it, 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did: 

In cruelty will 1 seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruiu of old Clift’ord’-s house ; 

( Taking up the body.) 
As did Mnens old Anchises bear, 

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders; 

But then JEneas bare a living load. 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit. 

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerset 
fighting , and Somerset is hilled. 

Rich . So, lie thou there ; — 

For, underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign. 

The Castle in Si Albans, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death. — 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful still: 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit. 

Alarums ; Excursions. Enter King Henry, 
Queen Margaret, and others y retreating. 

Q. Mar. Away, my, lord! you are slow; for 
shame, away I 

K.Ifen. Can we outrun the heavens ? good Mar- 
garet, stay. [nor fly: 

Q. Mar. What are you made of? you’ll not fight, 
Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

’l a give the enemy way ; and to secure us 




By what we can, which e m so more but fly. 

(Alarum afar off.) 

If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes : but, if we haply scape, 

(As well we may, if not through your neglect.) 

We shall to London get ; where you are lov’d ; 

And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 
May readily be stopp’d. 

Enter Yo,ung Clifford. 

Y. Clif. But that my heart’s on future mischief s ^ 
I would speak blasphemy, ere bid you fly ; 

But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts. 

Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To see their day, and them our fortune give : 

Away, my lord, away 1 [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Fields near Saint Albans. 
Alarum: Retreat. Flourish ; then enter York, 
Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, and Sol 
diers , with drum and colours. 

York Of Salisbury, who can report of him; 

That winter lion, who, in rage, forgets 
Aged contusions, and all brush of time ; 

And like a gallant in the brow of youth. 

Repairs him with occasion? this happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot. 

If Salisbury be lost 

Rich. My noble father, 

Three times to-day 1 holp him to his horse. 

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off. 
Persuaded him from any further act: 

But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 
And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought 
to-day ; 

By the mass, so did we all, — I thank you, Riclvaid, 
God knows, how long it is I have to live; 

And it hath pleas’d him, that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death.— 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have : 
Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 

Being opposites of such repairing nature. 

York I know, our safety is to follow them ; 

For, as I hear, the king is fledto London 
To call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth : — 

What says lord Warwick ? shall we after them ?-* 
War. Afterthem! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now by my faith, lords, ’twas a glorious day : 

Saint Albans’ battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come.— 

Sound, drums and trumpets ; — and to' London all : 
And more such days as these to us befall 1 \Exeu 


KING HENRY VI. 

PART III. 

The three parts of King Henry VI. are suspected, by Mr. Theobald, of being lupposUious, and are declared, by 
Dr. Warburton, to be certainly not Shakspeare’s. Mr. Theobald’s suspicion arises from some obsolete words; but 
the phraseology is like the rest of our author’s style, and single words, of which however I do not observe more than 
two, can conclude little. 

Dr Warburton gives no reason, but I suppose him to judge upon deeper principles and more comprehensive views, 
ajid to draw his opinion from the general effect and spirit’of the composition, which he thinks interior to the other histo- 
rical plays. ' 

From mere inferiority nothing can be inferred; in the productions of wit there will be inequality. Sometimes judgment 
will err, and sometimes t he matter itself will defeat the artist. Of every author’s works one will be the best, and one 
will be the worst. The colours are not equally pleasing, nor the attitudes equally graceful, in all the pictures of 1 man 
or Reynolds. 

Dissimilitude of style and heterogeneousness of sentiment, may sufficiently show that a work does not really belong to 
the reputed author. But in these plays no such marks of spuriousness are found. The diction, the versification, and the 
figures are Shakspeare’s. These plays, considered without regard to characters and incidents, merely as narratives u: 
verse, are more happily conceived, and more accurately finished, than those of King John, Richard II. or the tragic scenes 
of King Henry IV. and V. If we take these plays from Sliakspeare, to whom shall they he given ? What authc r of that 
.age* had the same easiness of expression and fluency of numbers? Of these three plays I think the second the best. J lie 
truth is, that they have not sufficient variety of action, for the incidents are too often of the same kind ; yet many of the 
characters are well discriminated. King Henry, and his queen, king Edward, the duke of Gloster, and the earl ol vv ar* 
wick, are very strongly and distinctly painted. Johnson. 
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KING HENRY THE SIXTH. 

EDWARD, Prince of Wales, his Son . 

LEWIS XI, King of France. 

DUKE OF SOMERSET, V 

DUKE OF EXETER, ) 

EARL OF OXFORD, V Lords on King 

EARL OF NORTHUMBERLAND, ( Henry's side. 

EARL OF WESTMORELAND, \ 

LORD CLIFFORD, / 

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, Duke of York. 

El) YV A RD , Earl of March, afterwards King \ 

Edward IV , I 

EDMUND, Earl of Rutland, \his Sons. 

GEORGE, aj'terwards Duke of Clarence, k 
RICHARD, afterwards Duke of Glocester. « 

DUKE OF NORFOLK. , 1 

MARQUIS OF MONTAGUE. J 
EARL OF W A It WICK , [ of the Duke, of York's 

EARL OF PEMBROKE, } Party. 

LORD HASTINGS, i J 

LORD STAFFORD, } 


SrR JOHN MORTIMER ) rubles to the Yj»m 

SIR HUGH MORTIMER, { Uncles to the Duke v, 

HENRY, Earl of Richmond, a Youth. 

LORD RIVERS, Brother to Lady Gre$. 

SIR WILLIAM STANLEY. 

SIR JOHN MONTGOMERY. 

SIR JOHN SOMERVILLE. 

Tutor to Rutland. 

Mayor of York. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

A Nobleman. 

Two Keepers. 

.4 Huntsman. 

A Son that has killed his Father. 

A Father that has killed his Son. 

QUEEN MARGARET. 

LADY GREY, aftenvards Queen to Edward IV. 

BONA, Sister to the French Queen. 

Soldiers, and other Attendants on King Henry and King 
Edward, Messengers, Watchmen, etc. 


Scene, — During part of the third Act , in France ; during all the rest of the Play , in England. 


Scene I. — London. The Parliament-House. 

Drums. Some Soldiers of York's Party break in. 

Then , enter the Duke of York, Edward, 

Richard, Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and 

others with white roses in their hats. 

War. I wonder how the king escap’d onr hands. 

York. While we pursu’d the horsemen of the 
H e slily stole away, and left his men : [north, 

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 

Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Gheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself. 

Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a- breast, 
Charg’d onr main battle’s front, and, breaking in. 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Eclw. Lord Stafford’s father, duke of Buckingham, 
fs either slain, or wounded dangerous ; 

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 

That tins id true, father, behold his blood. 

■ . 4 ■■ , {Shewing his bloody Sword.) 

Mont. And, brother, here’s the earl of Wiltshire’s 
.... blood, ... (To York, shewing his.) 

^ Whom I encounter’d as the battles join’d. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

(Throwing down the Duke of Somerset's head.) 

York. Richard hath best deserv’d of all my sons.— 
What, is your g-race dead, my lord of Somerset?* 

Nor/. Such hope have all the line of John of 
Gaunt! 

Rich. Thus do I hope to shake king Henry’s head. 

Wear, d so do I. — Victorious prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps. 


I vow by heaven, these eyes shall never close. 

This is the palace of the tearful king, 

And this the regal seat : possess it, York ; 

For this is thine, and nothing Hennr’s heirs. 

York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and 1 
will ; 

For hither we have broken in by force, 

Norf. We’ll all assist yon ; he that flies shall di 
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk.— Stay by me, 
lords ; — 

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 
War. And, when the king comes, offer him 
violence. 

Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. 

(They ret 

York. The queen, this day, here holds herpar- 
liaraent. 

But little thinks we shall be of her council : 

By words, or blows, here let us win our right 
Rich. Arm’d as we are, let’s stay within this 
house. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be call’d. 
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king; 

And bashful Henry depos'd, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by- words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords; be resolute; 
I mean to take possession of my right * 

TFosn Neither the king, nor he that loves him best, 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 

Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 

I’ll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : — 
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown. 

Warwick leads York to the throne, who 
seats himself.) 
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Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, North- 
umberland, Westmoreland, Exeter, and 
others , with red roses in their hats. 

if. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits, 
Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means, 

(Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false peer,) 
To aspire unto the crown, a ad reign as king. — 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ; — 

And thine, lord Clifford ; and you both have vow’d 
revenge 

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 
North. If I be pot, heavens, be reveng’d on me ! 
VI if. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 
steel. 

West. What, shall we suffer this ? let’s pluck 
him down: 

My heart for anger burnsr, I cannot brook it. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland. 
Clif. Patience is for poltrons, and such as he : 

He durst not sit there, had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Letjus assai 1 the family of Y ork. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so. 
K. Hen. Ah, know you not,, the city favours them, 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ? 

Exe. But, when the duke is slain, they’ll quickly 
fly. 

K. Hen . Far be the thought of this from Henry’s 
heart, 

To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 
Cousin of Exeter, trowns, words, and threats. 

Shall be the war that Henry means to use. — 

( They advance to the Duke.) 
Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne. 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet; 
l am thy sovereign. 

York. Thou art deceiv’d, I am thine. 

Exe. For shame, come down; he made thee 
duke of York. 

York. ’Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown. 

In following this usurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom should he follow, but his natural 
king ? 

War. True, Clifford : and that’s Richard duke 
of York. 

K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my- 
th rone ? 

York . It must and shall be so. Content thyself. 
War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king. 
West. He is both king and duke of Lancaster; 
And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 
War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
forget. 

That we are those which chas’d you from the field, 
And slew your fathers, and with colours spread 
March’d through the city to the palace gates. 

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief; 
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it. 

West. Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons, 
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I’ll have more lives, 
Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 

Clif, Urge it no more ; lest that, instead of words, 

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger. 

As shall revenge his death, before I stir. 

War. Poor Clifford! how I srom his worthless 
threats [ 

York , Will you, we shew our title to the crown ? 
Tf not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

; if. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown? 
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York • 

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March : 

T am the son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop, 
And seiz’d upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Tails, not of France, sith thou hast lost it all. 
K. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I ; 
When X was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 


Rich. Yon are old enough now, and yet, methh&a, 
you lose : — 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head. 

Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head . 
Mont. Good brother, (to York) aa thou lev’s 
and honour’st arms, 

Let’s fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king 
will fly. 

Yo?'k. Sons, peace ! 

K. Hen. Peace thou! and give king Henry leave 
to speak. 

• War. Plantagenet shall speak first: — hear him, 
And be you silent and attentive too, [lords , 

For he that interrupts him shall not live. 

K. Hen. Think’st thou that I will leave my 
kingly throne. 

Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat? 

No : first shall war unpeople this rny realm ; 

Ay, and their colours: — often borne in France ; 

And now in England, to our heart’s great sorrow,— 
Shall.be my winding-sheet.— Why faint you, lords? 
My title’s good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be 
king. 

K. Hen. Henry the Fourth, by conquest got the 
crown. 

York. ’Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K. Hen. I know, not what to say; my title’s 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? [weak. 
York. What then? 

^ K. Hen. An if he may, then am I a lawful king 
For Richard, in the vie w of many lords, 

Resign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth ; 

Whose heir rny father was, and I am his. 

York. He rose against him, being his sovereign, 
And made him to resign his crown perforce . 

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrain’d. 
Think you, 5 1 we re prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe. No; for he could not so resign his crown, 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign, 
if. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of Exeter ? 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer 
not ? 

Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king, 
if. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to 
him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’st, 
Think not, that Henry shall be so depos’d. 

War. Depos’d he shall be, in despite of all. 
North. Thou art deceiv’d : ’tis not thy southern 
power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, — 

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, — 
Can set the duke up, in despite of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive, 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father 
K.Hen. 0 Clifford, how thy words revive ray 
heart ! 

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown : — 
What mutter yon, or what conspire you, lords ? 
War. Do right unto this princely duke of York; 

; Or I will fill the house with armed men, 

And o’er the chair of state, where now he sits. 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

(He stamps , arid the Soldiers shew themselves.) 
if. Hen. My lord of Warwick, hear rue but one 
word; — 

Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heira. 
And thou shalt reign in quiet, while thou liv'st. 

if. Hen . lam content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. [son ? 

Clif. What wrong, is this unto the prince your 
War. What good is this to England, and himself? 
West, Base, fearful, and despairing Henry l 
Ctif. How hast thou injur’d both thyself and us? 
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Act 1 


j.xurf/1. i>or 1. r 

^ Come, cousin let ns tell the queen these 
ki™' ’ faiDthearted “d Regenerate 


king-, t & 

lU Norff H ld #i bl0dd n ° Spark op honour bides. 

Anrf Jfr- I th 7°V Pf^y unto the faouse of York 
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Why do wo linger thus? I cannot rest, 

Untill the white rose, that I wear, be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart. 

York. Ri chard, enough ; I will be king, or die.— 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently, 

And whet on Warwick to his enterprise. — 

Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk, 

And tell him privily of our intent. — 

You. Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham, . 

Witn whom the Kentishmeii will willingly rise : 

In them I trust; for they are soldiers, 

Witty and courteous, liberal, full of spirit.-— 

While you are thus employ’d, what resteth more, 
But that I seek occasion how to rise ; 

And yet the king not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, stay; What news? Why corn’s! thou in such 
post ? 

Mess v. The queen, with all the northern earls 
and lords, 

Intend here to besiege you in your castle : 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men; 

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord.. 

York* Ay, with my sword. What 1 think’st thou 
that we fear them? 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ; — 

My brother Montague shall post to London : 

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest, 

Whom we have left protectors of the king, 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

And trust nqjfc simple Henry, nor bis oaths. 

Mont . Brother, I go ; I’ll win them, fear it not : 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit, 
Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 
York . Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; [uncles ! 
The army of the queen mean to besiege ns. 

Sir John. She shall not need, we’ll meet her in 
the field. 

York. What, with five thousand men? 

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 

A woman’s general ; What should we fear ? 

(A march afar off.) 
Edw. I hear their drums; let's set our men in 
order; 

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight 

York. Five men to twenty! — though the odds 
I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. [be great, 

Many a battle have I won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one ; 

Why should I not now have the like success ? 

[Alarum. Exeunt . I 

. Scene III. — Plains near Sandal Castle . 
Alarums. Excursions. Enter Rutland and his 
Tutor . 

Rut . Ah, whither shall I flvto ’scape their hands? 
Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Clifford comes ! 

Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy 
As for the brat of this accursed duke, . [life. 
Whose father slew my father, — he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 

Tut. Ah, Clifford! murder not this innocent child, 
Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit, forced off by Soldiers. 
Clif. How now ! is he. dead already ? Or, is it fear 
That makes him close his eyes ? — I’ll open them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch 
That trembles under his. devouring paws : 

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey ; 

And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder.— 

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 

And not with such a cruSl threatening look. 

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die 
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath. 

Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live 


Clif. In vain thou speak’st, poor boy; iny fa< 
ther’s blood [enter. 

Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should 
Rut. Then let my father’s blood open it again ; 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. . 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and 
Were not revenge sufficient for me ! [thine, 

No, if I d-igg’d up thy forefathers’ graves. 

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains, 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 

The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 

And till I root out their accursed line. 

And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 

Therefore — {Lifting his hand.) 

Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death : 

To thee I pray ; Sweet Clifford, pity me! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords. 

Rut. I never did thee harm; Why wilt thou 
Clif. Thy father hath. [slay me? 

Rut. But ’twas ere l was born. 

Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me; 

Lest in revenge thereof, — sith God is just,— - 
He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 

And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause, 

Clif. No cause ? 

Thy father slew my father ; therefore die. 

{Clifford stabs him.) 

Rut. Dii faciant, laudis summa sit ista luce / 

{Dies. 

Clif. Plan tage net ! I come, Plantagenet! 

And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my blade. 

Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood, 

Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. [Exit* 

Scene IV. — The same. 

Alarum . . Enter York. 

York. The army of the.queen hath got the field * 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 

And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn backhand fly, like ships before the wind, 

Or lambs pursu’d by hunger-starved wolves. 

My sons — God knows what hath bechanced them 
But this I know, — they have demean’d themselves 
Like men born to renown, by life or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me ; 

And thrice cried, — Courage, father l fight it out 
And full as oft came Edward to my side. 

With purple faulchion. painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that fiad encounter’d him: 

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried, — Chargeland give no foot of groundi 
And cried, — A crown , or else a glorious tomb ! 

A sceptre or an earthly sepulchre ! 

With this, we charg’d again : but, out, alas! 

We bodg’d again ; as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide. 

And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

(4 short alarum within.) 
Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue; 

And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury : 

And, were I strong, I would not shun their fury 
The sands are number’d, that make up ray life 
Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northum- 
berland, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford,— rough Northumberland,— 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ; 

I am your butt and I abide your shot. 

North . Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet 
Clif. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm. 

With downright payment, shew’d unto ray father 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car. 

And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A bird, that will revenge upon you all : 

And, iu that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven. 
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Scorning whatever you can afflict me with. 

Why oome you not? what ! multitudes, and fear? 
Chf. So cowards fight, when they can fly no fur- 
ther ; 

So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives. 
Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. 

York. 0 Clifford, hut bethink thee once again. 
And in thy thought o’errcm my former time : 

And, if thou canstfor blushing, view this face; 

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowar- 
dice, 

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word ; 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 


Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousand 
causes, 

I would prolong awhile the traitor’s life ; — 

Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northumber- 
land. - [much. 

North. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him so 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart? 
What valour were it, wlien a cur doth grin, 

Pjr ■ one to thrust his hand between his teeth, 

W hen he might sprun him with his foot away? 

It is war’s prize to take all ’vantages ; 

And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

( They lay hands on York, who struggles.) 
Chf. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 
North. So. doth the coney struggle in the net. 

. # ( York is taken prisoner.) 

York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer’d 
booty: 

So true men yield, with robbers so o’er-match’d. 
North. What would your grace have done unto 
him now ? ^ [berland, 

Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northum- 
Come, make him stand upon this molehill here ; 
Thatraught at mountains with oustretched arms. 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. — 

What, was it you, that would be England’s king? 
Was t you, that revell’d in our parliament. 

And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Where are your mess of sons to back you now ? 

The wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 

And where’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky, your boy, that, with his grumbling voice. 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland ? 
Look, York; I stain’d this napkin with the blood 
at valiant Clifford with his rapier’s point 
Made issue from th# bosom of tile boy: 

And, if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York 1 but that I hate thee deadly 
I should lament thy miserable state, 

I pr’ythee, grieve to make me merry, York ; 

Stamp rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine entrails, 
not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death? 

Why art thou patient, man? thou should’st be mad; 
And i, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 

Thou would’st be fee’d, I see, to make me sport: 
i ork cannot speak, unless he wear a crown — 

A crown for York and, lords, bow low to him.— 

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on.— 

(.Putting a paper crown on his head.) 

Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king! 

Ay, this is he that took king Henry’s chair: 

And this is he was his adopted heir.— 

But how is it, til at great PJantagenet 
is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you should not be king, 

lill our king Henry had shook hands with death. 
Anil will you pale your head in Henry’s glory. 

And sob his temples of the diadem. 

Now m his life, agaiust your holy oath ? 

U,ti* a fault too, too unpardonable !- 

Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his head ; 


Arid, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
ChJ. 1 hat is my office, for my father’s sake. 

Q Mar. Nay, stay ; let’s hear the orisons he 
makes. 

York. Sue- wo if (j-f France, but worse than wol v es 
of France, , 

\V hose tongue more poisons than the adder's ,ooth,'" 
flow ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Lpon their woes whom fortune captivates ? 

Butihat thy lace is, visor-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 
fo tell thee whence thou cam’st, of whom deriv’d, 
vV ere shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not 
shameless. 

Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, 

Of both the Sicals, and Jerusalem ; * 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 
Unless the adage must be verified. 

That beggars mounted^ run their horse to death. 

1 13 beau tv, that doth oft make women proud ; 

But God, he knows, thy share thereofis small: 
rm virtne ' that doth make them most admir’d ; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at : 

His government, that makes them seem divine i 

I he want thereof makes thee abominable : 

1 hou art as opposite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us. 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

0, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d* in a womanVhide ! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child, 

JLo bid the lather wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face ? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible ; 

A". 0 , astern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

Bid st thou me rage ? why, now thou hast thy wish * 
Would’st have me weep? why, now thou hast thy 
^ will : 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers. 

And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies ; 

And every drop cries vengeance for his death 
’Gainst thee, fell Clifford,— and thee, false French 
woman. 

North. Beshrew me, but his passions move me so, 
v h ? r m? can 1 checI ^ m 7 e yes from tears. 
xxri* ^ hat face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have stain'd 
with blood: 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,— 

O, ten times more,— than tigers of Hyrcania. 
bee, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears : 
llus cloth thou dipp’dstm blood of my sweet boy. 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 

* j • a ' , * . (Hf 3 ™™ oach the handkerchief.] 

And, if thou tell st the heavy story right, 

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears : 

Yea, even my loes will shed fast-failing tears, 

And say,— Alas, it was a piteous deed ! — 

I here, take the crown, and with the crown, my c 
And, m thy need, such comfort come to thee. 

As now I reap at thy too cruel hand !— 

Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads 
JSort/i. Had he been slaughter-man to all my 
1 should not lor my life but weep with him, 

1 °^ se 5 J 10 v V T ^y sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my lord North 
berland ! 

Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 

A u , T/ickly dry thy melting tears. 

Uif Here s lor my oath, here’s for my 

n ^ dea ! h ' J , , . {Stabbing 

V* Mar. And here s to right our geutle-h 
„ , „ [Stabbing 

York. Open thy gate of mercy, graeious Gf 
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My soul flies through these wounds to seek out thee. 

(Dies.) 

Q. Mar. Off mill his head, and set it on York gates; 
So York may overlook the town of York. [Exeunt. 


Scene l. — A Plain near Mortimer's Cross in 
Herefordshire . 

Drum . Enter Edward, and Richard, with their 
Forces, marching. 

Ediv. T wonder, how our princely father ’scap’d ; 
Or whether he be ’scap’d away, or no, 

From Clifford’s and Northumberland's pursuit : 

Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the news ; 
Had he been slain, we should have heard the news ; 
Or, had he ’scap’d, methinks, we should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape. — 

How fares my brother ? why is he so sad ? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv’d 
Where our right valiant father is become. 

I saw him in the battle range about ; 

And watch’d him, how he singled Clifford forth. 
Methought, he bore him in the thickest troop, 

As doth a lion in a herd of neat: 

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs; 

Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry 
e rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 
far’d our father with his enemies ; 
fled his enemies my warlike father: 
thinks, ’tis prize enough to be his son. 
ee how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun I 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

Trimm’d like a younker, prancing to his love! 

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns ? 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun ; 
Not separated with the racking clouds, 

But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky. 

See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss. 

As if they vow’d some league inviolable : 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 
in this the heaven figures some event. [heard of. 

Edw. ’Tis wondrous strange, the" like yet never 
\ think, it cites us, brother, to the field ; 

That we, the sons ofbrave Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our meeds. 

Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together, 
And overshine the earth, as this the world. 
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target throe fair shining suns. 

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters ; — by your leave 
1 speak it. 

You love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Messenger v • * 

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretel 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 

Mess. Ah, one that was a woeful looker on, 
When as the noble duke of York was slain, 

Your princely father, and my loving lord. [much. 
Edw . 0, speak no more ! for I have heard too 
Rich . Say how he died, for I will hear it all. 
Mess. Environed he was with many foes ; 

A nd stood against them as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks, that would have enter’d Troy. 
But Hercules himself must yield to odds; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe. 

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber’d oak. 

By many hands your father was subdu’d ; 

But only slaughter’d by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queeu : 

Who crown’d the gracious duke in high despite ; 
Laugh’d in his face ; and, when with grief he wept. 
The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his cheeks, 

A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 
And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain, 


The saddest spectacle that e’er 1 view’d. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upo&. 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay i — 

O Clifford, boist’rous Clifford, thou hast slam 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him, 

For, nand to hand, he would have vanquish’d thee 
Now my soul’s palace is become a prison : 

Ah, would she break from hence 1 that this my b 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest : 

For never henceforth shall I joy again, 

Never, O Never, shall I see more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body's moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart: 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great burden « 
For self- same wind that I should speak withal. 

Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast, 

And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench. 
To weep, is to make less the depth of grief: 

Tears, then, for babes ; blows, and revenge, for me I— 
Richard, I bear thy name, IT venge thy death, 

Or die renowned by attempting it. [thee ; 

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left with 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s bird, 
Shew thy descent by gazing ’gainst the sun : 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March . Enter Warwick and Montague, with 
Forces. 

War. How now, fair lords? What fare? what 
news abroad ? 

Rich. Great lord of War wick, if we should recount 
Our baleful news, and, at each word’s deliverance, 
Stab poniards in our flesh, till all were told, 

The words would add more anguish than the wounds. 

0 valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly, as his soul’s redemption. 

Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago I drown’d these news in tears . 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things since then befall’n. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breath’d his latest gasp. 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run. 

Were brought me of your loss, and his depart* 

I then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 

And very well appointed, as I thought,^ [queen. 
March’d towards Saint Alban’s to intercept the 
Bearing the king in my behalf along. 

For by my scouts I was advertised, 

That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament, 

Touching king Henry’s oath, and your succession. 
Short tale to make, — we at Saint Albans met. 

Our battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought: 
But, whether ’twas the coldness of the king. 

Who look’d full gently on his warlike queen. 

That robb’d my soldiers of their hated spleen ; 

Or whether ’twas report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour* 

Who thunders to his captives — blood and death, 

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went ; 
Our soldiers — like the nigiit-owl’s lazy flight. 

Or- like a lazy thrasher with a flail, — 

Fell gently down, as jf they struck their friends. 

I cheer’d them up with justice of onr cause. 

With promise of high pay, and great rewards : 

But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight, 

And we, in them, no hope to win the day. 

So that we fled; the king, unto the queen ; 

Lord George your, brother, Norfolk, and myself 
In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you > 
For in the marches here, we heard you were, . v- 
Making another head to fight again. [Warwick ? 
Edw. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle 
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And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
War. Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soldiers; 

A n< 3 y°«r Mother, -he was lately sent 

From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 

Wrth aid of soldiers to this needful war. «ffl e d : 

odds > belike, when valiant Warwick* 
Ult have I heard his praises in pursuit 
But ne’er, till now, his scandal of retire. [hear* 
War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou 


Act II 


...... tujf bmuu tti, uicnara, aost Mou 

i?or thou shalt know, this strong right hand of mine 
van pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head 
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist : ’ 

Were he as famous and as bold in war, 


^ S T?* e ! s T , ra ’“ f° r mildness, peace, and prayer. 

Mick. I know it well, lord Warwick ; blame me i 
lis love, l bear thy glories, makes me speak. 
cu U 11 m thls t [ oublous time, what’s to be done ? 
fthaii we go throwaway our coats of steel, 

Anci wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns. 
Numbering our Ave Maries with our beads ? 

Ur shall we on the helmets of our foes 
leli our devotion with revengeful arms? 


Yonder s the head of that arch-enemy, 
i hat sought to be encompass’d with your crown : 
n /r the object cheer your heart, my lord ? 
ii. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them, that fear 
their wreck ; — *■ 

To see this sight, it irks my vl$T soul, — 

Withho d revenge, dearGod 1 ’tis not my fault, 
r'^ttmgly baye I infring’d my vow. 

UiJ. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity, must be laid aside, 
i o whom do lions cast their gentle looks ? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 

I Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick ? 
iNot his, that spoils her young before her face. 

NnM ® C ^ P ? S tke . Joking serpent’s mortal sting? 

Not he, that sets his foot upon her back. 

IhesmaHest worm wiH turn, being trodden on ; 

Vmw1 ?v “v ,ll . p 5?h m ? a W ard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 

I hou smiling while he knit his angry brows: 

He, but a duke, would have his son a king. 

And raise his issue, like a lov ing sire : 

g °° d >y »»■>. 


« uog-we»*a ^ , 


Alf. f - . usurer luoncague. 

U7*fu ' te f rds ; , * be l >roud bisnlting queen, 
With Clifford and the haught North.mfberland, 
And ot their feather many more proud birds, 

H ave wrought the easy-melting king like wax, 

R? swore consent to your succession. 

His oath enrolled in the parliament: 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 
lo frustrate both his oath, and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster, 
vr I think, is thirty thousand strong • 

fe i 16 f ^ J P ? f Norfolk, and myself S 
With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 
Whv b ° f UI T t0 / Ve and ^ty ^ousand, 

^vhy. Via! to London we will march amain: 

And once again bestride our foaming steeds : 

And once again cry-Charge upon our foes l 

n?ni eT A° nCe agam t t UI n back > and Ay. fspeak * 
A I’ n f Wj methlnks > I hear great Warwick 
Th + r ™ ay h® hve to see a sunshine day, 

Warwick bid him stay. 

And W ? SB**?. on thy shoulder will I lean : 
Must Edwnw? f n l S i ( ? S forbid the hour!) 

y' h l ch ^ nl , heaven defend f 


if u uiee a most unloving father 

Unreasonable creatures feed their young: 

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes, 
i n Protection of their tender ones, 

wLvL ia f h n °/* See S the i m ( even witJl those wings 

i . the J h ? v f. ns ’ d with fearful flight,) 
OtttrlZ +i '- lth hmi . that climb’d unto their nest. 
Uttering their own lives m their young’s defence? 

1 or shame, my liege, make them your precedent 
Were i not pity , that this goodly boy 
Niould lose his birthright by his father’s fault; 

A nd long hereafter say unto his child, 

*• 

Tn C hnU « l .* ortane » stet ;i tb y melting heart, 

1 K jri 11 r n Wn ’n a , ud thine own with him. 

K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play’d the orator 
of mighty force. * ° r 

Th^t £* 10rc *,V te i ! ne ? dldst t]lou never hear,— 
i hat things ill got had ever bad success? 

And happy al ways was it for that son, 

Vv hose father for his hoarding went to hell ? 

1 11 leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 

Ann ’wntiiH w\ t, ru+t — j i r, * 


■ust Edward fall, which peril heaven forp3 f V‘J ea ' :e !"J soa m > r virtuous deeds behind ; 

, War ', No longer earl of fearcb, bnt duke rf fork- For^ll'thl’iZVf^I h * adle , ft “ e n0 more! 

loyal throne f , 


T&ZU r eari ounaren, but date of York 

i ne next degree is, England’s roval fhrnn* • 7 a ' :, Wb . ia MC i u , ««• »«ca a rare. 

For king of England shit thou hi proclaim’d Tlwn"^ 8 * & tho " sand “ fo ? d more care to keep, 

In every borough as we pass aIon<^ A i‘ ™ P os ^? ss Jon any jot of pleasure. 

that throws not up his cap’ for iov How 5 U 5!5^ °* k * VV0U I? best friends did know, 

I ni 1 Rj the / ault ? ake »it of &i heil: o iw ivfvT e 7 e i that thy head is hereI 

la/wo r[f~ Va J iant ? icha /^-Montague,- ^ ore oiJh^ ^ Up y ° Ur Spirits J our foe * 

* S ;" n m th ” trumpet ™and° abonUu^ task You ^ ®°S C L ° u % e makes y° ur followers faint. 

Cl ^rd, were thy heart as hard as Un S h?a]h 

Edw ' f*eo D Stn r e Up ’, drums --GoJ, and Saint ^Prinw Mv "’“ff?”’ l by S ' V °i' d in ri P ht * 
George for ua! kl ^!yTeav^ 

. Enter a Messenger. that quarrel use it to the death. 

War. How now ? what news ? Uzf ' Wh L that is spoken like a toward prince. 

Jhe q“een is cLint d ^ “ e ' M R , EnteraMe ^er. 

AiA cravMi yonr company for speedy counsel Po^' wtth^T A°'rn^ ier l’ be in re adiness ; 

a^. thCa “ S ° ltS ’ ^ Coje, tettStetero*'. 

Scene IL -Before York. ‘ ProcIa“m^im' lin^I miny flv 

if & Sm 81 Maroaret, the Prince yourbattle, for the/are at hand. 

with ’ and Ci f- y° ar highness would depart lh« 

Q - Ma li S COme ' “y lord - t0 ‘tis brave town T 0 S Av b f ‘ , mcce . s *> when 7™ are ab “ nt . 
0,Iat v- [' T ^ good m 7 ,ord « and We ns to ou» 



K* Hm. Why, that’s my fortune too; therefore 
Til stay. 

North. Be it with resolution then to fight 
Prince . My royal father, cheer these noble lords. 
And hearten those that fight in your defence : 
Unsheath your sword, good father; cry Saint 
George . 

Marck Enter Edward, George, Richard, War- 
wick, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers . 

. Edio. Now, perjur’d Henry, wilt thou kneel for 
And set thy diadem upon my head : [grace, 

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? [boy ! 

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms. 

Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ? 

Edio. t am his king, and he should bow his knee ; 
f was adopted heir by his consent : 

Since when, his oath is broke : for, as I hear. 
You— that are king, though he do wear the crown, — 
Have caus’d him, by new act of parliament, 

To blot out me, and put his own son in. 

Cl if. And reason too ; 

Who should succeed the father, but the son? 
Mick Are you there, butcher ? — O, I cannot 
speak! [thee, 

Clif. Ay, crook-back ; here I stand, to answer 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort, [it not ? 

Mick ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, was 
Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 
Rick For God’s sake, lords, giVe signal to the 
fight. 

War. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield 
the crown ? 

Q. Mar , Why, how now, long-tonga’ d Warwick? 
dare you speak ? 

When you and 1 met at Saint Albans last, 

Your legs did better service than your hand#. 

War. Then *twas my turn to fiy, and now ’tis thine. 
Clif. You said so much before, and yet you fled. 
War. ’Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me 
thence. [you stay. 

North. No, nor your manhood, that durst make 
Rick Northumberland, I hold thee reverently ; — 
Break oft* the parle ; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swolen heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 

Clif. 1 slew tlfy father : Call’st thou him a child? 
Mick Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous 
coward. 

As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland; 

But ere sun-set, I’ll make thee curse the deed. 

K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, and 
hear me speak. [lips. 

Q. Mar . Defy them then, or else hold close thy 
K. Hen . I pr’ythee, give no limits to my tongue ; 
I am a king, and privileg’d to speak. [here, 

Clif. My liege, the wound, that bred this meeting 
Cannot he cur’d by weirds ; therefore be still. 

Rick Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword ; 

By Him that made us all. I am resolv’d, 

That Clifford’s manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Echo. »Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no ? 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-aay, 

That ne’er shall dine, unless thou yield the crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. , [right, 
Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says is 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 

Rick Whoe ver got thee, there thy mother stands ; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 

Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire nor dam ; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic, 

Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided, 

As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings. 

Mick Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt, 
Whose father bears the. title of a king, 

(As if a channel should be call’d the sea,) 

Sham #t thou not, knowing whence thou art ex- 
traught. 


To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart? 

Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand 
crowns, 

To make this shameless callet know herself,— 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 

And ne’er was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d 
By that false woman, ns this king by thee. 

His father reveli’d in the heart of France, 

And tam’d the king, and made the Danphin stoop; 
And, had he match’d according to his state, 

He might have kept that glory to this day : 

But, when he took a beggar to his bed, 

And grac’d thy poor sire with his bridal day : 

Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him, 

I hat wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 

For what hath broach’d this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept; 

And we, in pity of the gentle king, 

Had slipp’d our claim until another age. [spring, 
Ced. But, when we saw our sunshine made thy 
And that thy summer bred us no increase, ♦ 

We set the axe to thy usurping root : 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves ; 
Yet now thou, since we have begun to strike, 

We’ll never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edio. And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 

Not willing any longer conference, 

Since thou deny’st the gentle king to speak. — 

Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours wave — 
And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q- Mar. Stay, JEdward. [stay : 

^ Edio. No, wrangling woman ; we’ll no longer 
These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A Field of Battle between Towtonand 
Saxton 3 in Yorkshire. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter W arwick. 
War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe : 

For strokes receiv’d, and many blows repaid, 

Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their strength. 
And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 

Enter Edward, running . 

Edio. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, ungentle 
death ! 

For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is clouded. 
War. How now, my lord f what hap ? what hope 
of good? 

Enter George. 

Geo. Our hap is lost, our hope but sad despair : 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us ; 

What counsel give you, whither shall we fly ? 

Edw. Bootless is night, they follow us with wings ; 
And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn 
thyself? * 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk. 
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance. 
And, in the very pangs of death, he cry’d, — 

Like to a dismal clangour heard from far, — 
Warwick revenge i brother , revenge my death 1 
So underneath the belly of their steeds. 

That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking blood, 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. [blood : 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with o&f 
I’ll kill my horse, because I will not fly. 

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage; 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actor#? 

Here on my knee I vow to God abo\e, 

I’ll never pause again, never stand still. 

Till either death hath clos’d these eyes of mine, 
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Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw. Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine; 
And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine.— 

And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold face, 

• I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 
Thou setter up and plncker down of kings 1 
Beseeching thee,— if with thy will it stands. 

That to my foes this body must he prey, — 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul ! — 

Now, lords, take leave, until we meet again, 
Where-e’er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 

Rick. Brother, give me thy hand and, gentle 
Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weaiy arms : — 

I, that did never weep, now melt with woe. 

That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 

War. Away, away I Once more, sweet lords, 
farewelL 

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops, 

And give them leave to fly, that will not stay; 

And call them pillars, that will stand to us ; 

Aifd,Jf we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As. victors wear at the Olympian games : 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 

For ye t is hope of life , and victory. — 

Fore-slow no longer, make we hence amain. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The same . Another part of the Field. 
Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 
Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone : 
Suppose, this arm is for the duke of York, 

And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge, 

Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone : 
This is the hand, that stabb’d thy father York ; 

And this the hand, that slew thy brother Rutland • 
And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their deatli. 
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and bro- 
ther, 

To execute the like upon thyself; 

And so, have at thee. 

fifth* -Warwick enters; Clifford flies., 
Rick. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. [. Exeunt 

Scene V.— Another Part of the Field. 

.. Alarum. Enter King Henry. 

_#• Eerc. This battle fares like to the morning’s war 
When dying clouds contend with growing light ; 
What tune the shepherd, blowing of his nails 
Can neither call it perfectly, nor night. * 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 

Forc’d by the tide to combat with the wind; 

Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea ; 
r orc’d to retire by fury of the wind : 

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind * * 
Now, one the better; then, another best ; ’ 

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast, 

Y et neither conqueror, nor conquered ; 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 
lo whom God will, there be the victory! 

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too. 

Have chid me from the battle; swearing both, 

Pj' 0S V e ^ best of all when I am thence. 

’Would I were dead I if God’s o-nnd «riii 


So many hours must I contemplate , 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young: 

So many weeks ere the poor fool* will yean ; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece ; 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years ( 
x^ass d over to the end they were created. 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how lovely 1 h 
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 1 


lo shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
po kings, that fear their subjects’ treachery ? 

O, yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude,— the shepherd’s homely cards, 
Mis cold thin drink out ot his leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shad*. 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys. 

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates. 

Mis viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 


, v* " . ; 11 am uience. 

Would I were dead 1 if God’s good will were so: 
For what is m this world, but grief and woe ? 

U God I methmks, it were a happy life, 
i o be no better than a homely swab 1 ; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

Ip carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
thereby to see the minutes, how they run* 

How many make the hour full complete, 
gow many hours bring about the day, 
gow many days will finish up the year, 
gjw many years a mortal man may live. 

When tins is known, then to divide the times * 
many hours must I tend ray flock ; 

So many hours must I take my rest; 


Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed Ms Father 
dragging in the dead body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind, that profits nobody.— 

1 his man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight, 

May be possessed with some store of crowns: 

And I, thathaply take them from him now. 

May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them 

e i se A as , th . is dead man d oth me.— 
Who s this O God ! it is my father’s face. 
Whom m this conflict I nnwares have kill’d. 

U heavy times, begetting such events ! 
tu? A -do“ by r e king was I press’d forth ; 

My fatlier, being the earl of Warwick’s man. 

Game on the part of York, press’d by his master; 
And 1, who at his hands receiv’d my life 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him.— 

Fardon me, God, I knew not what I did !— 

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee !— 

My tears shall wipe away these bloodv marks * 

And oo more words, till they have flow’d their fill 
° P lte0lls spectacle! O bloody times * 
Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 

Foor harmless Iambs abide their enmity.- — 

Weep wretched man, HI aid thee tear for tear* 
And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, ’ 
lie blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d with grief 

Enter a Father, who has tilled his Son, with 
the body in his arms. 

Fatk. Thou, that so stoutly hast resisted me. 

Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold : 
h or I have bought it with an hundred blows.— 

Fut let me see is this our foeman’s face ? 

Ah, no, no, it is mine only son ! — 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

U ^ th A nee ^ e i see ’ see > what showers arise. 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart. 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart I— 
^ od? miserable age ! — 

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Lrroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 


O MUUiOCgeti— 

bov, thy father gave thee life too soon. 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late ! 

A. Hen. Woe above woe ! grief more than com* 
mon grief ! 

O, that my death would stay these rnthful deed* I— 
Op^pity, gentle heaven, pity !— 

'IW 6 * i ° S ? and white are on his face, 
fatal colours of our striving houses : 
l he one. Ins purple blood right well resembles • 
wvl er ’ ais P a l e cheeks, methinks, present ; 

W ither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 
ll you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

bon. How will my mother, for a father’s death, 
i ake on with me, and ne’er be satisfied ? 
lath. How will my wife, for slaughter of my son, 
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Shed seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfied ? 

K. Ben, How will the country, for these woeful 
chances. 

Mis- think the king, and not be satisfied? 

Soil. Was ever son, so ru’d a father’s death ? 

Falk. Was ever father, so bemoan’d a son ? 

K. Hen. Was ever king, so griev’d for subjects* 
woe ? 

Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much. 

Son. i’ll bear thee hence, where I may weep my 
fill . [Exit, zvit/i the body. 

Path. These arms of mine shall he thy winding- 
sheet; 

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre; 

For from my heart thine image ne’er snail go. 

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell : 

And so obsequious will thy father be. 

Sad for the loss of thee, having no more. 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

I'll bear thee hence : and let them fight that will. 

For I have murder’d where I should not kill. 

[Exit, with the body. 
K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with 
'■ care, 

Here sits a king more woeful than you are. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Queen Margaret, 
Prince of Wales, and Exeter. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly! for all your friends are 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: [fled, 

Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q . Mar . Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick 
post awain : 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds. 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight. 

With fiery eyes, sparkling for very wrath, 

And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands, 

Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. A way ! for vengeance comes along with them: 
Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 

Or else come after, I’ll away before. [Exeter; 

K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet 
Not that 1 fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward; away! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — The same. 

A loud Alarum , Enter Clifford, wounded. 

CUf. Here burns my candle out, ay, here it dies, 
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

0 Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body’s parting with my soul. 

My love, and fear, glevv’d many friends to thee ; 

And now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 
Impairing Henry, strength’ning mis-proud Yotk, 

The common people swarm like summer flies : 

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun ? 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies? 

0 Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds. 

Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth : 

And Henry, had’st thou sway’d as kings should do, 
Or as thy father, and his father, did. 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies; 

I. and ten thousand in this luckless realm. 

Had left no mourning widows for our death, 

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 

For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air? 

And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootless are plaints, and cure£ ss are my wounds ; 
No way to fly, nor strength t • W.d out flight* 

The foe is merciless, aud will net pity ; j 

For, at their hands, I have deserv’d no pity. 

The an bath got into my deadly wounds. 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint:— 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest ; 

1 stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms split my breast. 

. [He J'aintc. 


Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward, George, 
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and Sold ers. 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords ; good fortune bids 
us pause, 

And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks.— 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ;• — 
That led cairn Henry, though be were a king, 

As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust, 

Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them ? 

War. No, ’tis impossible he should escape ; 

For, though before his face I speak the words. 

Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave ; 
And, wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 

{Clifford groans, and die$. y > 
Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy 
leave ? 

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death’s de- 
parting. . 

Edw. Jbeewhoit is, and, now the battle’s ended, 
If friend, or foe, let him be gently us’d. [ford ; 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for ’tis Clif- 
Who, not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth. 

But set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring, 
I mean our princely father, dnkeof York. [head. 
War . From off the gales of York fetch down the 
Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there: 
Instead whereof, let this supply the room ; 

Measure for measure must be answered. [house, 
Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our 
That nothing sung but death to us and ours: 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound, 
Aud his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

{Attendants bring the body forward.) 
War. I think his understanding is bereft : — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to 
thee ? — 

Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life* 

And jhe nor sees, nor hears us what we say 
Rich. 0, ’would he did ! and so, perhaps, e doth, 
’Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 

Because he would avoid such hitter taunts. 

Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo. If so thou think’st, vex him with eager words 
Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy faults. 
Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York. 
Edw. Thou pitied’st Rutland, I will pity thee. 
Geo. Where’s captain Margaret, to fence yon now ? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford! swear as thou 
wast wont. 

Rich . What, not an oath? nay, then the world 
goes hard, 

When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath » 

I know by that, he’s dead ; And, by ray soul. 

If this right hand would buy two hours’ life, 

That I in all despite might rail at him, [blood 
This hand should chop it off; and with the issuing 
Stiff-e the villain, whose nnstauuched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War. Ay, but he’s dead: Off with the traitor’s 
head, 

And rear it in the place your father’s stands.— 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned England’s royal king. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 

And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread 
The scatter’d foe, that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt. 

Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine ears u 
First, will I see the coronation ; 

And then to Britany I’ll cross the sea, 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lordL 
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e3t'J ivt u aa i‘ hou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be: 
for on thy shoulder do I build my seat ; 

And never will 1 undertake the thing, 
tv-T-rein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — 
Richard, l wih create thee duke of Gloster 

Shall doT^ «arence:_VVarwick, as ourself, 
Miali do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 

Klch ' gf^®. be duke ^ Clarence ; George, of 

Closter’s dukedom is too ominous. 
f Ll k that’s a foolish observation; 

Richard be duke of Gloster : Now to London 
i o see these honours in oossession. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I— A Chase in the North of England. 
Enter Tioo Keepers with cross-bows in their 
hands. 

1 Keep. Under this thick- grown brake we’ll 

shroud ourselves ; 

this i aur $ anon the deer will come • 
r w h u 1S c 9 ve r t will we make our stand. 

Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2 shoot ab ° Ve the hil1, so both ma y 

wufe'e hhe heTa 0t d be; the , noise of % c ™° s *- 
yy ill scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost 

J tan f f w * botl b aim we at the best; 
rn 1’ ,w r , tlle H me ? hal1 not seem tedious, 

1 11 tell thee what befell me on a day, 

'l 4 aCe, ' vhere no ' v " e mean to stand: 
past. ere C0 “‘ eS * Iet ’ s sta y 1111 ha bo 
Enter King flENity, disguised, xoithaprayer-booh 
K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol’n, even of 
pure love, 

No T*/? ° Wn I and with m y wishful sight. 

NoVndin'Iknee ^ifehee ! ! 

1 1 fc, a" 1 ie p , thei ?, and not myself? ( 

I Keep. Ay, here s a deer whose skin’s a keeper’s A 

Th Jr BW f°! ldam bins i leVs seize upon him. 
it. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities* 

sZwfV* is the 'r iafi3t course. eS ’ i, 
2K * 11 ™* llngerweI let « s % hands upon 

IC^Hen £ 0rl> ' ar a w J’ ile > W *’R hoar a little I X 
i?aid f q ' ,een ’ a " d S °“’ are S°“ e to France T 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick a 

. * 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words E ’ 
By t\ maceount, then, Margaret may win him - 
For she s a woman to be pitied much ? * ’ 

Sf r f ] S' hs will make a battery in his breast • Th 

Tul farS Wt i pierce iut0 a Garble heart • H 

4nd VV1 ! , be mild, while she doth mourn * He 
And Nero will be tainted with remorse, ’ yy 

A v 1w: , and see ’ her Plaints, her brinish tears lie, 

A } , but she’s come to beg : Warwick in e w ’ Sf ' 

She, on his left side, era ving aid for Henry* * 1 / 

He on ins right asking a wife for Edward ’ It ^ 

Li 

Inlerreth arguments of mighty strength * a> r 

And, in conclusion, wins the king from her C 

& P = aad wtot' “fee? G 


be: Art then iovsaken, as thou went’st forlorn. 

2 Keep. Say, what art thou, that talk’st of king. 

and queens i . ’ 

A". Hen. More than I seem, and less than I was 
A man at least, for less I should not be ; 

O 7 ? en m ?y ^lk Lings, and why not I ? 
of -' / C^.^Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou weri a 

ZlSev'B^'i)* 0 J a ?> in mind i midTlmt’s 

2 Keep. Rut, it thou be a king, where is thy crown f 
f V V vn 1S in m y beart * n °ton my head; 
it No tnt d mth d,amonds > aad im-lian stones, * 
A°/ t0 be . , 8 . ee “ 5 my crown is call’d, content ; 

A cio\vn it is that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 ^content,’ * y ° U be 3 kiug ’ cr0 ' vn ’ d witb 

<r j™°r vn c ?“. tent > and you, must be contented 
Jo go along with us: for as we think, 

11 And f re i -‘ e k !” £ ’ Ed "ard hath depos’d : 

Wifi T? hlS i sub jJ ects - *'» in all allegiance, ’ 

2 /* a lJP ie Lend you as his enemy, loath 

K.iden. Rut did you never swear, and break an 
2 Keep. No, never such an oath; nor will no 
^ now. 

v A * Engl^nd^ 1 y ° U d Wel1, when 1 was kh, S 

2 Keep. Here in this country, where we now 
remain. 

1 , was anointed king at nine months old 
■My father and my grandiather were kings ; 

And you were sworn true subjects uuto me ; 
i No laVC y0U not broke y° ur oaths ? 

. F or vve were subjects but : while you were king. 

f a uli]' am ldead * do 1 out breathe a man? 
All simple men, you know not what you swear. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face. 

And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow. 

And yielding to another when it blows, 

Commanded always by the greater gust; 
buch is. the lightness of you common men. 

Rut do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make yon guilty. 

And' b!» e vn Wd *’ ^ ie kia S shall be commanded , 

And be }ou kings; command, and I’ll obey. 

^Rdwa^r trUe SUbjeCtS t0 the k,n ^ kil « 

A". Hen. So would you be again to Henrv. 

U he were seated as king Edward is. 

^^tlieling’s,^^ y0U, hl G ° d s nainej and ia 
To^owith us unto’ the officers. 

K beob^d* 8 UalUe, lead ’ } ° Ur king,S Dame 
And what God will* then let your king perform 
And what lie will, 1 humbly yield unto. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— London. A llooin m the Palace. 

Enter King Edward Gloster, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey. 

Tlfe^fc i B "k”j of Gloster, at Saint Albans’ field 
I hw lady s husband, sir John Grey, was slain 
His lands then seiz’d on by the co~rV ’ 

Wi‘- S K lt ls no '. v > t ? re possess those lands* 
vvmcfl we m .iustice cammt wdi 


J. ? rr , wslcr , ana what else, 
lo strengthen and support king Edward’s place 
O Margaret,- thus ’twifl be ; and thou, poorsodi 


v J u u wsme. 

Tfw. h,ghness v shaI1 do well to grant he? 

It were dishonour, to deny it her. * Lit* 

n S lesSi but r/ m lnaka a pau*e f 

I see the bd J h \h° \i * * (Aside to Clarence^ 

tb ,® iad .y hatl a thing to grant, 

Before the king will grant herLmble suit. 

Uar. He knows the game; How true he keeps 

cio. sn;?;? d? \f^\ 

\^\^ dW ' Wido ^ w i wm insider of voiirsu^ 
And come some other time, to know our mini 
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L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 
delay: ... 

May it please your highness to resolve me now ; 

And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

Glo. (Aside.) Ay, widow? then I’ll warrant you 
all your lands, 

Anif what pleases him, shall pleasure yon. 

Fight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a blow. 

Clar v I fear her not, unless she chance to fall. 

(Aside.) 

Gio. God forbid that! for he’ll take vantages. 

(Aside.) 

K. Ediv. How many children hast thou, widow ? 

tell me. • 

Clar. I think, he means to beg a child of her. 

(Aside.) 

Glo. Nay, whip me then; he’ll rather give her 
two. ^ (Aside.) 

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord, 

Glo. You shall have four, if you’ll be rul’d by 
him. (Aside.) 

K. Edw. ’Twere pity, they should lose their fa- 

ther’s land. 

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it 

then. _ # [wit. 

K. Edw. Lords, give us leave ; I’ll try this widow’s 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have 
leave, 

Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 
(Gloster and Clarence retire to the other side.) 

K. Hen. Now tell me, madam, do you love your 

children? 

L. Grey . Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

X. Edw , And would you not do much, to do them 
good ? ^ [harm. 

u. Grey. To do them good, I would sustain some 
K Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to do 
them good. 

L . Grey . Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw. I’ll tell you how these lands are to be 

got. 4 [service. 

L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness’ 
K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if I give 

them ? [to do. 

ft. Grey. \Y r hat yon command, that rests in me 
Jh, Edw . But you will take exceptions to my boon. 
h. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot doit. 

K, Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean 

to ask. . [commands. 

L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your grace 
Glo. He plies her hard; and much rain wears the 

marble, (Aside.) 

Clar* As red as fire! nay, then her wax must 
melt (Aside.) 

I/. Grey. Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear 
my task? 

li. Edio. An easy task ;’tis but to love a king. 

L. Grey. That’s soon perform’d, because I am 
a subject. 

K . Edio. Why then, thy husband’s lands 1 freely 
give thee. 

h. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand 
thanks. ■ [curt’sy. 

Glo. The' match is made ; she seals it vvith r a 

K. Edw. But stay thee, ’tis the fruits of love I j 

mean. ^ [ii§§ 

L. Grey . The fruits of love I mean, my loving 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense. 
What love, tlhnk’st thou, I sue so much to get ? 

L. Grey, JVly love till death, my humble thanks, 

my prayers ; :■ ■ . ' 

That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants, 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such 

love, [you did. 

L. Grey. Why, then you mean not as I thought 

K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my 

mind. fceive 

L. Grey. My mind will never grant what I per- 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

#L Edw To tell thee plam, I aim to He with thee. 


L . Grey . To tell thee plain, I had rather He ra 
prison; [band's lands. 

K. Edw. Why, then than shalt not have th haa- 

L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall he 

dower ; 

For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'st thy children 

mightily^ [and me. 

L. Grey . Herein your highness wrongs both them 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the sadness of my suit; 

Please you dismiss me, either with ay, or no. 

K. Edw. Ay ; if thou wilt say ay, to my request : 

No ; if" thou dost say no, to my demand. ' [end 

L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My Suit is at an 
Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her 

brows. . (Aside.) 

Clar. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom, 

(Aside.) 

K. Edio. (Aside.) Her looks do argue her replete 
with modesty; 

Her words do shew her wit incomparable ; 

All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 

One way, or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen.- 


my gracious 
„ ... , [lord: 

But far unfit to be a sovereign. [thee, 

K. Edio. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to 
I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love, 

L. Grey. And that is more than I will yield unto: 

I know I am too mean to be your queen, 

And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K. Edw. You cavil, widow; 1 did mean, my 

queen. 

L. Grey. ’Twill grieve your grace, my sons should 

call you— father. 

K. Edw. No more, than when my daughters call 
thee mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor. 
Have other some: why, ’tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 

Glo. The ghostly father now hath done his shrift, 

(Aside.) 

Clar. When he was made a shriver, ’twas for 
shift. (Aside.) 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two 
have had. 

Glo, The widow likes- it not, for she looks sad. 

K. Edio. You’d think it strange, if I should 
marry her. 

Clar . To whom, my lord ? 

K. Edw. Why, Clareuce, to myself. 

Glo. That would be ten days’ wonder at the least. 
Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 
Glo. By so much' is' the wonder in extremes, 
K.Edw. Well, jest on, brothers; I can tell yon 
both. 

Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands* 

Enter a ' Nobleman * 

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
S&nd brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 
K.Edw. See, that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower: — 

And go vve, brothers, to the man th aLfc&sk Jh i m » 

To question of his apprehension.— 

Widow, go you along ; — Lords, us Me* 
[Exeunt King Grey* 

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, aud all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring* 
To cross me from the golden time I look for ! 

Arid yet, between my soul’s desire, and me, 

(The lustful Edward’s title buried,) 
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* S a [i er l ce ’ Henry, and his son young' Edward, 
And all the wilook’d-for issue of their bodies, 
lo take their rooms, ere I can place myself : 

& cold premeditation for my purpose l 
vVhy, then I do but dream on sovereignty : 

Like, one that stands upon a promontory, 

And spies a far-offshore, where he would tread, 
a j l £1 foot were e< l uaI with his eye ; 

Ana chides the sea that sunders him from thence, 
Duying-— he’ll lade it dry to have his way : 

^o do i wish the crown, being so far off: 

And so I chide the means, that keep me from it * 
And so l say— I'll cut the causes off, 
blattering me with impossibilities— 

My eye’s too quick, my heart o’erweens too much. 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 

ivk * th T ,s no kin £ doin then for Richard; 
What other pleasure can the world afford ? 

J. 11 make my heaven in a lady’s lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

n' .™ tc , h , a Z tet l ?$ ea \ vith ">y words and looks, 
u miserable thought! and more unlikely, 

J ban to accomplish twenty golden crowns! 

W by love forswore me in my mother’s womb : 
ci j- ^ s “ 0ldd n °t deal in her soft laws 
m ie , dld corrupt frail nature with some bribe 
Jo shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub; 

lo make an envious mountain on my back, 

W here sits deformity to mock my body ; 

lO shanfi mv lotvc i J 1 


i bat Carnes no impression like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belov’d ? 

U monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 

I hen, since this earth affords no joy to me 
? ut t0 command, to check, to o’erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 

. v:r 1 ft my , 1 r ven - to dream "p° n ; 

And whiles I live, to account this world but hell 
(Jntd my mis-shap’d trank that bears this head, 
ue round impaled with a glorious crown : • 

And yet I know not how to get the crown, 
tor many hves stand between me and home : 

And 1,— dike one lost in a thorny wood, 
i hat rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns ; 
beekmg a way, and straying from the way ; 

Wot knowing how to fina*#he open air, 

Jdut toiling desperately to find it out— 
iorment myself to catch the English crown : 

And from that torment I will free myself, 

Ur hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile: 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart • 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, ’ 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

I’ I™ m ° re Sailo ? L thai , 1 %' “ermaid shall ; 

}, ! s \ a y ™ ore gazers than the basilisk ; 

1 11 play the orator as well as Nestor 
Ueceive more silly than Ulysses could, 

And, like a iunon, take another Troy : 
lean add colours to the cameleon: 

Change shapes, with Protheus, for advantages 
Carf T^I clur< ^ ,r °us Machiavel to school^ ’ 

ban X do this and cannot get a crown ? 

Inti were it further oil’. I’ll pluck it down, [Exit, 
Scene III .—France. A Room in the Palace. 
Flour Enter Lewis the French King, and 

T?,e£iiSr^ l a llen ‘& ’ tie King takes his state. 

Margaret, Prince Edward 
% r m tend the Earl of Oxford. 

K " C ®if' a ?' qUeen ° f England ’ worthy Mar- 
Sit doignjvithus; it ill befits thy state 
And birth, that thou should’st stand, while Lewis 

kinS ° f Fran «r S now 


| (yreat Albion’s queen in former golden days ? 

Rut now mischance hath trod my title down, 

1 And with dishonour laid me on the ground : 

VV here I must take like seat unto my fortune, 

*^ r ir ,n ^ sea ^ conform myself. 

A. Lew. VVhy, say, fair queen, whence springs 
this deep despair ? 

Q. Mar. . From such a cause as fills mine eyes 
with tears, fcares 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in 
K. Lew. What er it be, be thou still like thyself; 
And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck 
rr. /• , , . , , , {Seats her by him.) 

^time’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
©till ride in triumph over all michance. 

Re plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief: 

“ A sr e e r?, s ’ d » if France can yield relief. 

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my droop- 
. mg thoughts, r 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak, 
therefore, be it known to noble Lewis— 

that Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

k k *?£> become a banished man, ’ 

And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn : 

While proud ambitious Edward, duke of Fork 
tile re gal title, and the seat 
,V‘ England’s true-anointed lawful king. 

• ls , t ke cailse j lb at I, poor Margaret, — 

With this my son, prince Edward, Henry’s heir— 

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid : 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done : 

©Gotland hath will to help, but cannot help: 

Uur people and our peers are both misled, 

Uur treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put k> flight, 

Al JE’ as thou see’st, ourselves in heavy bight. 

A. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm 
the storm, 

n ir Ve a meail s to break it off. 

V- Mar. I he more we stay, the stronger grows 
our foe. ° 

K. Leiv. The more I stay, the more I’ll succour 
V* Mar. O, out impatience waite th on true 
sorrow: 

And see, where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 
ir r War WICK, attended. 

A. Lew. Whafs he, approacheth boldly to our 
O „ [friend, 

it tZ; w r r r of , War \ v ' ct » Edward'S greatest 

i The^tec b eT eWarW ‘ Ck! What bringS 

{Descending from Ms state. Queen Margaret 
rises.) 

T?,wkkf- r ‘ 1 Ay A n ? w be ^ ns a sec ond storm to rise : 

For tins is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

M wor thy Edward, king of Albion, 

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

1 come,— in kindness, and unfeigned love, 

^ mst, to do greetings to thy royal person : 

A nd, then, to crave a league of amity : 

And, lastly, to confirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

1 hat virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister, 

1 Viands king m lawful marriage. 
wSfr Mar l H that SO forward, Henry’s hope is done. 

I War ' 4i5s lehaff 8 madam ’ ( to Bona ') io oaT 

HMnM°,Tl" ded) wit ] 1 J ro , ur I^ve and favoar. 

To?.: y (U kiss your hand, and with my tongue 
Xo tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart ; 

HktK re i fa ^ e :u Iat L enteian ? at his heedful ears, 

Hath plac d thy beauty’s image, and thy virtue. 

V* Mar. King Lewis, — and lady Bona, hear mt 
speak, ■ ■ 

Reforeyou answer Warwick. Hisdemand 
©prings not from Edvyard’s well-meant honest love, * 

Rut from deceit, bred by necessity: 

J? or how can tyrants safely govern home. 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 

Tk hln ? this reason may suffice*— 

i bat Henry liveth still : but were he dead. 



Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry's son. 
Look., therefore. Lewis, that by this league and 
marriage 

Thou di aw not on thy danger and dishonour : 

For though usurpers swav the rale a while. 

Vet heavens are just, ana time suppressed wrongs. 
W dr. X nj arions Margaret ! 

Prince . And why not queen ? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 

And thou no more art prince, than she is queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of 
Gaunt, 

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain: 

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 

Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest : 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 

Who by his prowess conquered all France : 

From these our Henry lineally descends. 

TF«r. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth dis- 
course. 

You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 

Me thinks, these peers of France should smile at 
But for the rest, — You tell a pedigree [that. 

Of threescore and two years^; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 

Oxf. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against 
thy liege, # * 

Whom thou obey’dst thirty and six years, 

And not be wray thy treason with a blush ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right. 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 

For shame, leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Oxf Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death ? aud more than so, my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years, 

When nature brought him to the door of death ? 

No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm. 

This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

TVar. And I the house of York. 

K . Lew . Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, 

Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside, 

While I use further conference with Warwick. 

Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Warwick’s words 
bewitch him not! 

{Retiring with the Prince and Oxford.) 
K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon 
thy conscience. 

Is Edward jmur true king? for I were loth 
To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people’s eye ? 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate, 

K. Lezv, Then further, all dissembling set aside, 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Botia. 

War. Such it seems. 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say, and swear, — • 

That this his love was an eternal plant ; 

Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue's ground, 

The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s sun ; 
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain. 

Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine : — 
Yet I confess, (to War.) that often ere this day, 
When I have heard your king’s desert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 
li. Lew. Then, Warwick, thus,— Our sister shall 
be Edward’s ; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Fouching the jointure that your king must make, 
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois’d : — 
Draw near, queen Margaret ; and be a witness. 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 
Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 


By this alliance to make 
Before thy coming, Lewis was 
K. Lezv. And still is friend to him and Margaret, 
But if your title to the crown be weak, — 

As may appear by Edward’s good success,— * 

Then ’tis but reason, that I be releas’d 
From giving aid, which late I promised. 

Y et shall you have all kindness at my hand, 

! That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease 
Where, having nothing, nothing he can lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen,— 

Yon have a father able to maintain you ; 

And better ’twere, you troubled him than France. 

Q. Mar . Peace, impudent and shameless War- 
wick, peace ; 

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings 1 
I will not hence, till with my talk and tears, 

Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord’s false love ; 

For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 

(A horn sounded ivithin. 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are for 
you ; 

Sent from your brother, marquis Montague. — 

These from our king unto your majesty. — 

And, madam, these lor you ; from whom I know no- 
(To Margaret. They all read their lette:*.) 
Oxf I like it well, that our fair queen aud mis- 
tress 

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he were 
I hope, ail’s for the. best. [nettled : 

K. Lezv. Warwick, what are thy news? and 
yours, fair queen ? 

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with un- 
hop’d joys. 

W ar. Mine , full or sorrow and heart’s discontent 
; K. Lew. What! has your king married the lady 
Grey ? 

j And now, to sooth your forgery and his, 

! Sends me a paper to persuade me patience? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France? 

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 

This proveth Edward’s love, and Warwick's 
honesty. ^ [heaven. 

War. King Lewis, I here protest, — in sight of 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, — 

That 1 am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s ; 

No more my king, for he dishonours me ; 

But most himself, if he could see his shame.— 

Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death? 

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece ? 

Did I impale him with the regal crown? 

Did I put Henry from his native, right ; 

And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame t 
Shame on himself! for my desert is honour. 

And, to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce him, and return to Henry, 

My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor ; 

X will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn’d my 
hate to love : 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults. 

And joy, that thou becom’st king Henry’s friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 
That, if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 

I’ll undertake to land them on our coast. 

And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 

’Tis not this new-made bride shall succour him: 
And as for Clarence, — as my letters tell 
He’s very likely now to fall from him; 
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0°r r Cn fnr’S ra0r ?u fur Y mton Iast than honour, 
ur than lor strength and safety of our country 

brother > liow shall Bona be reveng’d 
n y i hy he r P t0 this ^‘stressed queen ? ^ d ' 

H; n iy e ] n iv-r ed princej how shaI1 poor 

Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 

are y o„r n ' el> “ d ** ^ T-een’s 
War. A nd mine, fair lady Bona, joins with vonrs 

T A - ifi Ma^r e ' Withh ^ and ‘^ 

Yon^haH haveatd/ ^ a ' n re3olv ’ d - r 

K.Uw Tlmn'Enlla r* tIlMks *rSut 
post ; Englaods messenger, return in 

That Lesriaof^rrnce 'is sendme' 0 ^ ^ k * n ®’r~ 

.To revel it with Cand h^tf SSf P*** 

' wrong'-' 11 fm '“ ”' e ' T,lat he hath done me 
There!lft r n i - 0re ' l!|1 ! ,n ? r0 ' vn him, ere't be long 

Ihme^hyrewardjbegone. Aiess. 

4oH° xf0r * i With 6ve ‘honsand men, 8 "'' 10 ^** 10 "' 

W a i cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle • 

And, as occasion serves, this nuble ™ n 5 

y"? ere"thn S , ha | 0l ,°"' With a ^^supply. , 

IVi . f e , t l1 P°> bllt answer me one doubt 
■ h l P 1 ®#? have we of thy firm loyalty? ’ 

I hat 1 / our queen and this young prince ao-ree^ ’ 
l) 1 none eldest daughter, and ’ 


THIRD PART OF 


Act I\r 


| Flourish. Enter King Edwabd attended- ¥ -/ 

. ino f/and^S. PEMR0KB ’ t£. 

% a Ed m 'Sf P^nly what I think 

i?U°V: a v " d r,: S r’ ?s half malcontent? 

Warwlk eW ‘ S F ™ Ce ’ or ®arl of 

“AT”” - . 

They are but Lewis and Warwick .r, m nj 

'|S^Hi«^o,nded 

Tosnnder them that yoke so weli'tose'lhe^ 6 '' 6 pit * 

I Sdef mg y ° Ur SCOrm ’ 0Dd your mislike, 

Slm!,M e n S f?’ e " eaS0D ’ wh y ‘ho lady Grey 

i>peak freely what you think, 5 ’ 

Glo indw rnag - e , of f h . e lad - v B ona 


i Is K°if ,h 

11 b ° th X ' ewis a “ d ^-vick be 
B Vw 1 v < ?^ on i as 1 can devise? 

anil!: 1,aVej0in,d ' vithR -« m sue), 
o- Would more have strengthen’d this our common. 

G S. f mf 5 “ Inows'imTMoht home :^< 1 marriage. 

► f ^ »*• ’**** 

Hast ? Iis better using Prance than * *1? C: 

i 

cf a l P d ;?. ourseIves > our safety lies. 7 
J "' dSerts 006 SpeeCh > Hasiings well 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 

tanlf' What 0l ' that? ft '- my will and 

A G/o f And 8 vcT’ my ,*f shaI1 stand for law. 

„ do d ne y well ffietb,Uk3 ' *° ,lr hath not 

KM^^iieWnce. 

Antfr^ 0rd ^MviHe™ 

tiZ ^ Alas ' poor' c , or £ ° 

judgment; or y° ursell » you shew’d yonr 
*?,?■ >*«• 


ini * • • “lY* hins young prince a o, rcc 
1} join mine eldest daughter, anc? my joy # 
to him forthwith m holy wedlock bands. 7, 

e^^aisaraviar- 

Warwick s daughter shall be thine. 
^rveVitf ttCOei>t hor, for she well de- 
And here, to pledge my vow, I g ive my l mnd . 

^SpKSSffia 

Ilong, till Edward fall by war’s mischancT 
1 or mocking marriage with a dame of France 

B fri ca r Efes tt£r ich - 

Had he none else to make a stale' bntZ ? 

But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery. [Exit 

„ , ACT IV. 

Scene 1 .— London. A Room in the Palace. 

” er L0STEa ' Clarence Somerset, Monta- 
m at ,i. cm > and others. A 

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence what thmV . 

Of thm new marriage with the lady Grey“ lj 




Scene 8. 


KING- HENRY VI. 
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And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 

But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

Do cloud my joys with dauger and with sorrow. 

K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their 
frowns : ” , 

What danger, or what sorrow, can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy constant friend. 

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ? 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 

Which, if they do. yet will I keep thee safe, 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. I hear, yet say not much, but think The 
more. {Aside.) 

Enter a Messenger. 

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or what 
from France? ■ . . [news. 

Mess. My. sovereign liege, no letters; and few 
words, 

But. such as I, without your special pardon, . . 
Dare not relate. [brief, 

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in 
Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them. 
"What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters? 

Mess. At my depart, these were his very words ; 
To tell false Edward , thy supposed king , — 

That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 
To revel it with Mm and his new bride. 

K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks 
me Henry. 

But what said lady Bona to my marriage ? 

Mess. These were her words, utter’d with mild 
disdain ; 

Tell him , in hope he'll prove a ividoiver shortly , 
I'll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less ; 
She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ? 
For I have heard, that she was there in place. 

Mess. Tell him, quoth she, my mourning weeds 
are done , 

And l am ready to put armour on. 

K. Edw. Belike, she minds to plyy the Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries ? 

‘Mess. He, more incens’d against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these words ; 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Til uncrown him, ere' t he long. 

K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so 
proud words ? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d: 

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption. 
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so link’d 
in friendship, [daughter. 

That young prince Edward marries Warwick’s 
Clar . Belike, the elder; Clarence will have the 
younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and si* you fast, 

Nor I will hence to Warwick’s otherdaughter; 
Tnat, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I jrnay not prove inferior to yourself. — 

Von, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence, a7id Somerset follows. 
Glo. Not I : 

My thoughts aim at a further matter; I 
Stay not tor love of Edward, but the crown. [Aside.) 
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick ! 

Vet am I arm’d against the worst can happen ; 

And haste is needful in this desperate case. — 
Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war ; 

They are already, or quickly will be, landed * 
Myself in person will straight follow yon. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere I go, Pastings, — and Montague, — 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest, 

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance : 


Tell me, if yon love Warwick more than me f 
Hit be so, then both depart to him; 

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends * 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow. 

That I may never have you in suspect, 

Mont. So God help Montague, as he proves true! 
Hast. And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s 
cause! [by us ? 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand 
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 
K. Edw. Why so; then am I sure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour, 

Till me weet Warwick with his foreign power, 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A plain in Warwickshire . 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French and 
other Forces. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well; 
The common people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerset. 

But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends ? 

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. [wick ; 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto War- 
And welcome, Somerset: — I hold it cowardice 
To rest mistrustful, where a noble heart 
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love ; 

Else might i think, that Clarence, Edward’s brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 

But welcome, Clarence : my daughter shall be thine 
And now what rests, but, in night’s coverture 
Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d, 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard. 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure ? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy; 
That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

With slight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds* 
So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle. 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard 
And seize himself; I say not — slaughter him. 

For I intend but only to surprise him. — 

You, that will follow me to this attempt. 

Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader. 

'{They all cry , Henry ?) 
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort : 

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
George! [Exeunt. 

Scene III .-—Edward's Camp , near Warwick. 
Enter certain Watchmen , to guard the King's 
tent . 

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man take 

his stand ; 

The king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 

1 W atch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn vow. 
Never to Me and take his natural rest. 

Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress'd. 

2 Watch. To morrow then, belike, shall be the day 
If W anvick be so near as men report. 

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that, 
That with the king here resteth in his tent? 

1 Watch. ’Tis the' lord Hastings, the king’s 

chiefest friend. [king, 

3 Watch. O, is it so? But why commands tin 
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him. 
While he himself keepeth in the cold field ? 

2 Watch. ’Tis the more honour, because |nore 

dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay ; but give me worship and quietness, 
I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

’Tis to be doubted, he would waken him, 

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his 
passage. >-..v 
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t> Ay ; wherefore else guard we his royal 

out to defend his person from night-foes. [tent. 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, 
and Forces . ’ 

War. This is his tent; and see, where stand his 
guard. 

Courage, my masters : honour now. or never ! 

‘dut follow me, and Edward shall be ours, 
i Watch. Who goes there ? 

J Watch. Stay, or thon diest. 

Warwick, and the rest, cry all— Warwick! 
Warwick . and set upon the Guard ; who 


„ wuaru: w/io 

fly, c ryinff-j-Arm ! arm! f Format , and 
the rest, j olio wing them . 

The drum healing , trumpets sounding , re- 

Warwick, *»<* res*, 

Haudjlfiy: S>ttm ^ nachair ‘ GUter and 

1 % ... , , What are they that fly there ? 

War. Richard and Hastings : let them go, here’s 
the duke, 

K. Edia . The duke ! why, Warwick, when we 
parted last, 

Thou call’dst me king? 

TTtfr. Ay, b u {. t j lfi cage , g a j ter , d 

VV hen yon disgrac d me in my embassade, 

J hen l degraded yon from being king 
And come now to create yon duke of York. 

Alas . how should yon govern any kingdom, 
that know not how to use ambassadors: 

£ or how to be contented with one wife • 

S or bow to use your brothers brotherly •’ 

Nor how to study for the people’s weita’re : 

Nor how to shrowd yourself from enemies ? 

K £ tooV^ brother of Clarence, art thou here 

Yef’vvf 1 1 S i ee - t!l , nt Edward needs must down.— 

10 d i e *P? t S of a!1 mischance. 

Of thee, time f, and ail thy complices, 

Edward wiU always bear himself as king : 

Mv !15n/ 0rtUOe i Tt alice overlbr£ >vv my state, 

IHy mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

ar ' ?>*“» ior hls mi «d be -Edward England’s 

But Henry now shall wear thi 

MvIord nfSn 1 ”® 10 ? 6 *? 5 tliou but the shadow.— 

My lord of Somerset, at my request, 

See that forthwith duke Edward be convey’d 
[Into my brother, archbishop of York. V 

rmSi* hare f0 "gW with Pembroke and his fellows 
1 11 follow von, and tell what answer f - 

Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him • < 

* K’bI a wL e ; i a . re 'I e11 ' s°° d duke of York. 

A " Erf abi^ atfaeSln ’ P0Se,tll?tmenffiastneeda ■ 
ft boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

^% K wiS dWard ‘ ^ out ’ Somerset with him. 

Uxj . W hat now remains, my lords, for us in rln . 

BU Wd rC l t0 £°!?, don , Wlth our s ^diers? [do : 

To free* king Henrv f if tbat we have to 

a „j V?h r ilenrv from imprisonment, 

d see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt 

Scene IJ. -London A Room in the Palace.' 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

W ' chfn"e? What mkeS you in tbis sudden 

WarUk? 0fSOme P^^'against £ 

Ai 

new committed to the bishop of York, ?* 


Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe. 
liiih Ihese news, I must confess, are fullofsrirf 
i et, gracious madam, bear it as you may : 
VUrwick may lose that now hath won the day. 

A Z\ lit 1 n n ’ hir h °f e miJSt hinder life’s decay 
And I the rather wean me from despair, y 

|?r . v ? of Rd ward’s offspring in my womb : 
this is it that makes me bridle passion. 

And bear with mildness my misfortune’s cross: 
f h a l'> for this I draw in many a tear 
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs. 

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
K 7i?tr^! S!!r tni f EngS n crown. 


nd V ’ 7 aeir . 10 u,e -English crown, 

1 come ? adania W lfife IS ^ anvick then be. 

re - rp * ara informed, that he comes ^frnva*^ 

ng set the crown once more on Henry’s head * 
nd Guess thou^he rest; king Edward’s friends' must 

Bnt, to prevent the tyrant’s violence, 

e's [mm trnst bln ». tlmt hath once broken filth i 
1 11 hence forthwith unto the sanctuary 1 thJ 

ve t? Save l at ,J? Qst tlie beir oi ' fi d ward’s right • 

Ihere shall I rest secure from force, and fraud 
Come therefore, let ns fly, while we may % ; 
i : , Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exeunt 

Scene V.-.4 Park near Middleham Castle, in 
Yorkshire . ' 

Enter Gloster, Hastings. Sir William St in 
ley, and others. 

G °' Tt'anleyJ Hastin S s » and sir William 

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither 
Into this chiefest thicket of the park ’ 

•e haS "‘“rother? ! Y ° U k "° w >' onr tin S. my 

- H?!; i3 r r ‘ a the ' b!sho ? here - a ‘ whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty * 

And, often but attended with weak guard 
Comes hunting this way to disport himself 

rtnifr lh V ^lf d i i,n by secret n, eans, 
i T a d ab oiit this hour he make this wav 

, & d 7 “f of his usual game, y ’ 

) To sJt Lt er r 6n r 11S , b .' leuds > "' itb horse and men 
/ lo set him fee from his captivity. 5 

r Entering Edward, and a Huntsman. 

'i!ne.' yay,n ' yl ° rdi f0r this vva y b es the 

* hl&„ltd W i y ’ ma,1; SeP ' Where ‘ b e 

r °KE°r B ta t " dS |V dy ““i*® owner . 1 taSie : 

B . ut ' vbltb er shall uf then ? 
to°FiSrs ay l0rd; a “ d Ship fl0 "‘ ‘hence 

a^ong ?' Uan ’ Wkat S3y ’ st thou ? wilt thou 
Better do so, than tarry and be hand’d 
KVdTw?’ aW i? y i let ’ 3 ba ve no more ado 
*• ■■ smd ** %* 
And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exeunt 

Scene VI— A Boom in the Tower. 

| Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick: 
umsET, young Richmond, Oxford, Montague 
V u naM L ° f ike ToWer and Attend^ - 

1 Giends Ster , ‘ eutcna "‘> “ow that God and 
» a r t sh 7‘> Ed ward from the regal seat • 

Mv d fear U tf l“ y SMe t0 lib e rt y- ’ 

Afnf ‘i hope ’ so "ows unto joys; 

At our enlargement what are thy duefei* ? 


Scene 7. 
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IJeu. Subjects may challenge aothing of their 
sovereigns ; 

But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 

1 then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K Hen. For what, lieutenant ? for well using me ? 
Nay, be thou sure, I’ll well requite thy kindness, 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure : 

Av, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

At last, by notes of household harmony, 

They quite forget their loss of liberty.— 

But. Warwick, after God, thou set’st me free, 

And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee ; 

He was the author, thou the instrument. 

Therefore, that 1 may conquer fortune’s spite, 

By living- low, where fortune cannot hurt me; 

And that the people of this blessed land 
May not be punish'd with my thwarting stars; 
Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 
I here resign my government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. [pus ; 

War. Your grace hath still been fam’d for virtu- 
And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 

Bv spying, 'And avoiding, fortune’s malice. 

For few men rightly temper with the stars : . 

Yet in this one tiling let me blame your grace. 

For choosing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Cla . No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway, 
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 

Adjug’d an olive branch, ana laurel crown, 

As likely to be blest in peace, and war ; 

And therefore I yield thee my free consent 

War. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 
K. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both 
your hands ; _ [hearts, 

Now join your hands, and, with your hands, your 
That no dissension hinder government : 

I make you both protectors of this land ; 

While 1 myself will lead a private life, 

And in devotion spend my latter days, 

To sin’s rebuke, and my Creator’s praise. [will? 
War. What answer Clarence to his sovereign’s 
Liar. That he consents, if Warwick yield consent ; 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

War. Why then, though loath, yet must I be 
content: 

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 
V Henry’s body, and supply his place : 

. mean, in bearing weight oi government, 

While he enjoys the honour, and his ease. 

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful. 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor, 
And all his lands and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else ? and that succession be deter- 
min’d. [part. 

War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his 
K. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief affairs, 
Let me entreat, (for 1 command no more,) 

That- Margaret your queen, and my son Edward, 

Be sent for, to return from France with speed : 

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d. . [speed. 
Clan It shall be done, my sovereign, with all 
K. Hen . My lord of Somerset, what youth is that. 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care ? 

Stint. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Rich- 
mond. 

K. Hen. Conje hither* England’s hope ; If secret 
powers (Lays his hand on his head.) 
Suggest but tni th to my divining thoughts. 

This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 

His looks are full of peaceful majesty ; 

His h -:ad by nature train’d to wear a crown, 

His hand to wield a sceptre : and himself 
Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he, 

Mast help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. What hews, nay friends? 


Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother 
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

Wt zr. Unsavoury news : But how made he escape. 
Mess. He was convey’d by Richard duke' oi 
Gloster, 

And the lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side. 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him; 

^or hunting was his daily exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his charge^- 
But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt King Henry , War. Clar . Lieut* 
and Attendants. 

Sam. My lord, J like not of this flight of Edward s : 
For, doubtless, Burgundy will yield him help ; 

And we shall have more wars, before’t be long 
As Henry’s late presaging prophecy [mond ; 

Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Rich- 
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours : 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Forthwith we’ll send him hence to Britany, 

Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Oxf. Ay; for, if Edward repossess the crown, 

’Tis like, that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Britany. 

C nue, therefore, let’s about it speedily. [Exeunt' 

Scene YU. —Before Yorh. 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Hastings, and 
Forces. 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, 
and the rest; 

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends, 

And says — that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 

Well have we pass’d, and now repass’d the seas. 
And brought desired help from Burgundy : 

What then remains, we being thus arriv’d 
From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York, 
But. that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fast! — Brother, I like 
not this ; 

For many men, that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold — that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tush, man! abodements must not now 
affright us : 

By fair or fool means we must enter in, 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast . My liege, I’tt knock once more, to sum* 
mon them. 

Enter on the walls, the Mayor of Yorh, and kU 
Brethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned of vour 
coming, 

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. But, maste r mayor, if Henry be your king. 
Yet Edward, at. the least, is auke of York. 

May . True, my good lord; I know you for no 
less. 

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my 
dukedom, 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But, when the fox hath once got in his nose. 
He’ll soon find means to make the body follow. 

(Aside.) 

Hast. Why, master mayor, whv stand you in a 
doubt? 

Open the gates, we are king Henry’s friends. 

May. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be 
open’d; [Exeunt from above. 

Glo. A wise stout captain, and persuaded soon \ 
Hast. The good old man would fain that all 
were well. 

So ’twere not ’long of him : but, being enter’d, 

I doubt not, f , but we shall soon persuade 
1 Both him, and ail his brothers, unto reason. 
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Re enter the Mayor , and two Aldermen , , 

K. Edw. So, master mayor: these gates must 
_ not be shut, 

But in the night, or in the time of war, 

VV hat! tear not, man, hut yield me up tiie keys ; 

For Edward will defend the town! andtaeT 
And all those friends that deign to follow' me. 
~Orum.FMf.er Montgomery, and Forces, marching. 

Glo Wher, this is sir John Montgomery, 

Our trusty friend, unless Ibe deceiv’d. 

K.Edia. Welcome, sir John] But why come 

vou m arms ? 3 


THIRD PART OF 


Act V, 


you m arms r 

Mont. To help king: Edward in Ms time of storm 
As every loyal subject ought to do. ’ 

"' lrf mwfo?ge k t’ £0 ° d Mon ‘S° mer y- But we 
Our title to the crown ; and only claim 

C Thp ' r G ° d pie n Se t0 send the rest 
Mont, i hen fare you well, for I will hence again • 

I came to serve a king, and not a duke.- ° ’ 

Drummer, strike up, and let us march awav. 

K ‘ ^ Sir 

B « vvt?f if the C r°7? recover’d. 

r<* af* v y, hdt ta lh you of debating v in few words 
Kf?' !" ot proclaim yourself our king! *’ 

1 11 leave jou to your fortune ; and be gone 
To keep them back, that come to succour you • 

, w ri s tl d r if r m pretend * titfe? * 

pmu’t, ? ' W ‘ ,erelbre staad ° a “ice 

A. E, An When we grow stronger, then we’ll 
, make our claim : 

^ ^ &5; 1 as ,br ,t!s 

J5 asari" 1 “• 

, S3 L!S'Z r “< • l *» i" i>«, 

C ° me> reflow-soJdier^ make then proclamation. 

frdlnJ; l iV J Eagland and Fran °*> andlZdof 

Byt,?i ch&S&to SS^I" 8 

i lL t ns !ir fdufd7hTptrthf“ ,jaun “ et) 
t n^^V^t M0 " tS0U ^-— 0 \ 

ive-ifr e hls car 1 

Vet^^^* (i ^ ei ^^ r ^ de ^ trsa ^® V Bff brothe^ ,emS l 

Vet, as we^rnay, we’ll meet bofh thee and War- ° 

the Palace,' 

totter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence M™ V 
War Wh T’ BXi ff R ’ ^ E 

^ss^ss&a^u., > 


' An n ! y ^ id , dy P eo P Ie to him. 

3t pfl’ a mii ev I ,n ? n ’ and beat h »« back again. 

Which £ htUe S ***>? trntlde ” ««t ! 

V\ inch, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. 

War - friencis VarWlCkShire 1 hav * true * h earte 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war: 

I hose will I muster up :— and thou, son Clarence 
Shalt stir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, * 
if * ,! ? lgh i s an d gentlemen to come with the 
I hou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 

, than AH ton ’ !1 , nd ,n Leicestershire, shait find 
a e V T n T lm d io ^ iear w Mit thou coimnand’st 
And t° ? brave Oxford, wondrous well beiov’d,* 
Jn Oxfordshire shait muster up thy friends.— 

f;UT 7WV W \ th ? he >ving citizens,- 
Like to his island, girt in with the ocean, 

° de f* D , ian \ circle , d with her nymphs,— 

zs\s s-,,,, _ 

l pX3X a .^,,Jf,! S ; ; 

tMiafess 

Mont. Comfort, my lord ! — and so l 

X ^’ Aad ***“? (K*fsinn Henry's hand.) I seal 
rr niy tiuth, and bid adieu. 

And '.H rf &Weet 0xford ’ au(1 ln y loving Montague, 
And aH at once, once more a happy farewell. 

TF*r. Farewell, sweet lords; 1 let's m/et ot Co- 

K H?n ry \-\ [Ex Tii ir T Clar ' 0x f- and 

r n ^. ere at the palace will 1 rest a while 
Cm sm of Lxeter, what thinks yonr lordship ’> * 

Sh! nld ks, /i he p ,°, wer that Ed ward hath in held 
Should not be able to encounter mine. ’ 

I he doubt is, that he will seduce the rest. 

me W " 0t feUr ' n ‘ y meed ln ^ 0i 
Nor'n^f°S s£< iI-Ti’ cl - ,nine ears to ^heir demands, 

M v mf v h L° 1 hei u s l ,lts wifh s!o w deIa 3's ; 

?} y l J1 f>hath been balm to heal their wounds 
My mildness hath allay’d theft- swei ng g S 
^ ry ’ d , the . ir water-flowing telrs: 

Hiave not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much onpress’d them with great subsidies 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err ’d • 
Jlien why should the? .' cl !, eir a ’ . 


vj~, T ri™ u mein wmi great subsidies 

Nor forward of revenge, tliongli they much err ’d • 

N^Evete Sh f r ,!d ,ove wart/ more than ni’e ? 

No Exeter these graces clmllenge grace : 

Tlm’lamb w-M 8 l '°" ,awns "t ,on tl,e lamb, 
the lamb will never cease to follow him. 

Exe Halk^hm k”’ A : La ™ a \ter ! A Lancaster ! 
^xe. tiark, haik, my lord ] what shouts are these 3 

Enter King Edward, Cluster, and Soldier*. ’ 

• helme, 00 the shame - fac ’' i Henry, bear him 

I vUf onc ?, a S»in proclaim ns king of England — 

1 Now st 0 Ds e t H 1 ’ - tl>at mafces SlSa11 broSks tolow ; 

Hence with him to the To'wer; lit him not ^eaV. 

And, , ordS) fowafeintTbend^Z^S- 

f pe , r ?"’P‘ or y Warwick now remains ' 

The s„n shlne , hot> and) ifwe use de , • 

Cold biting winter mars our hop’d -for hav 

And muVk I be ‘? es > before Ins (breesjoin, 

And take the great grown traitor unawares * 

Brave warnors, march amain towards Coventry. 

ACT V. . [Exemt 


_ Scene I. — Coventry. 

Enter, upon the walk, Warwick, the Manor of 
Coventry, iwo Mlssengers^d othe?* ° f 

^Oxford T 18 tbe P ° St dlat came Prom Taliaot 

H l'M-m h Rv C this, t , h k l0rd ' “ ine bonest fellow ? 

• Uv tfus a( Hunsmore. marching hitherward, 


mm 


SCENE 2. 


KING HENRY YL 


War. How far off is our brother Montague ? — 
Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

2 Mess • By this at Daintrv, with a puissant troop. 

Enter Sir John Somerville. 

War, Say, Somerville, what says my loving son ? 
And, by the guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Som. At Southam, I did leave, him with his forces, 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

{Drum heard.) 

War . Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 
Som . It is not his, mv lord ; here Southam lies ; 
The drum, your honour hears, marcheth from War- 
wick. [friends. 

War . Who should that be ? belike, unlook’d-for 
Som, They are at hand, and you shall quickly 
know. 

Drums , Enter King Edward, Gloster, and 
Forces , marching . 

K, Edw . Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a 
parle. 

Glo. See how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 
War, 0, unbid spite ! is sportful Edward come ? 
Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc’d, 
v hat we could hear no news of his repair ? 

K- Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city 
gates, 

Speak gently words, and humbly bend thy knee? — 
Call Edward— king, and at his hands beg mercy, 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. [hence, 
War, Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces 
Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down? — 
Cali Warwick — patron, and be penitent,^ 

And thou shalt still remain the duke of York. 

Glo, I thought, at least, he would have said — 
the king ; 

Or did he make the jest against his will ? _ 

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift ? 

Glo, Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give 
i’ll do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. ’Tvvas 1 that gave the kingdom to thy 
brother* [wick’s gilt. 

K. Edw. Why, then ’tis mine, if but by War- 
IFtfr. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight : 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ; 

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject. 

K. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s pri- 
soner ; 

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this,— 

What .is the body, when the head is off? 

Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten. 

The king was slily finger'd from the deck 1 
You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace, 

And, ten to one, you’ll meet him m the Tower. 

K. Edw . ’Tis even so ; yet you are Warwick still. 
Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down, 
kneel down: 

Nay, Wi'eu ? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide 
thy friend; 

This hand, fast wound about thy coabblack hair, 
Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut oft) 
Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood, — 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours . 

War. O cheerful colours! see, where Oxford 
comes ! 

Oxf m Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster ! 

( Oxford and his Forces enter the City.) 
Glo. The gates are open, let us* enter too. 

K. Ediv. So other foes may set upon our backs : 
ytand we in good array ; for they, no doubt, 
i'l ksue out again, ard bid us battle ; 
ot, tiie city being of vua 1 1 defe nee, 

'll qitftkiy rouse the Vaitors in the same. 


War. O , welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help. 
Enter Montague, with drum and colours 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

( He and his Forces enter the City,) 
Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy thk 
treason, 

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

K. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater victory 
My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest 

Enter Somerset, with drum and colours* 
Som, Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster 

[He and his Forces enter the City.) 
Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset* 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with drum and colours. 
War. And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps 
along, 

Of force enough to bid his brother battle , 

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails, 

More than the nature of a brother’s love ; — 

Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calls. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this 
means ? { Taking the red rose out of his cap 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 

I will not ruinate my father’s house, 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together, 
And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, W arwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 

To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother, and his lawful king? 

Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath : 

To keep that oath, were more impiety 

Than Jephtha’s, when he sacrific’d his daughter. 

I am so sorry for my trespass made, 

That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe; 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee, 

(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad), 
i To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

! Ana so, proud hearted Warwick, I cFefy thee. 

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. — 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends; 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults. 

Fori will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten timet 
more belov’d, 

Than if thou never haast deserv’d our hate, [like, 
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence; this is broiher- 
War O passing traitor, perjur’d, and unjust! 

K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town, ana fight? 

Or shall we beat the stones abont thine ears ? 

War. Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence. 

I will away towards Barnet presently. 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st, 

K. Edw. Yes, W arwick, Edward dares, and lead* 
the way : — 

Lords, to the field : Saint George, and victory ! 

[March. Exeunt 

Scene II. — A Field of Battle , near Barnet. 
Alarums , and Excursions. Enter King Edward, 
bringing in Warwick, wounded. 

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die 
our fear; 

For Wajwick was a bug, that fear’d us all^r- 
Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee. 

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. 

[Exit 

War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shews, 

My blood, my want of strength,’ my sick heart 
shews, 

That I must yield my body to the earth. 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe . 
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Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, , 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept; [tree. 
Whose top -branch overpeer'a Jove’s spreading 
And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s black 
veil. 

Have heen as piercing as the mid-day sun. 

To search the secret treasons of the worid: 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood, 

VV ere liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liv’d king, but I could dig his grave ? 

And who durst smile, when Warwick bent his brow? 
Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood ! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had. 

Even now forsake me; and, of all my lands. 

Is nothing left me, but my body’s length ! 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust? 
And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wertthouas we 
VV e might recover all our loss again ! [are, 

Ihe queen from France hath brought a puissant 
_ power; [fly! 

rrr now we heard the news : Ah, could’st thou 
War. Why, then I would cot fly.— Ah, Mon- 
tague, 

If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile! 

Ihou lov’st me not; for, brother, if thou didst, 

I hy tears would wash this cold congealed blood, 

1 hat glews my lips, and will not let me speak. 

Oome quickly Montague, or I am dead. [last; 

bom. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath’d his 
And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick, 

And said— Commend me to my valiant brother. 

And more he would have said ; and more he spoke, 
VV Inch sounded like a cannon in a vault, 
that might not be distinguish’d ; but, at last, 
i well might hear deliver’d with a groan, — 

O, farewell, Warwick ! 

7 Sweet rest to his soul I— 

t-ly, lords, and save yourselves; for Warwick bids 
X on all tare well, to meet again in heaven. (Dies.) 
Vxj. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great 
power! 

[.Exeunt, bearing off Warwick's body . 
Scene III. — Another part of the Field* 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, in triumph; with 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest . 

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward 
course, % 

And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory, 
j t> the midst of this bright shining day, 
rpffly a ." !a ck, suspicious, threat’ning cloud, 
liiat will encounter with our glorious sun, 

.are he attain his easeful western bed : 

I mean, my Jords —those powers, thatthe queen 
, iais d in Gallia, have arriv’d our coast. 

And as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Anri n A - I ! tl ®L Sale wiU ® oon disperse that cloud, 
And blow it to the source from whence it came : 
l liy very beams will dry those vapours up ; 

I'or eves-^ cloud engenders not a storm. 

enis valu’d thirty thousand strong, 
with Oxford, fled to her; 
to breathe, be well assur’d, 
be full as strong as ours. ( 

advertis’d by our loving friends, 
their course toward Tewksbury : 
u~n Y^ v , ,ng nov Y tb<s best at Barnet field, 

A straight, for willingness rids way : 

strength will be augmented 
;o along.— , 

cry— Courage! and away. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene TV.— Plains near Tewksbury. 

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edward 
Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and wai 
their loss, 

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 

What though the mast be now blown over-board, 

I he cable broke, the holding anchor lost, 

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood ? 

Yet lives our pilot still : Is’t meet, that he 
SJiould leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With tearful eyes add water to the sea, 

And give more strength to that which hath too much : 
Wbdes, m his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 
Which industry and courage might have sav’d?" 
a’ vir at a sbame * ab * what a fault were this ! 
bay, Warwick was our anchor; What of that? 
And Montague our top-mast ; What of him ? 

Our slaughter’d friends the tackles ; What of these ? 
Why^ is not Oxford here another anchor? 

-And Somerset another goodly mast? 

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 
And though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge? 

Vy e will not from the helm, to sit and weep ; [no, 
But keep our course, though the rough winds sax— 
From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck' 
As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair 
And what is Edward, but a ruthless sea ? 

What yiarence, but a quicksand of deceit? 

Richard, but a ragged fatal rock? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say, you can swim ; alas, ’tis but a while : 

1 read on the sand ; why, there you quickly sink ; 
Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off 
Or else you famish, that’s a threefold death 
*his speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

on CaS t SOme one you wou ^ % from us, 

Hiat there’s no hop’d- for mercy with the brothers, 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands, ami 
rocks. 

Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 

1 were childish weakness to lament, or fear. 

Frmce Methinks, a woman of this valiant spun 
onould, if a coward heard her speak these \v nrdu, 
Infuse his breast with magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms, 

I speak not this, as doubting any here ; 

For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 

I -He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

! Best, m our need, he might infect another, 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here, as God forbid ! 

Let him depart, before we need his help. 

Oxf. Women and children of so high a courage ! 
And warriors faint ! why, ’twere perpetual sham*.— 
U, breve young prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again m thee; Long may’st thou live, 

1 o bear his image, and renew bis glories ! 

Som. And he, that will not fight for such a hope 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 

« “ e be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset;— sweet Ox 
. thanks. fthing else 

Frmce. And take his thanks, that yet hath no 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess v Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand 
Heady to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

Oxf l thought no less ; it is his policy* 

1 o haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. > 

But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readiness. 

V- Mar. 1 his cheers my heart, to see your for 
wardness. [budge* 

Oxf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not 
March. Enter, at a distance, King Edward, 
Clarence, Gloster, and Forces. 

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands dbe 
thorny wood, .. 
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W inh, by the heavens’ assistance, and your strength, 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

1 need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For, well I wot, ye blaze to burn them cut : 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 

Q* Mar . Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I 
should say, 

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. [reign, 
Therefore, no more but this : — Henry, your sove- 
k prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d, 

His realm a slaughterhouse, his subjects slain. 

His statutes canceli’d, and his treasure spent; 

Arid yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil. 

You fight in justice : then, in God’s name, lords, 
Be^valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

[Exeunt both armies. 


Scene V, — Another part of the same. 
Alarums : Excursions : and afterwards a retreat. 
Then, enter King Edward, Clarence, Gloster, 
and Forces : with Queen Margaret, Oxford, 
and Somerset, prisoners . 

K. Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes’ castle straight : 

For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them speak. 
Oxf For my part, I’ll not trouble thee with 
words. [tune. 

Som . Nor I, but stoop with patience to my for- 
[Exeunt Oxford and Somerset , guarded. 
Q . Mar. So part we sadly in his troublous world, 
To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K. Ediv. Is proclamation made, — that, who finds 
Edward, * 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life? 

Glo. It is : and lo, where youthful Edward comes. 


Enter Soldiers , with Prince Edward. 

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him 
speak. 

What! can so young a thorn begin to prick? 

■ ; (ward, what satisfaction canst thou make, 

For hearing arms, for stirring up my subjects. 

And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious 
York! 

Suppose, that I am now my father’s mouth ; 
ihsign thy chair, and where I stand, kneel thou, 
Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou wouldsthave me answer to. 

Q. Mar. All, that thy father had been so re- 
solv’d! [coat, 

Glo. That you might still have worn the petti- 
And ne’er have stol’n the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let iEsop fable in a winter’s night ; 

His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Glo. By heaven, brat, I’ll plague you for that 
word. [men. 

Q * Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague to 
Glo. For God’s sake, take away this captive scold. 
Prince. Nay. take away this scolding crook-back 
rather. _ [tongue. 

If. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your 
filar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my duty, you are all undutiful: 
Lascivious Edward, — and thou perjur’d George, — 
And thou mis-shapen Dick, — I tell ye all, 

* am your better, traitors as ye are ■ 
and than usurp’st my father’s right and mine. 

K. Edw, Take that, the likeness of this railer here. 

( Stabs him .) 

Glo. Sprawl’st thou ? take that, to end thy agony. 

{Glo. stabs him.) 

Clar. And there’s for twitting me with perjury. 

{filar, stabs him.) 

Q. Mar. 0, kill me too ! 

Glo. Marry, and shall. (Offers to hill her.) 
K. Edw. flold. Richard, hold, for we have done 
too much. [words? 

Glo. VYhy should she live, to fill the world with 
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K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use means for 
her recovery, 

Glo. Clarence, excuse me tofhe king, my brother 
111 hence to London, on a serious matter * 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 
Clar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower, the Tower ! [Exit 

Q. Mar. 0, Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy mo 
ther, boy! 

Canst thou not speak ? — 0 traitors! murderers’— 
They, that stabb’d Caesar, shed no blood at all. 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

If this foul deed were by, to equal it.. 

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ; 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 

What’s worse than murderer, that I may name it? 
No, no; my heart will burst, an if I speak : — 

-And I will speak, That so my heart may burst. — 
Butchers ana villains, bloody cannibals! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d! 

You have no children, butchers ! if you had, 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up remorse 
But, if you ever chance to have a child. 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off, [prince ’ 
As, d^athsmen ! yon have rid this sweet young 
K. Edw. Away with her ; go, bear her hence 
perforce. [here ; 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch me 
Here sheath thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my death : 
What ! wilt thou not?— then, Clarence, do it thou. 
Clar. By heaven, I will hot do thee so much ea.se* 
Q. Mar . Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clarence, do 
thou do it. [doit? 

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear, T would not 
Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself; 
’Twas sin before, but now ’tis charity. 

What! wilt thou not? where is that devil’s butcher. 
Hard-favour’d Richard? Richard, where art thou/ 
Thou art not here : Murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er put’st back. 

K. Edw. Away, Isay ; I charge ye, bear her hence. 
Q. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this 
prince ! [Exit, led out forcibly* 

K. Edw. Where’s Richard gone? 

Clar. To London, all in post: and, as I guess. 

To make a bloody supper in the Tower. . 

K. Ediu. He’s sudden, ifa thing comes in his head. 
Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares; 

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exeunt 

Scene VI. — London. A Room in the Tower. 
King Henry is discovered sitting with a booh in 
his hand, the Lieutenant attending. Enter 
Gloster. 

Glo. Good day, my lord! What, at your book 
so hard? [say rather; 

K. Hen. Ay, my good lord : My lord, I should 
’Tis sin to flatter, good was little better : 

Good Gloster, and good devil, ^ were alike. 

And both preposterous; therefore, not good lord. 
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must con- 
fer. [Exit Lieutenant 

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the 
wolf: 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 
And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act ? 

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. t 
K. Hen . The bird, that hath been limed in a bu»bj 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush : 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 

Have now the fatal object in my eye, [kill’d 

Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught, and 
Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete 
That taught his son the office of a fowl ? 

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown’d, 
i K. Hen . I, Daedalus; my poor boy, learns; 
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Thy father, Minos, that denied onr course ; 

The sun, that sear’d the wings of my sweet boy, 
Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea, 

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ! 

My breast can better brook, thy daggers point, 
Than can my ears that tragic history. — 

But wherefore dost thou come ? is ’t for my life ?■ 
Glo. Thmk’st thou, I am an executioner? 

K. Hen . A persecutor, I am sure, thou art; 

If murdering innocents be executing, 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy son I kill’d for his presumption. 

K. Hen . Hadst thou been killed, when first thou 
didst presume, 

Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine. 

And thus I prophecy,— that many a thousand, 
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear ; 

A d many an old man’s sigh, and many a widow’s, 
And many an orphan’s water-standing eye,— 

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands’ fate, 
And orphans for their parents’ timeless death, — 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou was fc born. 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign; 

The night-crow cried ? aboding luckless time ; 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests sliook down 
trees ; 

The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top, 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain. 

And yet brought forth less than a mother’s hope ; 
To wit,— an indigest deformed lump, 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast born, 
To signify,— thou cam’st to bite the world : 

And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 

Thou cam’st — 

Glo. I’ll hear no more;— Die, prophet, in thy 
speech; {Stubs him.) 

for this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d. [this, 
AT- Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after 
O God ! forgive mv sins, and pardon thee ! (Dies.) 

Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
bmk in the ground? I thought it would have 
mounted. 

See, how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death ! 

O, may such purple tears be always shed 

from those that wish the doWnfal of our house J 


- v* yui UUU3C J 

It any spark of life be yeif remaining, 

Down, down to hell ; and say— I sent thee thither, 

i ilu : mi m 7 (Stabs him again.) 
1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.— 

Indeed, ’tis true, that Henry told me of; 

F#r I have often heard my mother say, 

I came into the world with my legs forward : 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

And seek their ruin that usurp’d our right? 

The midwife wonder’d ; and the women cried, 

C/, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth? 

And so I was ; which plainly signified— 

Ihat I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

I hen, since the heavens have shap’d my body so, 
hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, lam like no brother: 

And this word-love which greybeards call divine, j 
x>e resident m rnen like one another. 

And not in me ; I am myself alone. — 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep’st me from the light; 
But 1 will sort a pitchy day for thee ; 


For I will buz abroad such prophecies, 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life; 

And then, to purge his fear, I’ll be thy death, 
king Henry, and the prince his sen, are gone : 
Clarence, tiiy turn is next, and then the rest; 
Counting myself but bad, till I be best.— 

I’ll throw thy body in another room. 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [Exit. 

Scene VII. — The same. A Room in the Palace . 
King Edward is discovered sitting on his throne • 
Queen Elizabeth with the infant Prince 
Clarence, Gloster, Hastings, and others' 
t near him . 

IC Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal 
throne, 

J^-purchas’d with the blood of enemies. 

What va.iant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn, 
r £. ave We mow’d down, in tops of all their pride ? 

I hree dukes of Somerset, threefold renow n’d 
b or hardy and undoubted champions : 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the son: 

And two Northumberlands; two braver men 

?P urr * d Hieir coursers at the trumpet’s sound : 
With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and 
Montague, 

That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion, 
rn? d i e tIie iorest trem ble when they roar’d. 

[ bus have we swept suspicion from our seat. 

And made our footstool of security.— 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss mv boy : 

> oung^ Ned, for thee, thine uncles ana myself 
x*? ve i ln n 0ur / trm . onrs watch’d the winter’s night; 
Went all a- foot m sumtner’s scalding heat, 

I Hat thou might’st repossess tiie crown in peace ; 
A «d of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

CYo. ril blast his harvest, if your head were laid ; 
b or yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

I his shoulder was ordain’d so thick, to heave * 

And heave it shall some weight, or break zny 
back •— 

Work thou the way,— and <! on shalt execute. 

K. Edw. Clarence, qnd Gloster, love myfovdv 
queen; J 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

Liar. Hie duty, that I owe unto your majesty, 

1 ap , on tb ? b P s of this sweet babe. J * 

K. Edw. I hanks, noble Clarence: worthy bro- 
ther, thanks, knrnncr’of 

Glo. And that I love the tree from whence til ou 
Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit;— 

I o say the truth, so J udas kiss’d his master ; \ 

And cried-all hail! when as he meant- 1 Aside. 
all harm. j 

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights, 
Hatiug ™y country’s peace, and brothers’ loves. 

Uar. What will your grace have done with Mar- 
garet ? 

Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

j?$ er ^A Ve ^ e y sen * ^ ** or ber ransom®. 

A - p’ ra ^' e vay with her - »»d waft her hence to 

but that ^ spend ft® time 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows, 
buch as befit the pleasures of the court? — 

$, oan , d > rT an< ^ trumpets ’—farewell, soar annoy! 

* or h * re > 1 ho P e > b egms onr lasting joy. [Exeunt. 
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Thi* Is one of the most celebrated of our author’s performances ; yet I know not whether if has not happened to him 
ts to others, to be praised most, when praise is not most deserved. That this play has scenes noble in themselves, and 
very well contrived to strike in the exhibition, cannot be denied. But some parts are trilling, others shocking, and some 
improbable. Johnson. 
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Scene I, — London. A Street. 

Enter Gloster, 

Glo. Now is the winter of onr discontent 
Made glorious summer by this stm of York ; 

And all the clouds, that lowr d upon our house, 

Ln the deep bosom of the ocean bnry’d. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alaruma chang’d to merry meetings. 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front; 
And noiv, — instead of mounting barbed steeds, 

To 1 right the souls of fearful adversaries, — 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.^ 

But I, — that am not shap’d for sportive tricks. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

1, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty. 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 
l, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature. 
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
'Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ; — 

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time ; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun. 

And descant on mine own deformity; 

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, — 
i am determined to prove a villain. 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days., 

Blots have I laid, inductions dangerous. 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams. 

To set my brother Clarence, and the king, 
lu deadly hate the one against the other; 

And, if king Edward be as true and just. 

As l am subtle, false, and treacherous, 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up; 
About a prophecy, which says — that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. [comes. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul] here Clarence 

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury. 
Brother, good day : What means this armed guard, 


[ That waits upon your grace ? 

| Clar . His majesty. 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause ? 

Clar. Because my name is — George, 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers ; — 

O, belike, his majesty hath some intent, 

That you shall be new christen'd in the Tower. 

But what’s the matter, Clarence? may I know? 

Clar . Yea, Richard, when 1 know; for, I protest* 
As yet I do not ; But, as I can learn, 

He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams : 

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, • 

And says — a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be; 

And, for my name of George begins with G. 

It follows in his thought, that I am he : 

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these, 

Have mov’d his highness to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is,, when men are rul’d by v»» 
men; — 

’Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower; 

My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’tis she. 

That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there, 

That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower; 
From whence this present day he is deliver’d? 

We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, l think, there is no man secure, 
But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralda 
That trudge betvvixt the king and Mistress Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery? 

Glo . Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got: my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I’ll tell yon what, — I think, it is our way, 

If we will keep in favour with the king, 

To be her men, and wear her livery : • 

The jealous o’er-worn widow, and herself, 

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Bralc. I beseech your graces both to pardon me { 
His majesty hath straitly given in. charge, 

1 li d no man shall have private conference. 

Of what degree soever, with his broth ei. 


KING KICHAKD III. 



Ipilliiilii! 


Glo. Even so f an please your ‘worship, Braken- 
Yon may partake of any thing we say : [bury, 

y e speak no treason, man We say, the king 
JJ wise, and virtuous; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years; fair and not jealous: — 

We say, that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, 

A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 

And the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say you, sir ? can you deny all this ? 

Brah. With this, my lord, myself have naught 
to do. 13 

Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore? I tell 
thee, fellow, 

He that doth naught with her, excepting- one. 

Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brah What one, my lord ? 

Glo. Her husband, knave :—Would’st thou be- 

R , rl yme? t [withal, 

Vrah I beseech your grace to pardon me: and 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Uar, We know thy charge, Brakeubury » and will 
obey. 

Glo. We are the queen’s abjects, and must obey. 
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king : ■ 

And whatsoe’er you will employ me in,— 

Were it, to call king Edward’s widow— sister,— 
MviII perform it to enfranchise you. 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood, 

1 ouches me deeper than you can imagine, 
r./ ur k S ow [t P leasetil wither of us well. 

T xdlMJi; 5 y ° Ur lra P ris ?. nm r e nt shall not be long : 
i will deliver you, or else he for you : 6 

Mean time, have patience. 

Clar \V* 0 * m i rai \ st P 7 erforce ; farewell. 

\Kxeunt Clarence, Brahenbury and guard . 
Glo, Go, tread the path that thou sLdt ne’er re- 
turn, 

Simple, plain Clarence !— I do love thee so, 

I hat I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If heaven will take the present at our hamk 
•But who comes here ? the new deliver’d Hastings ? 

Enter Hastings. 

Good time of day unto my gracious lord 1 
Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 

Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath yonr lordship brook’d imprisonment ? 

H L nmtt? Patlence ’ aobIe )ord > as Prisoners 

my lor r’ t0 P ve them ‘hanks, 

1 nr m ‘S 16 ?? use °f ™y imprisonment. rf 00 • 

Pn?th»^ , (i d t nbt ’ n ° doabt; and so sha *l Clarence ' 
r or they, that were your enemies, are his, 

Aud have prevail'd as much on him, as you. ] 

wSites^l S ,b'Z be “^’d, 


Is— to become her husband, and her fa&sr ’ 

1 he which will I: not all so much for We. 

As for another secret close intrnt, 

By marrying her,, which I moa*. reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market : 

Clarence still breathes; Edward still live*. and 
reigns ; ^ 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. 

Scene II.— The same. Another Street I 
Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, bomi 
tn an open coffin. Gentlemen hearing halberds, 
to guard it ; and Lady Anne as mourner. 

Anne, Set down, set down your honourable load,— 
ii n M n ? u r r ma y. be shrouded in a hearse. 

Whilst I a while obsequiously lament 
I he untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.— 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood! 

Be it lawful that I mvocate thy ghost 
? ear i he lamentations of poor Anne, 
ts y Edward, to thy slaughter <f son . 
btabb d by the self-same hand that made these 
wounds I 

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life. 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : 

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 

Lursed the heart, that had the heart to do it f 
Cursed the bipod that let this blood from hence ! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
lhat makes us wretched by the death of time. 

1 ban I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Ur any creeping yenom’d thing that lives? * 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

1 rodigious, and untimely brought to light. 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 
May fright the hopeful mother at the view: 

And that be heir to his unhappiness 1 * 

If ever he have wife, let her be made ! 

More miserable by the death of him, 

I han I am made by my young lord, and thee !— 

X Chertsey pvith , your holy load. 


» ir . \ v . u IHUCU on nim, as you, 

that , the ea § le should be mew’ll 
, ”/ e and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? \ 

TulV*' - n 1T s 80 bad abr °ad, as this at home •- 

And hl« S ‘if S ‘ ck y ’ '/ eak J . and melancholy ’ 
And his physicians tear him mightily. 

O h.fj'i’ h l Saint .P®? 1 * ‘ h!s a «w a is bad indeed. 
<J, he that kept an evil diet long, a " 

4’?.. 0 J e '" nl “° h co ? s ? m ’ d his royal person: 

VV \ ? ne . vo ' ,s to be thought upon. 

Y> nafc, is he in hi* bed ? * 

Hast* He is. 

Gio. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

Tinr^n 0t 1 h ? p ? ’ and must 
r i^fa rge b t- P \ ck d ™ th Posthorse up to heaven 
U7*n?V f ur S® bls hatred more to Clarence 

st< ;el’d with weighty arguments* 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent 1 

Uarence hath not another day to live ; 

Which done, God take king Edward to his mpmv 
Andje^ye the world for me to bustle m ' y> 

tHSSHSSp 


— “y “ \y J uu ng iorci, and tfcee !— 

fe ?° w > teward Chertsey with your holy load, 
a j 1 2S m Eaul s te be interred there : 

And, still as you are weary of the weight, 

R %J°VZ nleS } araen 4 in g Henry’s corse. 

[The bearers take up the corpse , and advance. 
i Enter Gloster. 

Gl °' S d a own OU, that bCar the C0^Se, and set h 
Anne. What black magician conjures urflthhs 
To st °P <?e voted charitable deeds? J P 1 
T»ii ‘tei ns > set down the corse ; or, by St Paul 
1 7? ke i \? r8e of hlm teat disobeys. ’ 

1 ^ pass 7 . l0rd ' Stand backj and Iet the coffi * 
Glo. Unmanner’d dog! stand thou when I^om- 
Advance % halberd higher than my breast, 

Oi by Saint Pau , 1 11 strike thee to my foot, 

And spurn upon tnee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

rx-rj , i i/ie bearers set dozen the coffin.) 

Alas I d ° y °? r embIe ? are y° u a11 afj rmd ? 

f tef » 1 hlame you not, for you are mortal. 

And mortal eves cannot endure the devil — 

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell! 
h 1 ° wi St bat p0W€r , 0ver his mortal body. 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell. 

If dd it C r” S C ^ S ’. a '- ld dee P *Laui. 

ii tnou delight to view thy heinous deeds 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries*!?’ 
o’5„ e f' e ! nen ’ ■«» see 1 dead Henry’s wounds 
bS mouths, and bleed afresh !— 

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity; 

FW,?/ pr l Se " C f tha -‘ exhala * riiisU^ 

b om coId and em P t y veins, where no o.ood dwells ; 




Scene 2. 
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Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.-* 

O Gad, which this blood mad’si, re venge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his 
death ! % [dead, 

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick; 

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood, 
Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered! 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

A nne. Villain, thou know’st no law of God nor man ; 
No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast. 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth! 
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry. — 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave. 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffused infection of a man, 

For these known evils, but to give me leave, 

Bv circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. [have 
Glo . Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. [make 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glo. By such despair, ! should accuse myself. 
Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand ex- 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, [cus’d ; 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I slew them not V 
Anne. Why then, they are not dead : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill yonr husband. 

Anne. VVhy, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward’s hand. 
Anne. In thy soul’s throat thou liest; queen Mar- 
garet saw 

Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood ; 

The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo . I was provoked by her slanderous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders, 
r Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 

Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, God 
grant me too, 

Thou may’st be damned for that wicked deed ! 

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. [him. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath 
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never 
come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him 
thither; 

For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear w? 
name it 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber where tiiott best * 
Glo. So will it, madam, till 1 lie with you. 

Anne. I hope so. 

Glo. 1 know so. — But, gentle lady Anne, — 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 

And fall somewhat into a slower method ; — 

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Piantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner ? [effect. 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs’d 
Glo . Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, 

To undertake the death of all the world. 

So I might live one hour in vour sweet bosom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Thsse nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
G/ip; These eyes could not endure that beauty s 
wreck, 


You should not blemish it, if I sioo&hy: 

As all the world is cheered by the sun, 

So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Aiine. Black night o’ershade thy day, and death 
thy life! 

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng’d on thee. 
Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 

To be peveng’d on him that kill’d my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. [earth 
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he could. 
Anne. Name him. 

Glo. Plantagenet. 

Anne . Why, that was he 

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better nature. 
Anne. Where is be ? 

Glo. Here : ( She spits at him.) Why 

dost thou spit at me? 

Anne. ’Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake! 
Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sight! thou dost infect miue eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 
Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee 
dead! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once ; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt- tears, 
Sham’d their aspects with store of childish drops: 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear,— 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept. 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 

When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the sad story of my* father’s death ; 

And twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep, 
That all the standers-by had wet then* t heeka. 

Like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time. 

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear : 

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale. 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 

I never su’d to friend, nor enemy ,* 

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee. 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak. [She looks scornfully at him.) 
Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made, 

For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast. 

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke. 

And humbly beg tlm death upon my knee. 

(He lays his breast open ; she offers at it 
with his sword.) 

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill king Henry;— 

But ’twas th'y beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now despatch ; ’twas I that stabb’d young Ed* 
ward : — (She again offers at his breast .) 
But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

(She lets fall the sword.) 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy death 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and l will do it 
Anne. I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word. 

This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

Anne. I would. I knew thy heart. 

Glo. ”f is figur’d in my tongue. 

Anne, i fear me, both are false. 
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„? l °- Then man 

was never true, 

Anne, Well, well, put up your sword, 

G/o. Say then, my peace is made, 

Anne . That shall you know 

Hereafter. 

Glo, But shall T live in hope? 

_ Anne . All men, 

i hope, live so. 

Glo . Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne , T o take, is not to give. 

... {She puts on the ring,) 
_ Glo. Book, how tins ring encompasseth thy linger. 
Even so thy breast encloseth rny poor heart; I 

a °* tliem » ior bat h of them are thine. 


a j 'r i. mem aic u*iue. 

Ana if thy poor devoted servant maw 
jout beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

’1 hou dost confirm his happiness lor ever, 

Anne, What is it ? 

G/o. That it may please you leave these sad 
designs 

lo him that hath more cause to he a mourner, 

A nd presently repair to Crosby-place ; 

Where — after I have solemnly interr’d. 

At Chertsey monastery, this noble king. 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,— 

I w ill with all expedient duty see you: 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 

Brant me this boon, 

Anne, With all my heart ; and much it joys me too, 
lo see you are, become so penitent. — 

Iressef, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. ’Tis more than you deserve * 

15ut, since you tench me how to flatter you 
Imagine I have said farewell already, 
n t Lady Anne , Tressel, and Berkley, 

trio. I ake up the corse, sirs. 
w ni \y ± __ T r ^ owa ‘'ds Chertsey, noble lord ? 

K G L °' - No * . to W hite-Fjiars ; there attend my 
coming. [Exeimt the rest, with the corse. 
V* as ever woman in this humour woo’d ? 

JVas ever woman in this humour won ? 
i b . h ^ e T he B— but I will not keep her long. 

What I I, that kill’d her husband, and his father, 
tir-S- ber J . n “ er beart ’ s extrernest hate ; 
rnY i.T Cllr f. es m I)er 1I)outb » tears in her eyes, 
bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

With God, her conscience, and these bars against 
me. 

And I no friends to back my suit withal, 

But the plaim devil, and dissembling looks, 

}’ e t to win her, — all the world to nothing 1 ! 

§f iil she forgot already that brave prince, 
advvard, her lord, whom I some three months since, 
»tabb d in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A. sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, — ' 
ri-am d in the prodigality of nature, 

l oung, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal 

1 he spacious world cannot again aftord : * 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me, 
f bat cropp’d tiie golden prime of this sweet prince. 
Amt made her widow to a woful bed? ; 

Un me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety? 

Un nip, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus * , * J 
W dukedom to a beggarly denier, * < 

I do mistake my person all this while : ] 

C non my life, she finds, although I cannot. J 

niyseli to be a marvellous proper man. 

1,1 , be a * charges for a looking-glass : 

And entertain a score or two of tailors, } 

i o study fashions to adorn my body : ( 

*mce I am crept in favour with myself, j 

i will maintain it with some little cost. A 

out, first, I’ll turn yon fellow in his grave : ( 

And then return lamenting to my love.— i I 

Mure out, fair sun, till 1 have bought a glass, I 

I nut t may see my shadow as I pass. [ Exit 


Scene UT.—The same . A Boom in ike Palace . 
Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Biters, and Lord 
Grey. 

jw Riv. Have patience, madam; theres no doubt, 
his majesty 

\Vill soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse : 
t herefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort, 
^ le * er b5s £ race with quick and merry words • 
Q. Ehz.lt he were dead, what would betide of me? 
7») Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 

tr t Q. Eliz.’Vhe loss of such a lord includes all harms 

Greg. The heavens have bless’d you with a goodly 
son, 

comforter, when he is gone. 

Q. Elis. Ah, he is young ; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Cluster, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
id Riv. Is it concluded, he shall he protector? 

Q. Elis, It is determin’d, not concluded yet : 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry* 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Gre?j. Here come the lords of Buckingham ami 
Stanley. 

Buck. Good time of day hnto your royal grace ! 
titan. God make your majesty joyful as you have 
been ! 

o, Q . Elis. The countess Richmond, good my lord 
of Stanley, 

To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen, 
i et, Stanley, notwithstanding she’s your wife, 

> ■ And loves not me, be yon, good lord, assur’d, 

1 hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

' mL beseecb you, either not believe 

y, I he envious slanders of her false accusers ; 

Or, it she be accus’d on true report, 

? bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
y A’ rom wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

?. Q. Ehz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord cf 
Stanley ? , 

Stan . But now, the duke of Buckingham, and 1, 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. LHz.\\ hat likelihood of his amendment, lords ? 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks 
t cheerfully. £with him ** 

Q. Elis . God grant him health ! Did you confer 
t Buck. Ay, madam : he desired to make atone mem 
between the duke ol Gloster and your brothers. 

And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 

And sen t to warn them to his royal presence. 

Q.Elis. ’Would all were well!— But that will 
never be; 

I fear, our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it •- 
thc 'y* that complain unto the king, 
f,™ forsooth, am stern, and love them not ? 

5*? i ]?» . a ’ the y.H» ve bis ? race b “t lightly 
that fill ms ears with such dissenfcious rumonrs. 
Because i cannot flatter, and speak fair, 
ftmule in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 

Uuck with french nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm. 

But thus his simple truth must be abus’d 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? [grace? 

i o whom in all this presence speaks your 
w , • , * 0 that hast nor honesty, nor grau v . 
When have I injur’d thee ? when done thee wrong?— 

Ur thee .—or thee ? — or any of your faction ? 

A piague upon you all 1 His royal grace,— 

Whom God preserve better than you would wish I— 
Uannot be quiet scarce a breathing- while, 

troubIe hitn w ith lewd complaints. 

V- Ehz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake tiu 
, , matter: ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

I he king, of his own royal disposition, 
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And not provok’d by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 

That in your outward action shews itself. 

Against my children, brothers, and myself, 

Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it 
Glo. 1 cannot tell ; — The world is grown so bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman. 

There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Elis. C ome, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloster ; ' ^ 

You envy my advancement, and my friends ; 

Gnd grant, we never may have need of you I [you : 
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of 
ur brother is imprison'd by your means, 
yseif disgrac’d, and the nobility 
Id in contempt; while great promotions 
e daily given, to ennoble those {ble. 

hat scarce, some two days since, were worth a no- 
Q. Elis, By Him, that rais’d me to this careful 
height 

Prom that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earnest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shameful injury, 

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the cause 
Of my lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 

Riv. She may, my lord; for-— [not so? 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers? — why, who knows 
She may do more, sir, than denying that: 

She may help you to many lair preferments; 

And then deny her aiding hand therein. 

And lay those” honours on your high desert. 

What may she not? She may, -ay, marry, may she, — 
Riu. What, marry, may she ? 

Glo. What marry, may she? marry with a king, 
A batohelcr, a handsome stripling too : 

1 wis, your grandam had a worser match. 

Q. Elis. My lord of Gloster, I have too long borne 
Your blunt u pbraidings, and your bitter scoffs : 

By heaven, 1 will acquaint his majesty, 

Of those gross taunts l often have endur’d. 

I had rather be a country servant-maid, 

Than a great queen, with this condition — 

To be so baited, scorn’d, and storm’d at : 

Small joy have I in being England’s queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret, behind. 

Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, God, I be- 
seech thee ! 

Thv honour, state, and seat, is due to me. [king ? 

Glo. What? threat you me with telling of the 
Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said 
I will avouch, in presence of the king '. 

I dare adventure to be sent to the ’Power. 

Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too well : 
Thou kill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal re warder of his friends; 

To myalise his blood, 1 spilt mine own. [thine. 
Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his, or 
Glo. In all which time, you, and .your husband 
Grey, 

Were factious for the house of Lancaster ; — 

And, Rivers, so were you : — Was not your husbaud 
In Margarets battle at Saint Albans slain? 

Let me put in your minds, if you fcrget, 

What you have been ere now, and what you are ; 
Withal, what I have been, and what l am. 

Q Mar. A murd’rous villain, and so still thou art. 
Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father W ar* 
wick^ 

Af» auad forswore himself, — Which Jesu pardon !-v 


Q. Mar. Which God revenge ! 

Glo. To fight on Edward s party, for the crown ; 
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up : 

I would to God, my heart were flint like Edward’*, 
Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine ; 

I am too childish-foolish for this world. [world, 
Q, Mar. Hie thee to hell fo,r shame, and leave thi 
" hou cacodmmon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days. 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies, 

We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king ; 

So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be? — I had rather be a pedlar: 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof I 
Q. Elis As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country’s king ; ■ 

As little joy you may suppose in me. 

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient. — ( Advancing V 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
in sharing that which you have pill’d, from me ; 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 

If not, that, I being' queen, you bow like subjects; 
Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake like rebels?— 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! [my sight ? 
Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak’st thou in 
Q. Mar . But repetition of what thou hast marr’d ; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death? 
Q. Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain in ba- 
nishment, 

Than death can yield me here by my abode. 

A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me, — 

And thou, a kingdom ; — all of you, allegiance : 

This sorrow that I have, by right is you rs ; 

And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee,— 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with- 
paper,- 

And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eye.® , 
And then, to dry them, gav’st the duke n clout, 
Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc’d against thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed. 

Q. Elis. So just is God, to right the innocent. 
Hast. 0, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that babe, 
And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was re- 
ported. 

Dors. No man but prophesied revenge tor it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see 
it. ^ [came, 

Q. Mar. What! were you snarling all, before I- 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heavcn, 
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death. 
Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment, 

Could all but answer for that peevish brat* 

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven-?— 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
curses ! 

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king. 

As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 

Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales,, 

For Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales, 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence 1 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 

Long may’st thou live, to wail thy children’s loas^ 
And see another; as I see thee now. 

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine l 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after many lengthen’d hours of grief. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen !— 
Rivers,— and Dorset, — you were standers by, — 
And ho wast thou, lord Hastings, — when ray son* 
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Was $tabb’d with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him, 

A B3£ nonp. AT vnn moir llvi/a 


Act I 


n » “7 « "w-uiuou y uuggers; ^oa, » pray mm, 

i Hat none of you may live your natural age, 

Ku * ky ?? rne un l°°k ,( J accident cat off! [hag. 

X *V* ave done % charm > thou hateful wither’d 
V* Mar . And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou 
shalt hear me. 

If heaven have anv grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
a l efc ^ ee P tiJ * thjr sins be ripe. 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace f 
i he worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy souU 
I hy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st, 

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends 1 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unless it be while some tormenting dream 

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils 1 

Thou elvish -mark’d, abortive, rooting hog l 

wl U was ^ in thy nativity 

Ihe slave of nature, and the son of hell l 

I hou slander of thy mother’s heavv xvomh t i 


i non rag oi Honour I thou detested— 

Glo. Margaret. 

Q. Mar. Richard l 
Glo. Ha ? 

9) I call thee not. 

t , 7;, 1 C P' ^ee mercy then ; for I did think. 

That thou had st call’d me all these bitter names. 
a WHy.so * W ; ^ ut Io °k’d for no reply. 

U, let, me make the period to my curse. 

a rv- fn, ne b y rae f an( * entJs in — Margaret. 

V Mls ' . lh ! ,s have you breath’d your curse 
against yourself. 

^ ^^fo rtune* ! ^ ainted qaeen > va5n Nourish of my 

Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider. 
Whose deadly web eusnareth thee about? 

*ooI fool ! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. 

Ihe day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 

pf c T e J his P° is,noas hunch-back’d toad. 

W to thv harm d ^ WOman ’ ^ ^ frantic CU1 ^ ; 
J^esr, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

Mar . ronl shame upon you! you have all 
mov’d mine. 

Riv - J u °" we11 se ‘v’d, you would be taught 

serve ,ne well, y o « all should do me 

jTt ™ e to ^yo’U’ qaeen, and you my subjects : 

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. 

n°M Dl S ute not with her > shft is ^natic. 7 
V* Mar. reace. master marquis, you are malapert * 
Your hre-new stamp of honour is’ scarce current : 

O, that your young nobility could judge, 

©(S ‘° J°« i‘. and be miserable ! [them ; 

mZU" ’ mmy; learn ‘h learn it, 

Glo ll t0 ^t S y °l’ mY !ord b as nwch as »>e. 

Our aie^v f ut 1 was born so 

a U j a J e !7 bUi i«?th m the cedar’s top, rhvK 

0 S e iri t the f L vin<1 ’ andsc ?™ s the s »°- ’ 

yrM Mar - An “ turns the sun to shade alas I alas'— 

Whose 8 bS° n, r? i - n shade ■« 

W hose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 

Hath in eternal darkness folded up, 7 ; 

Your aiery bmldeth in our aiery’s nest*— J 

0 Go d 9 that see’st it, do not suffer it * 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so + 

Q U m£* r? e ’ pea ^’ for f hme > if not for charity, ‘ 
V* Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to m, . 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt! ' 5 , 

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d. I 
My chanty » outrage, life my shame,- \ 

AG Rj^ my M Sham i stllI L Ilve m y sorrow’s rage ! f 

Such. Have done, have done. ^ V J 


n Ur nave aone. 

In£gnoTie^r a C n e ^^\” h ;“ isS ^ haad . 


T(,7i air be f aI ftee > ? nd th y n °ble booM : 

I hy garments are not spotted with our Mrtnrf 
» -^^/bonwitldn the compass ofmycurse^ 

ion The VinaOrth n ° ?, ne , b er ®> for curses never pas* 

6 w™ ft r b n Se ‘‘“‘breathe them in the air. 

A Mar* 1 11 not believe but they ascend the 
And there awake God’s gentle-sljeping peace T ’ 
O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog f 1 
Rook, when he tawns, he bites ; and, when he bites 
His \enom tooth will rankle to the death • 

S ave , n0 ‘ ,‘° d “ with him, beware of him : 

Andlflf rtf ? “ d - h ® ’ l,ave ®et their marks on him ; 

r/.Unf 1 * F!’ st r s a “ end on h'm. 

Buck" Notify ti'YF’ my i ? rd of B«ckingham ? 
Q Mar Whaf ( “ f( , if Spect ’ my S radoi » 

V counsef? “ ^ th °" scorn me for my geml 

O nd bnr‘ h m fh \ de ^-‘ ha ‘ I , warn thee from? 

U, but remember this another day, 

S e s n at e n ha M piit ‘by ver y heart with sorrow 
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess — 

And* he to vo y ° a <h j his hate, ’ 

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s 1 r Frit 

Hast. My Mr doth staid on end to heifS 
RiV - ^ ; n b d er aa doth mi “f i I mnse, why she’s at 

O B/,V t f ’ tha ‘ J , have done to her. 

Qlo vU 1 n T r dld n e I a ”y> ‘° ®y knowledge, 
e r .AT, * f ‘ 7°“ lj ave a H the vantage of her wroor 
e I was too hot o do some body good, £ * 

That is too cold in thinking of ft now 
Y Marry as for Clarence, hi is well reoaid • 

God 3 Da?dn '^fh P ‘°/ a ‘ tin ff for his pains 
ftiv A v! * hem *b°t are the cause thereof! 

Tn r and a christiandifee conclusion 

G% y Sod , h r ” tha !. have done reath to us. ’ 

■ For fcft d i Ter - b««g well advis’d 
; F ° r ldd 1 cms d n °w, I had curs’d myself. (Aside.) 

Enter Catesby. 

Gates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you — 

: 0 Ed° n cr^-r d y°“> m y ” 0 ble loX” 

e wifht:? y ’ 1 come; - Lords ’ wili y- go 
Biv. Madam, we will attend upon vonr grace. 

T .f a - I Jo the wrong, anfebe^f tot^T'"- 
Theaecretm.sch.eft that I set abroach, 

I lay unto the gnevous charge of others! 

I dnhp 06 ’ - "? 0 ™ d ’ indeed > h a ' e laid in darkne ss - 
t do beweep to many simple galls : ’ 

And'tefl’ th°pm t:in >r' V ’if daSt,n “ s ’ H“ c hingham ; 

That^ stir^ faS th f T'een and her allies 
Now u u’ 1 " 5 ?gamst the dnke my broker. 

Jtew they be heve it; and withal whet me 

on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: 

Tell them S *f J p‘ d l 7. ,b a pl e °e of scripture. 

And iu r God blds " s do good for evil- 
1 fi° the n my ”? led villany 
W,th old odd ends, stol’n forth of holy writ- 
And seem a samt, when most I play , be devil. 

Enter two Murderers * 

But soft, here come my executioners.— 

How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates ? 

3ad don in the execution," 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead - 
For Clarence is well spoken, and, ierhans 
May move vonr ^ ’ P erna P.s, . 
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We go tCMise our bauds, and not our tongues. 

Glo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools’ eyes 
drop tears : 

I like you, lads; — about your business straight. 

Go, go, despatch. 

1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt. 
(Scene IV. — The same. A Boom in the Tower . 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ? 
Clar v 0,1 have pass'd a miserable night, 

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,’ 

That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spend another such a night, 

Though ’t were to buy a world of happy days ; 

So full of dismal terror was the time. 

Brak . What was your dream, my lord ? 1 pray 
you, tell me. (Tower, 

Clar. Methought, that 1 had broken from the 
And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ; 

And, in my company, my brother Gloster: 

Who from ray cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the hatches ; thence we look’d toward England, 

And cited up a thousand heavy times, 

During the wars of York and Lancaster, 

That had befall’n us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 

Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling, 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

0 Lord I methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks; 

A thousand men, that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and, in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As ’twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 

That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep. 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter'd by. 

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Methought, I had ; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand’ringair; 

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak. Awak’d you not with this sore agony ? 
Clar. 0 no, my dream was lengthen’d alter life ; 

O, then began the tempest to my soul! 
f pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood, 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul, _ 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick; 
Who cry’d aloud, — What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence ? 
And so he vanish’d: Then came wand’ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud, — 
Clarence is come,— false, fleeting, perjur'd Cla- 
rence, , 

That stabbjd me in the field by Tewksbury ; — 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments l — 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise 

1 trembling wak’d, and, for a season after, 

Could not believe but that I was in hell ; 

Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar O Brakenbury, I have done these things,— 
That now give evidence against ray soul,— 

For Edward’s sake f and, see, how he requites me L* 
0 God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee. 


But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds. 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

0, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children 1— 
I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by»me; 

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord ; God give your grace good 
rest: — 

( Clarence reposes himself on a chair.) 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours. 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 

And, for unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of restless cares: 

So that, between their titles, and low name, 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderers . 

1 Murd. Ho ! who’s here ? 

Brak. What would’st thou, fellow, and how 
cam’st thou hither? 

1 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I came 

hither on my legs. 

Brak. What, so brief? [dious: — 

2 Murd. 0, sir, ’tis better to be brief than te- 
Let him see our commission ; talk no more. 

(A paper is delivered to Brakenbury, who 
reads it.) 

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : 

I will not reason what is meant hereby, 

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 

Here are the keys ; — there sits the duke asleep: 

I’ll to the king ; and signify to him, 

That thus I have resign’d to you my charge. 

1 Murd. You may, sir ; ’tis a point of wisdom : 

Fare you well. {Exit Blakenbury. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ? 

1 Murd. No; he’ll say, ’twas done cowardly, 
when he wakes. 

2 Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great judgment day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he’ll say, we stabb’d hicki 
sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, hath 
bred a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What? art thou afraid? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it : 
but to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 
no warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd. I thought, thou had’st been resolute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. [him so. 

1 Murd. I’ll back to the duke of Gloster, and tell 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr’ythee, stay a little : I hope, 
tliis holy humour of mine will change ; it was wont 
to hold me but while one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd. ’Faith, some certain dregs of conscience 

are yet within me. [done. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed’s 

2 Murd. Come, he dies: I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where’s thy conscience now? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster’s purse. 

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give u* 
our reward, thy conscience flies out 

2 Murd. ’Tis no matter; let it go; there's few, 
or none, will entertain it 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous 
thing, it makes a man a coward; a man cannot 
steal, but it accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, 
but it checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neigh- 
bour’s wife, but it detects him : ’Tis a blushing 
shame-faced spirit, that mutinies in a man’s bosom ; 
it fills one full of obstacles : it made me once restore 
a purse of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars 
any man that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns 
and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man, 
that means to live well, endeavours to trust to him* 

. se If, and live without it. 
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J Murd. ’Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
•Persuading me not to kiii the duke. 5 

Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
mm not : be would msiuuate with thee, but to make 
iiiGC sign. [with me 

1 nf ure ^ i a , m •‘rong-fram’d, he cannot prevail 

2 Murd Spoke like a tall fellow, that respects his 
re P u ^ lon * Come, shall we fall to work ? 

\ Murd, Take him over the costard with the hilts 
o. thy sword, and then throw him into the malmsey, 
butt, in the next room. m • “ 

f Murd Soft*°he vvakes. 1 * 06 " “ d . mateasop ° P 
2 Murd \ Strike. 

I Murd, tifo, we’ll reason with him. 

C Or ' W win f e art th0U, keeper? ^ Ve me a CU P of 
l Murd. Yon shall have wine enough, my lord* 
Clar. In God’s name, what art thou ? y ’ 
l Murd. A man, as you are. ■ 

7 ^ noty as I am > royal. 

I Mura. Nor you, as we are, loyal, 

Clar ' is thuBder » hut thy looks are 

1 Murd My ^ voice is now the king’s, my looks 

Clar ■ f°" k ? arkiy > aud how d ^dly dost thou 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale » 

'imaitsl ‘ - , 

Ctar. To murder me ? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Y ? n scarcei y have the hearts to tell me so, ' 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherem, my fnends, have I offended vou ? i 

] cflr M e ? ded ns ?ss lia r e uot > ^ ut the ting. 

Jr 1 , sbaii he reconcil’d to him again. 

~ Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die 
Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of 1 

slay the innocent? What is my offence ? o 

\Y- “ ?f ev ‘dence that doth accuse me ? 1 

\V lut .lawful quest have given their verdict up r 

TKehitf d’°"'mng judge? or who pronounc‘d P 1 
di e bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ? 

Before I be „„ _n_. „ u * 
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' Take not the quarrel frc jn his powerful arm * 

He needs no indirect nor lawless courses. * 

°1 JW°& S . e that ! mv , e “fended h"”!’ 
W I“ ^ho . ma .de ‘bee then a bloody minister 

That nrinl ) SP " DS ‘ n? ’ blave Kantagenet, 5 
1 ™ pn ^ e| y novice, was struck dead bv thee ? 

i m?d J 'ZY S J °^ , the dev1,anVn, e r; (fie . 

1 Murd. Ihy brother’s love, our duty, and fhJ 

Pl ?,Y° ke j n f s ’“‘her now to slaughter thee . V [foul? 
r „ i F y ? u d“ love my brother, hate not me - 
lam his brother and I love him well ’ 

If you are hir d for meed, go back again, 

Wli 1 1 W I1 8end y ,°" t0 my brother Oloster • 

Who shall reward you better for my life 
Than toward will for tidings of my death. 

2 ^“foites yoT deceiv ’d, your brother Gloster 
Go^ou tohim^i m? me ' 8nd he h ° lds rae dear = 

Clal tJA ■ v Ay > 80 Wa Will. !Vork 

RlL mi- . llm ’ when that our prineelv father 
Bles s d his three sons with his victorWarm 

u"|, c ’ iar S d us from his soul to iov e each other 

He little thought of this divided fnendsldp" ’ 

1 Murd" T k °r> t ,is ’ a “d be Will weep. 

M ^ weep m ‘ ‘ St °, nes ; as be lessoil’d us to 

Pjw’Ki.fo 1 Slander bim ,’ for is kind. 

M fc R ght » assnaw m harvest.— Come vou 
»T* u J eceive yourself ; 5013 

Murd. Why, so he doth, when h* ..... 


,Y 7 ocuien . (e 01 poor Ularence’ death ? 
lielore I be convict by course of law, 

1 0 threaten me with delth is most unlawful 
j charge you, as you hope for any goodness 
% Christ s dear blood shed for our grievous sins 

• he“ /eeHt Part ' ? n ? ! ay - uo ha “ds ofme; ’ 

1 I d j y ?J, “overtake is damnable. 

^“ r Y‘ b’s edict a n ndTlfifa : S?°“ theD 
J ake heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand 

2 M 1 T2 th , ei ^ head * ‘bat breakhislaw?’ 

1 m 4ee, at Same Ten S ea “ ce doth he hurl 

For false forswearing, and for murder too - 
l lion didst receive the sacrament, to fight* 

In quarrel °f the house of Lancaster. ° 

D ifk i Al lu J like a traitor to the name of God 

bfade, at V0W; an ^ thy treacherous 

U 2 %i?J h wi 0V ' e « o{ thy sover «ff»’s son, 

defS™ th0U wa8 ‘ 8 w»ra ‘o cherish and 

1 ^ W to°us. CaDSt th °“ Urge God ' s dreadful 
broke ‘‘ ia 1 stlch dear degree ? 

hU "/ill" ^ ‘ S ° “ “ b r tklSi 


v ft«sr 

; 2 J/ “ r i M m a y k l o r Ce With ^“dFfor you' must 

1 lT™|- t *o"-ke m/p^eTv i i thG y od° Qk 

r/ or the deed - 

■ which of it s ?ta^- iiia b- 

H tWO surh fr ° m i lberty ’ aS 1 3m " 

ted'SSfes’r"*'”' - v- 

AsTo. wmdd h y S ‘ de ’ aDd en - treat for me ’ 

H - - be fo were you in my distress. 

2 P r“v k 1 a beggar piti8S ST 

1 mTJ!) rp , ok beb'nd yon, my lord. 

J “l Iake that < and ‘bat: if all this will not 
I’ll drown you in the malmsey-bntt_ withfof^ 

2 Murd A j j i^xit with ike hod?j . 

soar’d r 7 aQd des P^tely dl 

Of thk irm«f ke ? da * e > w 9 ldd I wash my hands 
Ut this most grievous guilty murder done I 

Reenter first Murderer. 

P t&rn V Jt"' katmean ’ St ‘bat thus 

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you have 

Till that tiff tbe ^ ody 10 some hole. 

And when I f Uke * Ive or der for his burial t 
Rn.iv i 1 lave my meed, I will a wav 
r wil out, and then I must not stay. [E 
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ACT II. 

Scene l^-Tfte same . A Boom in the Palace . 
Enter King Edward, {led in sick,) Queen Eliza- 
beth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Bucking- 
ham, Grey, and others . 

K. Ed to. Why, so : — now have I done a good 
day’s work ; — 

You peers, continue this united league : 
t every dav expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 

^nd more in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other’s hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Biv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grudging 
hate ; 

And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 
Hast* So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your 

ting ; 

Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings, 

Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as 1 swear perfect love ! 

Biv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in 
■ ' ' this, — ■ 

Nor your son Dorset,— Buckingham, nor yon ; — 
Von have been factious one against the other. 

Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand: 
And what yon do, doit unfeignedly. [remember 
Q. Eiiz. There, Hastings; — I will never more 
Our former hatred, So thrive I, and mine I 
K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, love 
lord marquis. 

Dor . This interchange of love, I here protest. 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 

Hast. And so swear I. {Embraces Dorset.) 
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 

With thy embracements to my wife’s allies. 

And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, {To the Queen) but with all du- 
teous love 

Doth cherish your and yours, God punish me 
With hate in ttiose where I expect most love ! 
When I have most need to employ a friend. 

And most assured that he is a friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. 

Be he unto me! this do I beg of heaven, 

When I am cold in love, to you, or yours. 

{Embracing Rivers, @fc.) 
K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking- 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. [ham. 

There wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 

To make the blessed period of this peace, [duke. 
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble 
Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and 
# queen; 

And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the 
day : — 

Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 

Between these swelling wrong- incensed peers. 

Glo. A . blessed labour, my most sovereign liege. — 
Among this princely heap, if any here. 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 

H old me a foe : 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 

Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; 

I hate it, and desire ail good men’s love. — 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 

Which l will purchase with my duteous service ;- 


| Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between ue:— ,m 
Of you, lord Rivers,— and lord Grey, of yo%— * 
That all without desert have frown a on me ; 

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of sol* 

I do not know that Englishman alive. 

With whom my sou! is any jot at odds. 

More than the infant that is born to-night ; 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Elis. A holy-day shall this be kept hereafter 
I would to God, all strifes were well compounded.-* 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take onr brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why, madam .have I offer’d love for this. 

To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 

Who knows, not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

{They all start. 

You do him injury, to scorn his corse. 

IC. Edw. Who knows not lie is dead ! who knows 
he is ? 

(?. Elis. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this ! 
Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ? 
Dor. Ay, my good lord - and no man in the 
presence, 

But his red colour hath r «*sook his cheeks. 

K.Ediv. Is Clarence dead? the order was revers’d, 
Glo. But he, poor m«n, by your first order died 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 

That came too lag to see him buried 

God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal, 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood. 

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go current from suspicion l 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, jfof my service done. 
K. Edw. I pr’yihee, peace; my soul is full oi 
sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness hear me, 
K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou le- 
quest’sh 

Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life; 
Who slew to day a riotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. [death, 
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 

My brother kill’d no man, his fault was thought, 

And yet his punishment was bitter death. 

Who sued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel’d at my feet, and bade me be advis’d ? 

Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love » 
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 

Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescu’d me. 

And said. Dear brother , live, and be a king f 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
.Even in his garments; and did give himself 
All thin and naked, to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But, when your carters, or your waiting-vassals. 
Have doue a drunken slaughter, and defac’d 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — 

But for my brother, not a man would speak,— 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul.— The proudest of yoa all 
Have been beholden to him in his life ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life*— 

O God! I fear, thy justice will take hold 
Oa me, and you, and mine, and yours, for thi**— * 
Come, Hastings, help me to ray closet. O, 

Poor Clarence! 

[Exeunt King , Queen, Hastings, Rivers, 
Dorset , and Grey. 


Act ll 


m 


Kim EICHARD III. 



Gio.Tlna is the fruit of rashness !— • Mark’d you 
that the guilty kindred of the queen [not 
Look d pale, when they did hear of Clarence* death ? 
O, they did urge it still unto the king: 

I* 0 W1 P ^vtmge it Come, lords; will yon go, 
to comfort Edward with our company? 

Buck. We wait upon your grace. * [Exeunt. 


Scene II .—The same. 

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and 
Daughter of Clarence. 

oZh G °fo, te " ° S ’ iS ° UrlUther daad 
Daug \f*sl d ° 5 ' 0U Weep 80 oft? and beat J' our 

Clarence, my unhappy son ! 'head 

' A„r:,l Why d V 0U iuok ° n us a„d shake your 

u m s ,t , US_ ^l!' P ! a !’i S: ' vretch es, castaways, 5 
If tli at our noble father be alive ? 

Ditch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me both: 

I lo lament the sickness of the king 
As loat h to lose him, not your father’s death : 

^ jy er ^ iost sorrow, io wail one that’s lost 

len? griX \ K] - m : y ,°, n include that he is dead, 
n j -f my nncie is to blame for this * 

^od will revenge it; whom I will importune 
A ith earnest prayers all to that effect 

And so will I. fyou n . 

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love 
Incapable and shallow innocents, h 

1 tw 1 n 0t who caus’d your father’s death. 

,, Glost?’ We Ca “ = f ° r *»* S° od ancle 
To!d me, the king, provok’d to't by the queen 
Devis d impeachments to imprison him : Q ’ 

And when my uncle told me so, he wept 
And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek; 
bade me rely on him, as on my father, 

And lie would love me dearly as his child 

deceit sho « ld steal sn'ch gentle 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice 1 
He is my son, ay, and therein myslmme,' 

1 * °m dngs he drew not this deceit 

Duch It y bdy. my " ade d ‘ d diSSemWe ' 8randam? 

s™. X cannot think it. XJark! what noise is this ? 


— • -hi, aum . i you went noirorour father’s death 
llow can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 
Baugh Our fatherless distress was left unmoanU 
widow-dolour likewise be unwept I ^ 

t xf* Gne rn , e no help in lamentation, 
l am not barren to bring forth laments: 

Alt springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
i hat I, being govern’d by the watery moon. 

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world. 
A % 7 ?j y busband > t f,,r ™y dear lord Edward ! 
nw/r, ur T' , f th ? r » ! or oar dear lord Clarence. 

^ * 3l7en!e C l b ’ h mbe > Bdward and 

9,V *, ,ad T ’ b,,t Edward ? andhe’a 
thil. VV hat stay had we, but Clarence ? and he’s 

0 ®i5(fe, Stayshad -I’ bnt A ey? al >d theyawe 
n3t vu never ™i dow > had so dear a loss. 
Dmh Was never mother, had so dear a loss. 
.Alas . I am the mother of these griefs: 

I heir woes are pa reel I’d, mine are general. 

She fur an Edward weeps, and so do I* 

1 tor a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 

1 hese babes for Clarence weep, and so do I : 

| \ f or an Inward weep, so do not they 
pl'lltf?’ °\ me > threefoId distress’d. 

t A, our tears '. I a . m yo«r sorrow’s nurse. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor - dtar “other; God is much dis- 

That yon take with unthankfulness his doing- 


With d„U u u will i ngness to 

Dounteous hand was kindly lent : 

> be thus mtrvr>cr;fc. l.» 7 


m a wuiiieous nana was kindly len 

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 
p 1 . 1 remnres the royal debt it lent you. 

Madam ! b ethmk you, like a careful mother 

RAn • l • * 


w ujus ; 

Enter Queen Euzabeth .distractedly; Rivers 
and Dorset, following her. ’ 

, 0 ' ^wcql? Wh ° Sllatl 1linder “ e t0 wail and 
To chide my fortune and torment myself ? 

XI jo.„ with black despair against my soul. 

Ana to myself become an enemy. 

n “r/L W t A l ans this f e r ne of rn ^e impatience ? 
V- tLuz. 1 0 make an act of tragic violence •— 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our kin- £ dead 

Why fXrnntTh 0 ! 63 ’ Wh \“ the ° ° ot is SoaT? 
\vay wither not the leaves, that want their q. m ? 

I< yon will live, lament ; if die, bl brief P? ~ 

That our swift-winged souls may catch tie kina’s- 

A. 1 w 

a-I 2 t . iff a '™ rth y hasband’s death 
And liv d by looking on his images : 

Are crack’d'Yn «ie?« h his ,P™«ly semblance 
* i T rack a ln l^eces by malignant death * 

And X ior comfort have but one false glass 
I at grieves me when I see myshamf in him 
i n art . a , WKlow '- y«t thou art a mother 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee 

AndW, a ! h SDatch ' d 4hosban7fro4my rma 
And pluck’d wo crutches from my feeble “andi ' 

fel e : a Y ^ dlrard - O. what cause have I ’ 
k, ne being but a moiety of my grief V J 

lo over-go thy plaints, and drowh thy cries? 


nr hT* oethmk you, like a careful mother 

Of the young prince your son : send straight for him* 
Let him be crown’d; in him yonr comfort lives- 
Grown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s irav'e 
And plant your joys in living Edward’s tliron™ ’ 

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hast- 
m o- 1N ° S ’ ^ ATCLIFf, i and others. 

T A ,„-i .u te n’- hav ? con,f °rt : all of ns have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

But none can cure their harms bv wailing them 
Madam, my mother, I do cry yo',, mercy 

X crave°yonr blessing!** ’- Ha “' bl y- “V knee 
1 J)7l ’ v at h r e , race did leave il out. g '{Aside 1 

peers, 0 0l> d y pr!nCeS ’ and bear ‘ ™tg 
That bear this’mutnal heavy load of moan 
Now cheer each other in each other’Xve 
Though we have spent onr harvest of this king 

S hrlt reap the ba / vest of his son. ,n& 

1 be broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts 
But lately sphnted, knit, and join’d together 
Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, afd kent : 
Forthwith frmn 0 J ’ II' 8 *’ some hide train, 

‘ S'cSi,:?” »r « -i 

l Vb , e ^ ev p ho "e bears his commanding rein 
As d ve"'^he fear hl f s . course as , please himsdf, ’ 

lB og °f i ni ° n ’ rf™’eYreYeXr re “‘’ 

And tne 
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Miv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 

Yet, since it is but green- it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 

Which, haply, by much company might be urg’d : 
Therefore I say, with noble Buckingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast. And so say I. 

Gto. Then be it so; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Lndlow. 
Madam,- and you my mother,-— will yon go 
To give your censures in this weighty business? 

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Gloster, 
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince. 
For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home : 

For ? by the way, I’ll sort occasion. 

As index to the story we late talk’d of, 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet! — My dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for well not stay behind. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IIL — The same. A Street . 

Enter two Citizens , meeting . 

1 CiL Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away 

so fast? 

2 CiL I promise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hear you the news abroad? 

1 Cit. Yes ; the king’s dead. 

2 Cit. fll news, by’r lady ; seldom comes the het- 
I fear, I fear, ’twill prove a giddy world. [ter: 

Enter another Citizen . 

3 CiL Neighbours, God speed ! 

1 Cit Give you good morrow, sir. 

3 CiL Doth the news hold of good king Ed- 
ward’s death ? 

2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while ! 

3 CiL Then, masters, look, to see a troublous 

world. [reign. 

1 Cit. No, no ; by God’s good grace, his son shall 
3 CiL Woe to that land, that’s go vern’d by a child ! 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government ; 
That, in his nonage, council under him. 

And, in his full and ripen’d years, himself, 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 Cit. So stood* the state, when Henry th$ Sixth 
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit . Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends, 

God wot; 

For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

CiL Why, so hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 

3 CiL Better it were, they all came by his father; 
Or, by his father, there were none at all; 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 

Will touch us all too near, if .God prevent^pot. 

0 # full of danger is the duke of Gloster; 

And the queen’s sons, and brothers, naught and 
proud : 

And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule. 

This sickly land might solace as before 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be 

well. ' 

3 Cit. W hen clouds are seen, wise men put on 
their cloaks; 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 

All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 

*Tis more than we deserve, or I expect 

2 CiL Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear: 
You cannot reason almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so: 
By a divine instinct, men’fe minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see 


The water swell before a boist’rous storm, 

But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices- 

3 CiL And so was X ; I’ll bear you company. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV- — The same . A Room in the Palace. 
Enter the Archbishop ofY ORK, the young Duke of 
York, Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of 
York. 

Arch. Last night, I beard, they lay at Stony- 
Stratford; 

And at Northampton they do rest to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch. I long with all my heart to see the prince; 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no ; they say, my son of York 
Hath almost overta’en hitn in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so, 
Duch. Why, my young cousin? it is good to grow 
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, 
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 
More than my brother ; Ay , quoth my uncle Gloster, 
Small herbs have grace , great weeds do grow 
apace : 

And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make 
haste. 

Duch. ’Good faith, ’good faith, the saying did not 
hold 

In him that did object the same to thee: 

He was the wretched’st thing, when he was young, 
So long a growing, and so leisurely, 

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious. 
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 
madam 

Duck. I hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remem- 
ber’d, 

I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout. 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touoh’d mine. 
Duch. How, my young York? Ipr’y thee, let me 
hear it. 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast. 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; 

’Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Duch. I pr’ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ? 
York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duch. His nurse! why, she was dead ere thou 
wast born. 

York If’twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Q. Eliz. A parlous boy : Go to, you are too shrewd. 
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 

Q . Elis. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger. 

What news? 

Mess . Such news, rny lord, 

As grieves me to unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent far 
Pomfret, 

With them sir Thomas Vaaghan, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them? 

Mess. The mighty duke 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. Eliz. For what offence ? 

Mess. The sura of all I can, I have disclos’d ; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed. 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house ! 

The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind; 

Insulting tyranny begins to jut 

Upon the innocent and awles3 throne : — 

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre! 

[ see, as in a map, the end of all. 
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Buck. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband lost his life to get the crown * 

And often up and down my sons were tost, 

A °V? e - to i°y> ai| d weep, their gain, and loss 

And being seated, and domestic broils 

olean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors. 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother, 
iilood to blood, self ’gainst self:— 0, preposterous 
And i ran tic courage, end thy damned spleen * 

Ur J et r?r <Jie ’ i0 Iook on deatb 110 more • 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanc- 
Madam, farewell ftuary.- 

n C £‘. „ Stay, I will go with you. 

V* &hz. x ou have no cause. 

^ rc ^ l ‘ ' My gracious lady, go, 

And thither bear your treasure and your goo£. 

For my part, 1 11 resign unto your grace 6 

1 he seat I keep; And so betide to me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours I 

tmme, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene l.—T/ie same. A Street . 
n A trumpets sound. Enter the Prince of Wales 
anTotfers ^'’ Bou “’ 

Buck Welcome sweet prince, to London, to 
jonr chamber. freism • 

G/o. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ sove- 
1 he weary way hath made you melancholy. 

H ™? nCe A ^°z U” C e » but our cesses on the way 
I e made it tedious, wearisome, and heav y ; 7 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 
tr - prmoe > tlle ^tainted virtue of your 

Hath not yet div’d ! into the world’s deceit: 
jSo more can you distinguish of a man, 
i han of Jus outward shew ; which, God he knows 
Seldom, or never, jurapeth with the heart. ’ 

1 hose uncles, winch you want, were dangerous* 

\ our grace attended to the sugar'd word!, 

C n °V 0n t! if poison of ' their liea rfs : 

’ 7 r? f S°? the,n ’ an 3 such false friends' 

Prince God keep me from false friends! but 
they were none. DUC 

' may ° r ° f L ° nd0n COm6S t0 
® nter ihe Lord Mayor, and his Train. 

^ Imppy b days! y ° Ur S™* ^ healfch and 
Prince, thank you, good my lord ;-and thank 

U 1 ' 01 '# m >' mother, and my brodmr”York 2W "’ ^ 
■F° U 'i r S f re ' thi ^ haVe “ et ™ on the way • 

“ :°r aut 

Enter Hastings. 

lag Wd. S00j Ume ’ hm ‘he sweat. 

Prin ° e t^tZT>’ iwd = mat - wi ‘l 0 * mo- 

ru! ast ' 0n wbat oc casion, God*he knows nnf T 
The queen your mother, and your brother r 

If A pnnc f ^brother presently ? k 

A deny,— lord Hastings, go with him 

Anon expect him here : But if she beobduU B 


To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy priv ilege 
Of blessed sanctuary I not for all this land, 

I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
ceremonious, and traditional : 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 

1 outbreak not sanctuary in seizing him. 

I lie benefit thereof is always granted 
1° those whose dealings have deserv’d the place. 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
ic- I his prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deserv’d it ; 
— And therefore, m mine opinion, cannot have it: 

I hen taking him from tiience, that is not there, 
rm \ br y i 110 l ,nvl ] e & e nor charter there. 

'* Hit have I heard of sanctuary men; 

H Mat sanctuary children ne’er till now. 

Card. My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind for 
once.— 

Gome on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ? 
Mast. I go, my lord, 

t. Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste yon 

0 . ,n *7r [Exeunt Cardinal and Uastinqs. 

Say, uncle Gloster, it our brother come, 

’ sojourn till our coronation ? 
s, rr Y i0 ‘ n here \ } seems best imto your royal self. 

1 i*. 1 ma X counsel you, some day, or two, 

’ * our highness shall repose you at the Tower : 

1 hen where you please, and shall be thought most fit 
0 For your best health and recreation. S 

/ r\'ir n v e ' n °t b ^e the Tower, of any place 
Did Juhus Caesar build that place, my lord** 

dld > in y gracious lord, begin that place 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

1 nnce . Is it upon record ? or else reported 
Successively from age to age he built it ? 

Much. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

\r B'ltsay, my lord, it were not register’d * 

Me hmk.,, the truth should live from age to age 
As twere retail’d to all posterity, 8 ’ 

to fbe general all-ending dav. 
t '°’ j" n ' v,se > so y° lln i r > the y say, do ne’er Jive 
Prince. \V r hat say yon, uncle ? ( A oide.) 

Tht/k;^ttui‘riniSf me T l0Dg - 

1 moralize two meanings in one word, f 

*i ubu ‘ s ^* sa r was a famous man * 

VV ith what his valour did enrich his wit, * 

His wit set down to make his valour live * 

Heath makes no conquest of this conqueror* 
p» r f "» w he Il . v€ « ln Um ?> though not in life.— 

I H tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord? 
rJ ™ nce ' An if I live until I be a man, 
i II win our ancient right in France again, 

°r die a soldier, as I liv’d a king. ^ 5 

Uo. Short summers lightly have a forward spring 
♦ (Jtsff/e.j ■ 

Enter Yo^, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck Now^m good time, here comes the duke 

YSSTwM^f ^°. r H how fares 

L n „^ !l ’ “y d ™ad lord; so must I call you 

WW j Wrthit much majesty. 6 ’ 

° ar coas , itj noble ior d of York ? 

^ said/tlmr^ ^ 

CBn n c ' . A nd. therefore is ho idle ^ 

York Tt? y % lr . C0US1D ? I must not say so. 
gZhJ 18 he more , beh °Mea to you, than L 
i> a * , e ,na y command me, as my sovereign • 

B te“ Y;* I“'rer in me, as’ia a &IZ™ S ’ 

pray jou, uncle, then, give me this dagger, 
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My dagger, little cousin ? with all my heart 
Prince. A beggar, brother? 

York . Of my kind uncle, that I know will give; 

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give lay cuiisin. 

York A greater gift 1 0, that’s the sword to it ? 

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York. (3 then, I see, you’ll part but with light gifts ; 

In weightier things you’ll say a beggar, nay. 

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 

York I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. ; 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little 
lord ? [call me. 

York. I would, that I might thank you as you 
Glo. How? 

York Little. [talk ; — * 

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
me:— 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 

Because that I am little, like an ape, [ders. 

He thinks that you should bear me on your shoul* 
BuckWith what a sharp-provided wit he reasons ! 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 

So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My gracious lord, will’t please you pass 
along ? 

Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 

Will to your mother ; to entreat of her, 

To meet you at the Tower, and welcome yon. 

York What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ? 
Prince . My lord protector needs will have it so. 
York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost; 

Mv grandam told me, he was murder'd there. 
'Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come, ray lord, and, with a heavy heart. 

Thinking on them, go 1 unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince , York Hastings , Cardinal , 
and Attendants. 

Buck. Think you, myjord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by hid subtle mother, 

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt: 0, ’tis a parlous boy ; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 

He’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — • 

Come hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 

As closely to fconeeal what we impart : 

Thou know’st our reasons urg’d upon the way ; — 
What think'st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 

For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 

Buck What think’st thou then of Stanley? will 
not he ? 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. j 
Buck. Well then, ito more but this : Go, gentle i 
. Catesby, ■ • ^ 

And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit about the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons : 

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk. 

And give us notice of his inclination: * 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein thyself shall highly be employed. 

Glo Commend me to lord William: tell him, 
Cateshy, 


His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pom fret- castle ; 

And by^ my friend, for joy of this good news, 

Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more, * 
Buck Good Catesby, go, effect this business 
soundly. • 

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
Cate. Y ou shall, my lord. [sleep ? 

Glo. At Crosby-piace, there shall you find 
„ ? xt^ 1 ’ , [Exit Cates : - a 

buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo. Chop off his head, man ;— somewhat we 
wiu do : — 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
J he earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
W hereof the king my brother was possess’d. 

Buck! II claim that promise at your grace’s hand. 
bio. And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes; that afterwards 
YVe may digest our complots in some form. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Hy lord, my lord,— (Knocking.) 

Hast. (K ithtn.) . Who knocks? 

x One from Lord Stanley. 

Hast: (Within.) What is’t o’clock? 

Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 


Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights 
Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 
Hast. And then,— 

Mess. And then he sends you word, he dreamt 
I o-night the boar had rased off his helm 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held; 

And that maybe determin’d at the one, 

Which may make yom and him to rue at the othei 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s plea 
sure,— 

[f presently, you will take horse with him, 

And with ail speed post with him toward the north, 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 

Bid him not fear the separated councils ; 

His honour, and myself, gre at the one ; 

And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby; 
Where nothing can proceed, that touche th us. 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 

Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance : 
And for his dreams— I wonder, he’s so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers ; 

To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 

Were to incense the boar to follow us. 

And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 
Mess. I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you say* 

[Earii. 

Enter Catesby. 


Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 
Hast . Good morrow, Catesby ; you are early 
stirring: 

What news, what news, in this our tottering state ? 

Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 

And, I believe, will never stand upright, 

Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast. How ! wear the garland ? dost thou mean 
the crown ? 

Cate. Ay, my good lord. [shoulders, 

Hast . I’ll have this crown of mine cut from u f 
Before I’ll see the crown so foul misplac’d. 

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it? 
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Cate . Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you 
forward 

Upon Ins party, for the gain thereof: 

And, thereupon, he sends you this good news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 

But. that I’ll, give my voice on Richard’s side. 

To bar my master’s heirs in true descent, 

God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind! [hence, — 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
That they, who brought me in my master’s hate, 

1 live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 

1 11 send some packing, that yet think not on’t. 

’Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar’d, and look not for it. 
t 0 monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so ’twill do 
VV ith some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou, and I ; who, as thou know’st, are dear 
I o princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cafe . The princes both make high account of yon,— 
rorthey_acc6unt his head upon the bridge. (AszY/e.) 
Hast. I know, they do ; and I have well deserv’d it. 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spe$r, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; and good morrow 
Catesby : 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 
do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours; 
And never, in my life, I do protest, 

W as it more precious to me than ’tis now : 
x hmk you, but that I know our state secure, 
i would be so triumphant as l am ? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from London, 

Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were sure. 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust • 
ggj yet, you see, how soon the day o’er-cast. 

I his sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt: 
f/ r ?y God I say, I prove a needless coward ! 

What, shall we toward the Tower? the daj is spent. 
Hast. Lome, come, have with you. — Wot von 
what, my lord 1 . 

To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan \ their truth, might better wear 

Than some, that have accus’d them, wear their hats . : 

•out come, my lord, let s away. 

Enter a Pursuivant . 

Hast. Go on before. I’ll talk with this good 1 
fellow. [Exeunt Stan, and Catesbv 3 
How n°w, sirrah ? how goes the world with theeV 

Hast MlfZ’ thaty T H rd * shi P P lease to ask. 
rriT i 1 it thee » man J tls better with me now 
Than when thou met st me last where now we meet" 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

% the suggestion of the queen’s allies ; t 

But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) ' 

1 Ins day those enemies are put to death. 

And I in better state than ere I was. 
ir ?* 9 0( * k°W it, to your honour’s good content 1 I 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow: There, drink that for } 

I ‘^nk your h il^T&tZanl 1 
Enter a Priest . B 


Enter Buckingham* 

Buck What, talking with a priest, lord chain, 
berlain? 

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest 
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

Hast. ’Good faith, and when I met this holy mam 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go yon toward the Tower ? [there : 

Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot stay 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 
Buck. And supper too, although thou know’st it 

n ^ (Aside.) 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast. I’ll wait upon your lordship, 

[ Exeunt. 

Scene III. —Pomfret. Before the Castle . 

Enter Ratcliff, with a guard, conducting Rivers 
Grey, and Vaughan, to execution. 

Bat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 
liw . Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this.— 
To day, shalt thou behold a subject die, 
r or truth, for duty, and tor loyalty, 

Grey. Good keep the prince from all the pack of you! 
A- knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaugh. You live, that shall cry woe for this 
hereafter. 

Bat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out 
Bw. 0 Pomfret, Pomfret! 0 thou bloody prison, 
t’atal and ominous to noble peers! 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 

Richard the Second here was hack’d to death 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 

We glve i hee HP 0llr g«Rtless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon our 
heads. 

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 
cor standing by when Richard stabb’d her son. 

Hiv. I hen curs’d she Hastings, then curs’d she 
Buckingham, 

Then curs’d she Richard O, remember, God, 
io hear her prayers for them, as now for us I 
And for mv sister, and her princely sons. — 

B®, satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 

Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt! 

Mat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate. 
liiv. Lome, Grey,— come, Vaughan,— let us here 
embrace: 

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt 

Scene IV. — London. A Boom in the Tower. 

Bcckincham, Stanley, Hasttngs, the Bishop o 
Lly, Catesby, Lovel, and others , sitting at a 
table : officers of the council attending. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
j s __to determine of the coronation : 

In God s name, speak, when is the royal day ? * 

Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 
Man. L hey are ; and wants but nomination, 
tdy. J o-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the lord protector’s mind 


PK myI ° rd; 1 am glad t<> see your 

r i hee ’ 2 ood sir John, with alfmy 

t am m your debt for your last exercise : V 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 


Who is uiost inward with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your graced we think, should soonest know 
ins mind. [hearts - 

Buck. We know each other’s faces : for. our 
S e k r no ' v , s . no mo , r e of mine, than I of yours ; 

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine 
Loni Hastings you and he are near in love. 

1 thank ins grace, I know he loves me well: 

But, for his purpose m the coronation, 

1 have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d 
Bis gracious pleasure any wa*r therein ; ' 

■A«^?V riy i n i ob J e i 0 ^ d ’,l? i| y name the time ; 

WhJrE l T 6 duke s ? ive roy voice 

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part 
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Enter Gloster 

Eh . In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 
Gib. My noble lords and cousins, all, good 
morrow: 

I have been long a sleeper; but I trust. 

My absence doth neglect no great design, 

W Inch by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronounc’d your part, — 
mean, vonr voice, — for crowning of the' king. 

Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
bolder; 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. — 
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good strawberries in your garden there ; 

I do beseech you, send for some of them. 

Ely, Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart, 

[Exit Ely. 

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

{Takes him aside.) 

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business ; 

And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 

That he will lose his head, ere give consent, < 

His master’s child, as worshipful! y he terms it, 

Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I’ll go with you. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 
Stan m We have not yet set down this day of 
triumph. 

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden, 

For I mvself am not so well provided. 

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord protector? I have sent 
For these strawberries, [morning; 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this 
There’s some conceit or other likes him well, 

'•Mien he doth bid good morrow with such spirit, 
i think, there’s ne’er a man in Christendom, 

'Can lesser hide his love, orh§J*j, than he ; 

For by his face straight shifryou know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face. 
By any likelihood he shew’d to-day ? 

Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is 
offended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 


Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Glo. 1 pray you all, tell me what they deserve, * 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft ;jand that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord. 
Makes me most forward inthis noble presence 
I’o doom the offenders : Whosoe’er they be, 

1 say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil, 
Look how I am bewitch’d ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up : 

And this is Edwards wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked rae. 
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord, 

Glo. If! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
alk’st thou to me of ifs ? — Thou art a traitor : — 
■with his head ; — now, by saint Paul I swear, 

11 not dine until I see the same. — 
vel, and Catesby, look, that it be done ; * 

e rest, that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeiati Council,. toith Gloster and 
Buckingham. 

Hast. Woe, woe, for England I not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 

Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ; 

But I disdain’d it, and did scorn to fiy. 

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble. 
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 



O, now I want the priest that spake to mg; 

I now repent I told the pursuivant. 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d. 

And 1 myself secure in grace and favour. 

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head. 

Gate. Despatch, my lord, the duke would be a 
dinner; 

Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Hast, O momentary grace of mortal men. 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God I 
Who bnilds his hope in air of your fair looks. 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 

Heady, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lao . Come, come, despatch; ? tis bootless to 
exclaim. 

Hast 0, bloody Richard !— -miserable England ! 
I prophesy the fearful's! time to thee, 

That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. 

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head; 
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. 

[Exeunt 

Scene Y. — The same. The Tower Walls. 
Enter Gloster and Bucki ngham,z?z rusty armour \ 
marvellous ill-favoured. K 
Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change 
thy colour ? 

Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 

And then again begin, and stop again. 

As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror . 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side. 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 

Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles : 

And both are ready in their offices, ; 

A t any time, to grace my stratagems. 

But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Glo. He is ; and see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord 
mayor, 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Hark, hark ! a drum. 

Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the walls. [you,— 

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent for 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard 
us ! 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, withHastmgs’s head. 
Glo. Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff, and 
Lovel. 

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,, 

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo. So dear I lov’d the man, that I must weep. 

I took, him for the plainest harmless’! creature. 

That breath’d upon the earth a Christian; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : , 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with shew of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — •: 

I mean, his conversation with Shore’s wife,— 

He liv’d from all attainder of suspect [traitor 

Buck. Weil, well, he was the covert’st shelter’d 
That ever liv’d.— Look you, my lord mayor. 

Would you imagin', or almost believe, 

( Were’t not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house. 

To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster? 

May. What ! had he so ? 

Glo. What! think you we are Turks, or infidels* 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 

Proceed thus rashly in the villain’s death ; 

But that the extreme peril of the case, 

The peace of England, and our persons' safety. 
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Enforc’d ue to this execution ? 

May. New, fair befal yon ! he deserv’d his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded. 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I never look’d for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin’d he should die, 
Until your lordship came to see his end ; 

Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 

That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail ins death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall 
serve, 

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak : 

And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 

But I’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo. And to that end we wish’d your lordship here, 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But since you came too late of our intent, 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

{Exit Lord May on 

Glo . Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 
infer the bastardy of Edward’s children : 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen, 

Only for saying— he would make his son 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house., 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 

And bestial appetite in change of lust; [wives, 
Which stretch’d unto their servants, daughters. 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart, 
Without controul, listed to make his prey. 

9 Nay, fora need, thus far come near my person:- — 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in France ; 

And, by just computation of the time, 

Found, that the issue was not his begot ; 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 

Yet touch this sparingly, as ’(were far off j 
Because, ray lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord : I'll play the orator. 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead, 

Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s 
castle ; 

Where you shall find me well accompanied, 

With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 

Buck. I go : and, towards three or four o’clock. 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. 

. [Exit Buckingham. 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw,— 
Go thou {to Cat) to friar Penker ; — hid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard’s castle. 

tT . [Exeunt Lovel and Catesby. 

Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 

And to give. notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [Exit 

Scene VI.— A Street. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good lord 
Hastings ; 

Which in avset hand fairly is engross’d, 

That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together :— 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over. 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 

The precedent was fall as long a doing : 


And yet within these five hours Hastings liv’d, 
Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty. ^ 

I Here’s a good world the while !— Who is so gross. 
That cannot see this palpable device ? 

Yet who so bold, but says— he sees it not ? 

Bad is the world; and all will come to nought, 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thought. 

[Exit 

Scene VII. — The same . Court of Baynard' 
Castle. 

Enter Gloster and Buckincfiam, meeting. 

Glo . How now, how now? what say the citizens. 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The citizens are mum ; say not a word. 

Glo. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s child- 
ren ? 

Buck. I did ; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France : 

The insatiate greedines of his desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, — 

As being got, your father then in France ; 

And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments. 

Being the right idea of your father, 

Both in your form and nobleness of mind ; 

Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility : 

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose. 
Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse. 

And, when my oratory grew to an end, 

I bade them, that did love their country’s good, 

Cry — God save Richard , England's royal king / 
Glo. And did they so ? [word; 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a 
But, like dumb statuas, or breathless stones. 

Star’d on each other, and look’d deadly pale. 

Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 

And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful silence 
His answer was — the people were not us’d 
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. 

Then he was urg’d to tell rny tale again; — 

Thus saith the duke, thus hath the ditke inferred. 
But nothing spoke in Warrant from himself. 

When he had done, some followers of mine own. 

At lower end o’tlie hall, hurl'd up their caps. 

And some ten voices cried, God save king tiichardl 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 

Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I; 

This general applause, and cheerful shout, 

Argues your wisdom and your love to Rickard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they; Would 
they not speak ? 

Will not the mayor then, and his brethen, come ? 

Buck . The mayor is here at hand; intend some fear; 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit: 

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord : 
For on that ground I’ll make a holy descant : 

And be not easily won to our requests ; 

Play the maid’s part, still answer nay, and take it 
Glo. I go ; And if you plead as well for them, 

As I can say nay to thee for myself. 

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leans; the lord mayor 
knocks. [Exit Gloster . 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens. 
Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here * 

I think, the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter, from the Castle % Catesby. 

Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my request T 
Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my coble lord, 
To visit him to-raorrow, or next day: 

He is within, with two right reverend fathera. 
Divinely bent to meditation : ». 
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And in no worldly suit would he be mov’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercise* 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke ; 
Teii him, myself, the mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great moment. 

No less importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
Cate. HI signify so much unto him straight. 

.. , . .. _ ■ ' [Exit. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Ed- 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, [ward ! 

But on his knees at meditation 
Not dallying with a brace of courtesans, 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul: 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 

May. Marry, God defend, his grace should say 
ns nay 1 [again ; — 

Buck. I fear, he will: Here Catesby comes 

Re-enter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cate. He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him, 

His grace not being warn’d thereof before, 

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him; 

By heaven, we come to him in perfect love; 

And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Catesby . 

When holy and devout religious men 

Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence ; 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Oldster, in a gallery above , between two 
Bishops. Catesby returns. 

May. See where his grace stands ’tween two 
clergymen! 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince. 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ; 

True ornaments to know a holy man,— 

Famous Planfagenet, most gracious prince, 

Lend favourable ear to our requests ; $ 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion, and right-christian zeal. 

Glo, My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

I rather do beseech you pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Neglect the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure ? 
Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God 
above, 

And all good men of this ungovern’d isle. 

Glo. I do suspect, I have done some offence. 

That seems disgracious in the city’s eye ; 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buck, ion have, my lord; Would it might 
please your grace. 

On our entreaties to amend your fault! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe t in a Christian 
land ? . ' ^ [sign 

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you re- 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical. 

The scepter’d office of your ancestors, v 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth. 

The lineal glory of your royal house. 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock : 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country’s good,) 

The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defac’d with scars of infamy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure, we heartily solicit 


Your gracious self to take on you tne charge 
And kingly government of this your land : 

Not as protector, steward, substitute. 

Or lowly factor for another’s gain : 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your empery, your own 
For this, consorted with the citizens. 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. 

Glo. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in silence. 

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition: 

If, not to answer,— you might haply think. 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replyiug, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly yon would here impose on me 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So season’d with your faithful love to me, 

Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends. 
Therefore,— -to speak, and to avoid the first ; 

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last, — 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeritable, shuns your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 

Yet so much to my poverty of spirit, 

So mighty, and so many, my defects, 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness, — 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, — 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory smother’d. 

But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me; 

(And much I need to help you, if need were;) 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us hanpv by his reign. 

On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars. — * 

Which. God defend, that I should wring from biro. 
Buck, My lord, this argues conscience in yom 
grace; 

But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumstances well considered. 

You say, that Edward is your brother’s son ; 

So say we too, but hot by Edward’s wife : 

For first be was contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 

And afterwards by substitute betroth’d 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A care-craz’d mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye. 

Seduc’d the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension and loath’d bigamy : 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our maimers call — the prince, 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This proffer’d benefit of dignity : . 

If not to bless us and the land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing time. 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. . (yon. 

May. Do, good my; lord; your citizens entreat 
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love. 
Cate. O, make them jqyful, grant their lawful 
suit, 

Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty : — 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss : 

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. / 

Buck. If you refuse it,— as iu love and zeal. 
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Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son ; 

As well we know your tenderness of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, ; 

Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 

And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 

Yet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no, 

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king ; 

But we will plant some other in your throne, 

To the disgrace and downfall of vour house. 

And, in this resolution, here we leave you,— 

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt. Buckingham and Citizens* 
Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept their 
suit: 

f yon deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Well, call them again ; I am not made of stone. 

But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 

[Exit Catesly. 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. 

Re-enter Buckingham, and the rest . 

Cousin of Buckingham, — and sage, grave men, — 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden, wh’er I will, or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load : 

But if black scandal, or foul fac’d reproach, 

Attend the sequel of your imposition, 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 

For God he knows, and you may partly see, 

How far I am from the desire of this. [say it. 

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will 
Glo . In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal title,— 
Long live king Richard, England’s worthy king 1 
All, Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be crown’d ? 
Glo. Even when you please, since you will have 
■ it so. [grace * 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your 
* And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again : — 

. {To the Bishops.) 

Farewell, good cousin farewell, gentle friends. ■ 

[ Exeunt • 

ACT IV. 

Scene l. —Before the Tower. 

Enter , on one side , Queen Elizabeth, Duchess of 
York, and Marquis of Dorset; on the other , 
Anne, Duchess of Gloster, leading Lady 
Marcaret Plantagenet, Clarence's young 
daughter . 

Duck. Who meets us here?— my niece Planta- 
genet 

Led in the hand by her kind aunt of Gloster? 

Wow, for my life, she’s wand’ring to the Tower 
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender prince.— 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give vour graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ) 

Q.Eliz. As much to you, good sister! Whither 

away? rtrupoo 

Anne No further than the Tower; and, as I 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 

To gratulate the gentle princes there.’ fgether • 
Q.Ehz. Kind sister, thanks ; we’ll enter all tol 
Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes.— 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York? 

Brak. Right well, dear madam ; By your pa* 

1 may pot suffer you to visit them ; [tience 

1 he king hath strictly charg’d the contrary. * 

2* • wli °’ s that 

Sivr m t i j ? mean, the lord protector. 

V- j k° rd Patent him from that kingly j 


Hath he set bounds between their love, and me ? 

I am their mother, who shall bar me from them? 
Ditch. I am their father’s mother, I will see them, 
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love theii 
mother : 

Then bring me to their sights; I’ll bear thy blame. 
And take thy office from thee, on thy peril. 

Brak No, madam, no, I may not leave it so ; 

! am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Brakenbur$ 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence 
And I’ll salute your grace of York as mother. 

And reverend looker-on of two fair queens. — 

Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster. 


{To the Duchess of Gloster. 
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen* 
Q.Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder! 

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat. 

Or else 1 swoop with this dead-killing news. 

Anne. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news ! 
Dor. Be of good cheer; — Mother, how fares 
your grace? [gone, 

Q.Eliz . O Dorset, speak not to me, get the® 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels; 

Thy mother’s name is ominous to children : 

It thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 

Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house. 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse,— 
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam:— 

Take all the swift advantage of the hours; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way ; 

Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck. O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! 

O my accursed womb, the bed of death ; 

A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world. 

Whose uuavoided eye is murderous ! 

Stan. Come, madam, come • I in all haste was sent 
Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go.— 

0,^ would to God, thatthe inclusive verge 
Ot golden metal, that must round my brow. 

Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

A n rv-’ ere men caD sa y— G°d sa ve the queen ! 

Q. Ehz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory : 
lo feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne. No ! why ?— When he, that is my hus- 
band now, 

Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse ; [hands, 
vvh?a scarce the blood was well wash’d from' hi* 
W hich issu’d from my other angel husband, 

And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d ; 
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard's face, 

Ihis was my wish,- Be thou, quoth I, occurs' d, 
x or making me, so young, so old a widow ! 

And, when thou wed' st, let sorrow haunt thy bed 
And be thy wife [if any be so mad ) 

More miserable by the life of thee, 

Ikan thou hast made me by my dear lord's death 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 

Even in so short a space, my woman's heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words, 
tutu* ^e subject of mine own soul’s curse ; 

Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest ; 

For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was still awnk’d. 
Resides, he hates me for my father Warwick, 

And no shortly be rid of me. 

Q.Eliz. Poor heart, adieu ; I pity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for 
yours. 

Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory ; 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy Jeareofif 
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Buck. On thon to Richmond, and good fortune 
guide thee . (To Dorset.) 

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee !— 

(To Anne.) 

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess 
thee! {To Q. Elizabeth.) 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me I 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen. 

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen. 

Q. Eliz . Stay yet; look back, with me, unto the 
Tower.— . 

Pity, you ancient stpnes. those tender babes, 

Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls I 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones! 

It tide ragged nurse ! old sullen play fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well l 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. 

[ Exeunt , 

Scene 11 . — A Hoorn of State in the Palace, 
flourish of troumpets. Richard, as King upon 
Ms throne; Buckingham, Catesby, a Page , 
and others* ' 

K. ■Mich* Stand all apart— Cousin of Bucking- 
Buck* My gracious sovereign. [ham, — 

K. Mich . Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy 
advice, 

And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : — 

Rut shall we wear these glories for a day ? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them? 

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them last ! 
1C Mick* Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the 
_ touch, 

To try if thou be current gold, indeed : — 

Young Edward lives ; — Think now what I would 
speak. 

Buck.* Say on, my loving lord. (king. 

K. Rich » Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be 
Buck, Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 
K. Rich. Ha ! am I king? ’Tis so: but Edward 
Buck, True, noble prince. [lives. 

K.Rich . O bitter consquence. 

That Edward still should live, — true, noble prince! — 
j Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull: — 

? Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead ; 

And I would have it suddenly perform’d. 

Wlrnt say’st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes : 

Say, have l thy consent that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause. 
Before l positively speak in this: [dear lord, 

1 will resolve your grace immediately. _ [Exit. 
Cate. The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. 

(Aside.) 

K. Mich. I will converse with iron-witted fools, 
(Descends from his throne.) 
And nnrespective boys ; none are for me, 

That look mto me with considerate eyes ; — 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. — 
Boy,— 

Page. My lord, - [ing gold 

K. Rich. Knovv’st thou not any, whom corrupt- 
ouid tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman, 
hose humble means match not his haughty mind : 
old were as good as twenty orators, 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Mich. What is his name? 

Pace. His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel. 

K. Mich* I partly know the man ; Go, call him 
hither, boy.— [Exit Page. 

l ne deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : „ 
Hath he so long held out with rue untir’d. 

And stops he now tor breath ? — well, be it so. — 
Eivter Stanley. 

How now, lord Stanley ? what’s the news ? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord, 


The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To-Richmoud, in the parts where he abides, 

K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby , rumour is abroad* 
That Anne, ray wife, is very grievoois sick; 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman, 

W horn I will marry straight to Clarence’ daughter:— 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him-— 

Look, how thou d ream’s! ! — I say again, give out, 
That Annemy queen is sick, and like to die : 

About it; for it stands me much upon. 

To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage me.— 

[Exit Catesby 

I must be married to my brother’s daughter, 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. 

Murder her brothers^ and then marry her I 
Uncertain way of gam ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 

Tear-falling pity dwells not m this eye. — 

Me- enter Page , with 4 Tyrrel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? jject 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient sub- 
K. Mich. Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich . Dar’st thou resolve to kill a friend of 
mine? [mies. 

Tyr. Please you; but I had rather kill two ene- 
K. Rich. Vyhy, then thou hast it; two deep 
enemies. 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon; 

Tyrrel, i mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon I’ll rid you from the fear of them. 

K* Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Haik, come 
hither, Tyrrel ; 

Go, by this token Rise, and lend thine ear : 

(Whispers*) 

There is no more but so: — Say, it is done, 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr. I will despatch it straight. [Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K.Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to 
Richmond. 

Buck* I hear the news, my lord. 

K. Rich . Stanley, he is your wife's son: — Well, 
look to it* . . [raise 

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by pro- 
For which your houour and your faith is pawn’d ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables. 
Which you have promised £ shall possess. 

K* Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. [quest? 
Buck. What says your highness to iny just re - 
K. Rich* I do remember me,— Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 

When Richmond was a little peevish boy, 

A king! — perhaps — 

Buck. My lord, — [that time, 

K. Rick. How chance, the prophet could not at 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 
Buck* My lord, your promise for the earldom,— 
K.Rich. Richmond! — When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy skew’d me the castle, 

And call’d it — Rouge-mont: at which name, I 
started ; 

Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 
l should not live long after I saw Richmond# 

Buck. My lord, — 

K. Rich. Ay, what’s o’clock? 

Buck. l am thus bold 

To put your grace in mind of what you promis’d me. 
K. Rich. Well, but what is’t o’clock ? 

Buck. Upon the stroke 

Of ten. 

if. Rich. Well, let it strike. 
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Suck. W’hv, let it strike ? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou keep st 
the stroke • 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

I am not in the giving vein to-day. t no * 

Buck Why, then resolve me wher yon will, or 

K. Rich. Thou troublest me; lam notinthe vein. 

{Exeunt King Richard and Train . 
Buck And is it thus? repays he my deep service 
With such contempt ? made 1 him king lor this r 
0, let me think on Hastings ; and be gone 
T 0 Brecknock, while my ieariul head is on. [Exit. 

Scene III. — The same. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodly act is done ; 

The most arch deed of piteous massacre. 

That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 

Albeit they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 

Wept like two children, in their death’s sad story. 

0 thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes , — 

Thus , thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms : 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 

Which , in their summer beauty , kiss' d each other. 
A book of prayers on their 'pill oiv lay ; [mind; 
Which once , quoth Forrest, almost chang d my 
But , 0, the devil — there the villain stopp’d ; 

When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature , 

That, from the prime creation , e'er she fram'd . — 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse, 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both. 

To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes ; — All health, my sovereign lord ! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then. 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead r 
Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Gome to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper, 
When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell, till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take m/leave. [Exit. 

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I penn’d up 
close; 

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter, 

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cate. My lord, — 

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com’st in 
so bluntly ? > [mond ; 

Cate. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Rich- 
And Buckingham, back’d with* the hardy Welshmen, 
Is in the field, and still his power increase th. 

K. Rich. E ly with Richmond troubles me more 
.near, \; ;: 

Than Buckingham and his rash-Jeviedstrength. 
Come, — I have learn’d, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary ; 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove 7 # Mercury, and herald for a king ! 


Go, muster men : My counsel is my shield ; 

We must be brief, when traitors brave the held. 

[Exeunt 

Scene TV.— The same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q . Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 

Here in these confines slily have 1 lurk’d. 

To watch the waning of mine enemies. 

A dire induction am I witness to, 

And will to France ; hoping, the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes 
here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of York. 

Q. Elis. Ah, my poor princes l ah, my tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets! 

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual. 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night. > 

Ruch. So many miseries have craz’d my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute,— 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. [lambs, 
Q . Elis. Wilt thou, 0 God, fly from such gentle 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 

When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done ? 
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son. 
Buck. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living 
ghost, [usurp’d, 

Woe's scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 

Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth, 

(Sitting down.) 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! ^ 

Q. Elis. Ah, that thou would’st as soon afford a 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; [gra\ e. 

Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

( Sitting down by her.) 
Q.Mar . If ancient sorrow be most reverent, 

Give mine the benefit of seniory, 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, ^ 

( Sitting douvt with them. 
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 

I had a husband, till a Richard kill’d him. 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him.. 
Buck. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill 
him; 

I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him. ^ 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all b death ; 

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 

That foul defacer of God’s handy- work ; 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our gra> vs. 

O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

•Iiow do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body, 

And makes her pew-fellow with others* moan ! 

Buck. O, Harry’s wife, triumph not in my woes ; 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
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Match not the high perfection of my loss. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb’d my Edward ; 
Ami the beholders of this tragic piny. 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother'd in' their dusky graven* 

Richard yet lives, Itetl’s black intelligencer; 

Only reserv'd their' factor* to buy souls, 

And send them thither'* Bulat hand, at hand, 
Ensues lib piteous and unpitied end* . . 

Earth gapes, .hell barns,, fiends roar, saints 1 pray, 

To hive hint suddenly convey'd from hence ■ ' 
Cancel Ins' bond of life, dear, God, I pray, 

That 1 may live, to say, The dog is dead 1 [come, 

^ Q. 1*1%,, O, thou didst prophesy, the time would 
That l should wish .for thee to help, me curse 
That bottled spider, that, foul bunch -hack’d toad. 

■'Q. .Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourish of my 
; fortune; :■ 

teal I'd . thee, then, ■ poor shadow, painted' queen ; 

The 'presentation of bat what I was, 

The battering index of a direful pageant, 

One 'heav'd a. high, to be hurl'd down below ; 

A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ? 

Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the 
queen 4 ?. 

Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 

Tor happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

Cor joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me ; 

For one being fear’d of all, now tearing one ; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of vghatthou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art 
Thou didst usurp my place. And dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my^ sorrow? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke; 
From which even here I slip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s wife, — and queen of sad mis- 
chance,— 

These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q. Elis. 0 thou well skill’d in curses, stay a while. 
And teach ine how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the 
day; . . . 

Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 

Think, that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
And lie, that slew them, fouler than he is : 

Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. ‘ 

Q. Elis. My words are dull, 0, quicken them 
with thine I 

Q. Mar . Thy woea will make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. [Exit. 

Duck Why should calamity be full of words? 

Q. Elis. Windy attorneys to their client woes. 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 

Boor breathing orators of miseries 1 
Bet them have scope ; though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 
■\ : J)uch.. If so, then be not tongue-ty’d : go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words lei’s smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother’d. 

{Drum within.) 

hear his drum, — be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train , marching. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition? 


Duck. O. she, that might have intercepted fc 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done. 
Q. Elis. Hid’st thou that forehead with a golden 
crown. 

Where should be branded, if that right were right, 
The slaughter of the prince that ow’d that crown 
And the dire death of my poor sons and brothers?* 

I ell me, thou villain slave, where are my children ? 
Duck Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence? 

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? [Grey 
Q. Elis. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Duck. Where is kind Hastings ? {drums 1 

K . Rick. A flourish, trumpets !— strike alarums, 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the lord’s anointed : Strike, I say. — 

{Flourish. Alarums .) 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair. 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duck. Art thou my son? [self. 

K. Rich. Ay; I thank God, my father, and your- 
Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duck. 0, let me speak. 

K. Rich. ■ Do, then ; but I’ll not hear 

Duck. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

Kk Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in 
haste. 

Ditch. Art thou so hasty ? I have staid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ? 
Duck. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it well, 
Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell. 

A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 

Tetchy and wayward was thv infancy ; _ [rious 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and fu- 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous; 
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour can’st thou name, 

That ever grac’d me in thy company. 

K. Rich. ’Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that 
call’d your grace 

To breakfast once, forth of my company. 

If I be so disgracions in your sight, 

Let me march on, and not offend you, madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 

Ditch. I pr’ythee, hear me speak 

K. Rick. You speak too bitterly. 

Duck, Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K. Rich. So. [dinance 

Duck. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just or 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; . 

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 

And never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 

Than all the complete armour that thou wear’stf 
My prayers on the adverse party fight; 

And there the little souls of Edward’s children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies. 

And promise them success and victory. 

Blooay thou art, bloody will be thy end*; ' 

Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend.. 

[Exit, 

Q. Elis. Though far more cause, yet much less 
spirit to curse ■ ■ „ ■ 

Abides in me ; I say ainen to her. (Going.) 

K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word w ith 
yon, 

Q. Ehz. I have no more sons of the royal blood. 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard,- ~ 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call’d — Elizabeth* 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 
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Q* ghz. And must she die for this ? Q» let her live, 
And I II corrunt her manners, stain her beauty; 
jS lander myself, as false to Edward’s bed ; 

1 prow over her the veil of infamy ; 

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter, 
l will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal 
blood. 

Q- Eliz, To save her life, I’ll say— she is not so. 
it. 'Rich . Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers, 
ft. luck, JLo, at their births good stars were 
‘ . opposite. _ ^ [trary. 

Q- m\ z ' No, to their lives bad friends were con- 
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 
Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny. 
My babes were destin’d to a fairer death, 

If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life, 
if. Rich, You speak, as if that I had slain my 
cousins. # [cozen'd 

O. Mix. Cousins, indeed : and by their uncle 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 

Whose hands soever lanc’d ijieir tender hearts, 

1 iiy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
lill it was whetted on thy stone -hard heart, 

I o revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

Hut that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
ovTt ®kould t° thy ears not name my boys, 

1 ill that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes : 

And 1, m such a desperate bay of death, 
a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 
ttush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise. 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 

As I intend more good to you and yours, 

1 *ii n v v r r y ,°xr, or yours h ? me were han »’ d • 

V. Mix. What good is cover’d with the face of 
4 heaven, 

To be discover’d that can do me good ? 

K. Rich . The advancement of your children, 
gentle lady. 

Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their 

heads r 

No .> to the dignity and height of fortune, 

I he high imperial type of this earth’s glory. 

y. Ehz, h latter my sorrows with report of it : 

1 ell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 

Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

Will f JLI+k Even all I have : ay, and myself and all. 
Will I withal endow a child of thine : 
bo m the Lethe of thy angry soul 
I hou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs, 
thou supposest, I have done to thee, 
y. Mis. Be brief, lest that the process of thy 

kindness J - 

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date. { 

R. Rich, mn know, that from my soul, I love 

thy daughter. r son j j 

K » ■ / %k d fl hter,s ? oiher thinks ifc ^th her < 
What do you think? j 

y. Mix . ' That thou dost love my danghtei from 1 
thy soul : i 

So, from thy soul’s love, didst thou love her brothers ; ( 

Ami. fominy heart s iove, I do thank thee for it. 1 

K. Rtch. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning • i 

IW m 3; soul I love tliy daughter, 'J 

And ch> mtend to make her queen of England. I 

y. Mix. v> ell then, who dost thou mean shall be 1 
her king z rj 

K. Rich . Even he, that makes her queen : Who J 
else. should be? V 

Eliz. What, thou ? 

Ri % it, madam? 0 = ^^ink you \ 

£ Ehz. How canst thou woo her? r 

if. Rich. * That would I learn of you, r \ 

4s one being best acquainted with her humour . 1 C 
V* Ltap. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

Ric/u Madam, with all my heart. 


> Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew itei 
brothers, 

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York; then, haply, will she weep: 
therefore present to her,— as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood,— 

I A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother’s body. 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

&»end her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her, thou mad’st away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne, 
if. Rich. You mock me, madam; this is not tbs 
way 

To win your daughter. 

K Eliz. There is no other way ; 

Unless thou could’st put on some other shape. 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

Etch, Say, that I did all this for love of her ? 
Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but 
have thee, 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended : 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes. 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent. 

If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 

.Jo make amends, I’ll give it to your daughter 
it 1 have kill’d the issue of your womb, 

1 o quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 

A grandam’s name is little less in love. 

Than is the doting title of a mother; 

They are as children, but one $t$p below,. 

Even of your^mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain,— save for a night of groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 

Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss, you have, is but — a sun being king, 

And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen. 

X cannot make you ’jyhat amends I would, 

.therefore accept such kindness as I can. 

Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul, 

Heads discontented steps in foreign soil, 

I his fair alliance quickly shall call home 
1 o high promotions and great dignity : 

I he king, that calls your beauteous daughter,— wife. 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset— brother: 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

I a “ the ruins of distressful times 
Repair’d with double riches of content 
What l we have many goodly days to see : 

1 he liquid drops of tears that you have shed, 
shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl; 
Advantaging their loan 2 with interest 
Ut ten-times-double gam of happiness. 

Uro then, mv mother, to thy daughter go: 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience : 

I repare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale ; 
x ut m her tender heart the aspiring flame 
M en sov’reigntv ; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage ioys; 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
I he petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come. 

And ead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed: 
io whom I will retail my conquest won, 

a J™ e sole victreS3 > Caesar’s Caesar. 

V- Eliz. What were I best to say? hei father's 
brother 

Would be her lord ? Or shall I say, her uncled 
Ur, he that slew her brothers, and her uncles? 

Under what title shall I woo for thee, 
l hat God, the law, my honour, and her love, 
make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 
a. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this 
alliance. ; 
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Q* Elix ; Which she shall purchase with still last- 
■ ing war. ■ . 

K. Rich* Tell her, the king, that may command, 
entreats. [King forbids. 

Q. Elix. That at her hands, which the king’s 
K. Rick. Say, she shall be a high and mighty 
queen. 

Q. Eltx. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Elix. But how long shall that title, ever, last? 
K. Rick . Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end. 
Q. Elis. But how long fairly shall her sweet life 
last? lens it. 

K. Rick. As long as heaven, and nature, length- 
Q. Elis . And long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 
K. Rick . Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject 
^ low. Tsov’reignty. 

Q. Elis. But she, your subject, loaths such 
K. Rick . Be eloquent in my behalf to her, 

Q. Elis * An honest tale speeds best, being plainly 
told. [tale. 

K. Rich . Then, in plain terms tell her my loving 
Q.Eliz . Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style. 
K Rick . Tour reasons are too shallow, and too 
^ quick. 

Q. Elix. O, no, my reasons are too deep and 
: dead; — ' 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that 
is pash [break. 

Q. Elis. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings 
K. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and 
my crown, — [usurp’d. 

Q. Elix. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third 
K. Rich . I swear. 

Q.Eliz . By nothing; Tor this is no oath. 

Thy George, profan’d, hath lost nis holy honour 


Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d. 
K. Rich. Now by the world,— 

Q. Elis. ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K, Rich. My father’s death, — 

Q. Elix. Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

K. Rick. Then, by myself, — 

Q Elis. Thyself is self-tnisus’d. 

K, Rich. Why then, by God, — 

Q. Elis. God’s wrong is most of all. 

If thou had’st fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The unity, the king thy brother made. 

Had not been broken, nor my brother slain. 

If thou had’st fear’d to break an oath by him. 

The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 

Had grac’d the tender temples of my child ; 

And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust, 

Thy broken faith bath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

£T. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. Mils. That thou hast wronged in the time o’er- 
For I myself have many tears to wash [past; 

Hereafter time, for time past, wrong’d by thee. 

The children live, whose parents thou hast siaugh- 
■ ter’d, , 7 .'-'"7 

Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age : 

The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher’d, 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 

Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misus’d ere used, by times ill-us’d o’er past 4 
K.'Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent ; 

So thrive I in mv dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms f myself myself confound ! 

Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 

Bay, yield me not thy light; nor, night thy rest! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 

To ray proceeding, if, with pure heart’s love, 

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not tby beauteous princely daughter ! 

In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 


t 



Without her, follows to myself, and tnee, 

Herself, the land, and many a christ hn soui. 

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay: 

It cannot be avoided, hut bv this ; 

It will not be avoided, but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,} 

Be the attorney of my love to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. Elis. Shall I be tempted by the devil thus ? 

K. Rick. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 
Q. Elis, Shall I forget myself to be myself? 

K. Rick. Ay, if your self’s remembrance wrong 
# yourself 

Q. Elis. But thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter’s womb I bury 
them: 

Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q- Elis. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 
K. Rick. And be a happy mother by the deed 
Q. Eliz. I go. — Write to me very shortly. 

And you shall understand from me her mind. 

K. Mick. Bear her my true love’s kiss, and so 
farewell. 

(Kissing her.) [Exit Queen Elisabeth, 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing— woman I 
How now? what news? 

Enter Ratcliff; Catesby following. 
Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 
Ride th a puissant navy ; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends. 
Unarm’d, and unresolv’d to beat them back : 

Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral ; 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the dnke 
of Norfolk:- 

Ratcliff, thyself, — or Catesby ; where is he ? 

Cate.. Here, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke. 

Cate. . I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Post to Salisbury; 
When thou com’st thither, — Dull unmindful villain, 

(To Catesby.) 

Why stav’st thou here, and go’st not to the duke ? 
Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness’ 
pleasure, 

What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 
K.Rich. 0, true, good Catesby; — Bid him levy 
straight 

The greatest strength and power he can make. 

And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cate . I go. [Exit* 

Rat. What, may it place you, shall T do at Sa- 
■ : lisbury ? , ■ 7 ' 7 7 

K. Rich. Why, what would’st thou do there, be* 
fore I go? 

Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before 
Enter Stanley. 

K. Rich. My mind is chang’d.— Stanley, wha 
■' news with you ? . . 

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with 
the hearing: 

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 

K. Rich. Hey day, a riddle I neither good nor bad 1 
What need’st thou run so many miles about, 

When thou may’st tell thy tale the nearest way? 
Once more, wliat new# ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas on 
him ! ; ; 7 " ; 

White -live r’d runagate, what doth he there J 
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 
K. Rick. Well, as you guess ? 

Stan . Stirr’d up by Dorset. Buckingham, and 
7 Morton, 
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lie maxes for England, here to claim the crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? is the sword un- 
sway’d ? 

Is the king dead? the empire unpossessed ? 

What iieir of York is there alive, but we ? 

And who is England’s king, but great York’s heir? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 
Stan. Unless for that, my liege, i cannot guess. 
K. Rick Unless for that he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and 11 y to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege, therefore mistrust me 
not. [back ? 

K. Rick Where is thy power then, to beat him 
Where be thy tenants, ana thy followers? 

Are they not now upon the western shore, 
J5aie-c6nducting the rebels from their ships? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the 
north. ■ ■■ ■ [the north, 

K. Rich. Cold friends to me : What do they in 
When they should serve their sovereign in the west? 
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty 
king : 

your majesty to give rue leave, 
muster up my friends; and meet your grace, 

W here and what time, your majesty shall please. 
K. Rick Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join 
with Richmond : 
will not trust you, sir. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful; 

I never was, nor never will be false. 

Rick Well, go, muster men. But, hear you, 
leave behind 

our son, George Stanley ; look your heart be firm. 
Or else his head’s assurance is but frail. 

Stan . So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 

[Exit Stanley. 

E7iter a Messenger. 

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire, 
As I by friends am well advertised, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate. 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are 
in arms ; 

every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter another Messenger. 

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Bucking- 

ham — 

K. Rich. Out on ye, owls! nothing but songs of 
death? (He strikes him.) 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty. 

Is, —that, by sudden Hoods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d; 

And he himself wander’d away alone, 

No man knows whither. 

K. Rick 0, 1 cry yon mercy : 

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine* 

Hath any well-ad vised friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? [liege. 

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made, my 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis 

Dorset, ' V ■:':■■■ ■■■■■■■'■ 

said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But this good comfort bring I to your highness, 

Thu Eretagne navy is dispers’d by tempest: 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto shore, to ask those on the banks, 

If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 

Who answered him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them, 


Hois’d sail, and male his course again for Bretagne. 
K. Rick March on, march on, since we are up in 
arms ; _ . . . 

If not to fight with foreign enemies, 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. . 

Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is take n, 
That is the best news; That the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at .Milford, 

Is colder news, but yet they must be told, 
if. Rick Away towards Salisbury ; while we 
reason here, 

A royal battle might be won and lost 

Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 

To Salisbury ; — the rest march on with me. [Exeunt. 

Scene Y. — A Room in Lord Stanley’s House. 
Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Urswxck, 
Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me : — 

That, in the sty of this most bloody boar, 

My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold; 

If I revolt, ^ on goes young George’s head ; 

The fear of that withholds my present aid. 

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 
Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford-west, in 
Wales. 

Stan. VVhat men of name resort to him ? 

Chris Sir Waiter Herbert, a renowned soldier: 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley ; 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 

And many other of great fame and worth : 

And towards London do they bend their coarse, 

If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Sian. Well, hie thee to thy lord ; commend me 
to him ; 

Tell him, the queen hath heartily consented 
He shad espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

These letters will resolve him of my mind. 

Farewell. (Gives papers to Sir Christopher.) 

[Exeunt. 




Scene I. — Salisbury. An open Place. 
Enter the Sheriff, and Guard , with Buckingham, 
led to execution. 

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with 
him ? 

Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 
Buck. Hastings, and Edward’s children, Rivers, 
Grey, 

Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 

V aughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice ; 

If that your moody discontented souls 

I)o through the clouds behold this present hour, 

Even for revenge mock my destruction !• — 

This is All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not ? 

Sher. It is, my lord, [doomsday. 

Buck. Why, then All-Soul’s day is my body’s 
This is the day, which* in king Edward's time, 

I wish’d might .fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies : 

This is the day, wherein I wish’d to fall 
By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ; 

Phis, this, AJ 1-Souls’ day to my fearful soul, 

Is the determin’d respite of rny wrongs. 

That high AH-seer which I dallied with, 

Hath turned my feigned prayer on my bead* 

And given in earnest what i begg’d in jest 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
Eo turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms : 

Thus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my neck, . 

When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with 
7: sorrow , Y;: 

Remember Margaret was a prophetess . — 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
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Wrong hath but vttvmg, and blame the due of J 
blame. [Exeunt Buckingham, &c. I 

Scene II. — Plain near Tamworth. j- 

Enter , with drum and colours, Richmond, Ox- 
ford, Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, ' 
and others , with Forces marching . \ 

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving £ 
friends. 

Bruis’d underneath the yoke of tyranny, £ 

Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march’d on without impediment; 

And here receive we from our father Stanley j 

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

That spoil’d your summer fields, and fruitful vims, ] 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his ] 
trough 

In your emboweil’d bosoms, this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one day’s march. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends. 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Every man’s conscience is a thousand 
To fight against that bloody homicide. [swords, 
Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 
Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends 
for fear ; 

Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God’s 
name, march : 

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

[ Exeunt . 

Scene III. — Bosworth Field. 

Enter King Richard, and Forces ; the Duke of 
Norfolk, Earl ^/Surrey, and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bos- 
worth field. — 

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 
I\. Rich. My lord of Norfolk,— 

Nor , ^ Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha ! 
must we not ? 

Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord. 
K. Rich. Up with my tent : Here will I lie to- 
night; 

(Soldiers begin to set up the King 9 s tent.) 
But where, to-morrow? — Well, all’s one for that — 
Who hath descried the number of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 
K. Rick. Why, our battalia trebles that account; 
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse faction want 
Up with the tent— Come, noble gentlemen, 

Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; — 

Call for some men of sound direction : — 

Let’s want no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter, on ike other side of the field, Richmond, 
Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and other 
Lords. Some of the Soldiers pitch Richmond's 
tent. 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set. 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car. 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — * 

Sir W illiam Brandon, you shall bear my standard. — ! 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ; — 

I’ll draw the form and model of our battle. 

Limit each leader to his several charge, 

And part in just proportion our small power. 

My lord of Oxford,— you, sir William Brandon, — 
And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me : 

The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment . 

Good captain Blunt, bear mv good night to him. 


And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in ray tent;-— 

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me; 

Where is lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know ? 

Blunt. Unless I have mista’en his colours much, 
(Which, well I am assur’d, I have not done,) 

His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peril it be possible, [him, 
SweetBlunt, make some good means to speak with 
And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I’ll undertake it; 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night ! 

Richm , Good night, good captain Blunt. Come 
gentlemen, 

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business : 

In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the tent 

Enter, to his Tent, King Richard, Norfolk, 
Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

K. Rich. What is’t o’clock? 

Cate. It’s supper time, my lord : 

It’s nine o’clock, 

K. Rich I will not sup to-night.- — 

Give me some ink and paper. — 

What, is my beaver easier than it was? — 

And all my armour laid into my tent ? [diness. 
Cate. \ t is, my liege; and all things are in rea- 
K. Rich.. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 
Use careful watch, choose trustv sentinels. 

Nor . I go, my lord. [Norfolk 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Nor. 1 warrant you, my lord. _ [Exit 

K. Rich. Ratclifif,— * 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. ' Send out a pursuivant at arms 
To Stanley’s regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the biiud cave of eternal night.- 
Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch : — 

(To Catesby.; 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratclifif) — 

Rat. My lord ? [thumberlandi ? 

K. Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy lord Nor- 
Rat. Thomas, the earl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop. 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K. Rich. I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine. 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. — 

So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave roe. 

About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me. — Leavejne, I say. 

[King Rickard retires into his tent. Exeunt 
Ratcliff and Catesby. * 

Richmond’s Tent opens , and discovers him and 
his Officers , $*e. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortunes and victory sit on thy helm ! 
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can afford, 
f Be to thy person, noble father-in-law I 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan , I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother. 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 

So much for that— The silent hours steal on, 

- And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 

In brief, for so the season bid us be, 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 

And put thy fortane to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war, 

I, as I may, [that which I Would, I cannot,) 

With best advantage will deceive the tin»». 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of anus. 

| But on thy side I may not be too forward, 
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Ltfyt, being .seer>7 thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Farewell : The leisure and the fearful tun % 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows oi love, 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse, , „ n 
Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell upon . 
God give us leisure for these rites c love ! 

Once more, adieu: — Be valiant, and speed well. 

Jtichm . Good lords, conduct him to his regiment: 

VI 1 strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ; 
lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, 

When I should mount with wings of victory : 

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt London, $c. with Stanley . 

0 Thou ! whose captain I account myself. 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 

That they may crush down with a heavy tall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries 1 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

That we may praise thee in thy victory I 
To thee I do comment my watchlul soul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 

Sleeping, and waking, 0, defend me still . {bleeps.) 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry the 
Sixth , rises between the two tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul tomorrow ! 

■■{To King Rickard.) 
Think,* how thou stab’dst me in my prime of 
youth 

At Tewksbury ; Despair therefore, and die 
Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher’d princes tight in thy behsdf : 

King Hemp’s issue, Richmoud, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, my auointed body 
{To King Richard.) 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 

Think on the Tower and me ; Despair, and die; 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die.— 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! 

( To Richmond.) 

Harry, that prophesy 5 d thou should’st be king, ^ 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; Live, and flourish ! 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

{To King Richard.) 

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, 

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !— 
Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, 

{To Richmond.) 

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 

Good angels guard thy battle I Live, and flourish 1 

The Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 
Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

{ To King Richard.) 

Rivers, that died at Pomfret! Despair, and die 1 
Grey. Think upon Grey, and iet thy soul des- 
pair! {To King Richard.) 

Vaugh . Think upon Vaughan; and, with guilty 
Let fall thy lance l Despair, and die! — [fear, 

{To King Richard.) 
AIL Awake! and think, our wrongs in Richard’s 
bosom ^ {To Richmond.) 

1 Will conquer him ; — awake, and win the clay ! 

The Ghost of Hastings rises. 

Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; 

{To King Richard.) 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 

Think on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die !— 
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! ^ 

{To Richmond.) 

Arm, fight- add conquer, for fair England's sake ! 


The Ghosts of the two youn% Princes rise. 
Ghosts . Dream on thy cousins smother’d in iha 
Tower; 

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death i 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair, and die.-- # 
Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake m 
jov; , 

Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy l 
Live, and beget a happy race of king's ! . 

Edward’s unhappy sous do bid thee flourish. 

The Ghost of Queen Anne rises. 

Ghost . Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anna 
thy wife, 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations: 

To-morrow in the battle think on me. 

And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !— 
Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; 

_ {To Richmond.) 
Dream of success and happy victory ; 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 

Ghost . The first was I, that help’d thee to the 
crown: (To King Richard.) 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny : 

O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ; 
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath . — 

I died for hope, ere 1 could lend thee aid : 

{To Richmond •; 

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : 

God, and good angels fight on Richmond’s side; 

And Richard falls in height of all his pride. ^ 

{The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts 
out of his dream.) 

K. Rich. Give me another horse,— bind up my 
wounds, — 

Have mercy, Jesti ! — Soft; — I did but dream.— 

0 coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me !— — 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 

Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 

What do I fear? myself? there’s none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? No; — Yes ; J am . 

Then fly, — What, from myself? Great reasoa: 
Why? 

Lest I revenge. What? Myself on myself? 

1 love myself. Wherefore ? for any good. 

That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no* alas, 1 rather hate myself. 

For hateful deeds committed by myself. 

I am a villain : Yet 1 lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : — Fool, do not flatter. 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
very tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree, 

Murder, stern murder, in the dir st degree ; 

All several sins, all us’d in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all,— Guilty ! guilty ! 

I shall despair.— There is no creature loves me; 
And, if I die, no soul will pity me : 

Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself * 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 

Methought, the souls of all that I had murder’d 
Came to my tent : and every one did tlireat 
To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. My lord,— 

K.Rich. Who’s there? 

Mat. Ratcliflj my lord ; ’tis I. The early viliaga 
■■■. ' cock # - 

Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 

Your friends are up and buckle on their armour 
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if. Rich. O, Ratcliff, I have dream’d a fearful 
dream ! — 

What thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ? 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich , Ratcliff, I fear, I fear, — 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of sha- 
dows. 

K. Rich . By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 

Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led bv shallow Richmond, 
it is not yet near day. CSSe, go with me; 

Under our tents I’ll play the eaves-dropper, 

To hear, if any mean to shrink irom me. 

f Exeunt King Rickard and Ratcliff, 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and others. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. * 

Rich. Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentle- 
men,' ; 

That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord ? 

Rich. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
dreams, 

That ever enter’d in a drowsy head, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard 
murder’d, 

Came to my tent, and cried— On! victory! 

{ promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the' morning is it, lords? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Rich. Why, then ’tis time to arm, and give 
direction. — (He advances to the Troops.) 
More than 1 have said, loving countrymen. 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this,— 

God, and our good cause, fight upon our side : 

The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls, 

Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand betore our faces ; 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against. 

Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 

One rais’d in blood, ond one in blood establish’d ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 

And slaughter’d those that were the means to help 
him ; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of Bugland’s chair, where he is falsely set 
One that hath ever been God’s enemy : 

Then, if you fight against God’s enemy, 

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ; 

I f you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain; 

If you do fight against your country’s foes, 

Your country’s fat Shall pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 

If you do free your children from the sword, 

Your children’s children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 

Advance your standards, draw your willing swords : 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face ; 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The least of you shall share his part thereof. 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ; 
God, and Saint George I Richmond, and victory ! 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, 
and Forces. 

Rich. Whutsaid Northumberland, as touch- 
ing Richmond ? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 

K. Rich. He said the truth : And what said Surrey 
then? 


Rat. He smil’d and said, tie better for our purpose 
K. Rich . He was i’ the right; and so, indeed, it i 

(Clock strikes* 

Tell the clock there* — Give me a calendar. — 

Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K.Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by th 
book, 

He should have brav’d the east an hour ago : 

A black day will it be to somebody. — 

Ratcliff, — 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day; 
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that tome. 

More than to Richmond ? for the self-same neaven 
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the 
field. [horse 

K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle Caparison my 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power:— 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 

And thus my battle shall be ordered. 

My forewarn shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot; 

Our archers shall be placed in the midst: 

John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we ourself will follow 

In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

This, and Saint George to boot! — What think’st 
thou, Norfolk? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.— 

This found I on ray tent this morning. 

(living a scroll.) 
K. Rich. (Reads.) Jocky of Norfolk , be not tcs 
held. 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold "... 

A thing devised by the enemy. — 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 

Let uot our babbling dreams affright our souls; 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use. 

Devis’d at firsd to keep the strong in awe ; 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law* 
March, on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell ; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell — 

What shall I say more than I have infer’d ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, ana run-aways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants. 
Whom their o’er-cloy’d country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 

You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous wma, 
They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow- 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s costf 
A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so ranch cold as over shoes in snow ? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again ,* 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d them- 
selves : 

If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretagnes? whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d, 
And. on iecord,. left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 
Ravish our daughters ? — Hark, I hoar their drum. 

(Drum afar (ffjj 
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen I 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head! 

Spur yoqr proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves I 
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Act 7. 


Enter a Messenger. 

What, says lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 
Mess. My lord, lie doth deny to come. 

K. Kick. Off instantly with his son George’s head. 
Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass’d the marsh; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my 
bosom : 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 

Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. [ Exeunt . 

Scene IV. --Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Norfolk, and 
Forces ; to him Oates by. 

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 

Daring an opposite to every danger ; 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K . Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a 
horse ! 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord, I’ll help you to a horse. 
K . Rich . Slave, I nave set my life upon a cast, 
And 1 will stand the hazard of the die : 

I think, there be six Richmonds in the field ; 

Five have I slain to-day, instead of him: — 

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

f Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
and exeunts fighting. Retreat , and jlourish. 
Then enter Richmond, Stanley bearing the 
crown, with divers other Lords , and Forces. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais'd, victo- 
rious friends ; 

file day in ours, the bloody deg is dead. 


Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou ac- 
quH thee ! 

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty, 

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it 
Riclm. Great God of heaven, say , amen, to all !— 
But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw 
us. [side? 

Richm. What men of name are slain on either 
Stan . John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon. 

Richm » Inter their bodies as becomes their birth®. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled. 

That in submission will return to us ; 

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament, 

We will unite the white rose with the red : — 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 

That long. hath, frown’d upon their enmity I— 

What traitor hears me, and says not, — amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself * 
The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood. 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son, 

The son, cornpefi'd, been butcher to the sire ; 

All this divided^ York and Lancaster, 

Divided, in their dire division. — 

0, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house. 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be so,) 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days! 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood ? 
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 

That would with treason wound this fair laud’s peace ! 
Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, God say — Amen ! 
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KING HENRY VIII. ' 

Henry the Eighth is one of those which still keeps possession of the stage by the splendour of 
its pageantry. _ The coronation, about forty years ago, drew the people together in multitudes for a great nar 
v>t the winter. Yet pomp is not the only merit of this play. The meek sorrows, and virtuous distress, of Kafha»- 
rme, have furnished some scenes, winch may be justly numbered among the greatest efforts of tragedy. But the 
wrdten^ ^k&kspe&re comes m and goes out with Katharine. Every other part may be easily conceived and easily 

The second scene of the fourth act is above any other of Shaltspeare’s tragedies, and perhaps above any scene of 
&Qy other poet: tender and pathetic, without gods, or furies, or poisons, or precipices > without the help of 
romantic oircumstancesi without improbable sallies oi poetical lamentation, and without any throes of tumultuous 
miser J'- Johnson . 
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KING HENRY THE EIGHTH. 
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her .* Scribes, Officers Guards , and other Attend- 
ants. 


Scene, — Chiefly in London and Westminster ; once at Kimholton . 


PROLOGUE * 

I come no more to make you laugh ; things now. 
That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe. 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subject will deserve it. Such, as give 
Their money out of hope they may belie ve, 

May here find truth too. Those, that come to see 
Only a shew or two, and so agree, 

The play may pass ; if they be still, and willing, 

PH undertake, may see away their shilling 
Richly .in two short hours. Only they. 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noise of targets ; or to see a fellow 
In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 

Will be deceiv’d: for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chosen truth with such a shew 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 

(To make that only true we now intend,) 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness’ sake, and as you are known 
The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be sad, as we would make ye : think, ye see 
The very persons of our noble story, 

As they were living ; think you see them great, 
And follow’d with the general throng, and 
Of thousand friends ; then, “in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery! 

And, if you can be merry then, I’ll say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 


Scene I. — London. An Ante-chamber in the 
Palace. 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, at one door; at the 
other , the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Abergavenny. 

Ruck. Good morrow, and well met How have 
you done, V , 


Since last we saw in France ? 

Nor. I thank your grace : 

Healthful; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

J Buck. * An untimely ague 

Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory ? those two lights of men, 

Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. ’Twixt Gtiynes and Arde : v 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 

Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have 
weigh’d 

Such a compounded one ? 

Ruck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber’s prisoner 
Nor. Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory: Men might say. 

Till this time pomp was single; but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day’s master, till the last 
Made former wonders' it’s : To-day, the French, 

All clinquant, all in g'o’*d, like heathen gods. 

Shone down the English ; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: eveiy man, that stood, 

Shew’d like a mine.^ Their dwarfish pages were 
As cherubims, all gilt: the madams too, 

Not us’d to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them ? that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting : now this mask 
Was cry’d incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings* 

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst. 

As presence did present them ,* him in eye. 

Still him in praise : and, being present both, 

’Twas said they saw but one ; and no discerner 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suns 
(For so they phrase them,) by their heralds chal- 
leng’d 

The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compass : that former fabulous 
story, 

. Being now seen possible enough, got cred. 
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That Bevis was believ’d. 

Buck. 0, you go fan 

Nor. As I belong to worship, and afreet 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourse!* lose some hie. 

Which action’s self was tongue to. All was royal; 
To the disposing of it nought rebell d, 

Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

f mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess l 
Nor. One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

Buck. I pray yon, who, my lord 7 

Nor . All this was order’d by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 

Buck . The devil speed him ! no man’s pie is free d 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder. 

That such a keech can with his very bulk 
Take up the ray o’ the beneficial sun. 

And keep it from the earth. 

Non Surely, sir, 

There’s in him stulf, that puts hmi to these ends : 


(And take it from a heart, that wishes towards yoff 
Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal’s malice and his potency 
Together : to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A minister in his power : You know his nature, 
That he’s revengeful ; and I know, his sword ^ 
Hath a sharp edge : it’s long, and, it may be said. 

It reaches far ; and where ’twill not extend. 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel. 

You’ll find it wholesome. Ho, where comes that 
That I advise your shunning. [rock, 


For, being not propp’d by ancestry, (whose grace 
Chalks successors their way,) nor call’d upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants, but, spider-like, 

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note, 

The force of his own merit makes his. way ; 

A gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next t& the king. 

Aber . I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : Whence has he that? 
If not from hell the devil is a niggard ; 

Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. . Why the devil. 

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o’ the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him V He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry; for the most part such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon; and his own letter. 

The honourable board of council out. 

Must fetch him in the papers. 

Aber. 1 do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken’d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck. O, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 

But minister communication of 
A most poor issue ? 

Nor. Grievingly I think, 


The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 


Buck. Every raan » 

After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 
A thing inspir’d: and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy, — That this tempest, 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudded breach on’t. 

Nor. Which is budded out; 

For France hath flaw’d the. league, and hath attach’d 
Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber. Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenc’d ? 

Nor. Marry, is’t. 

lAber. A proper title of a peace ; and purchas’d 
At a superfluous rate l 

' Buck. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor. ’Like it your grace, 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you. 


Enter Cardinal Wolsey, (the pttrse borne before 
him J certain of the Guard , and two Secretaries 
with papers. The Cardinal in his passage, fixeth 
his eye on Buckingham , and Buckingham on 
him , both full of disdain. 

Wol. The cluke of Buckingham’s surveyor? ha? 
Where’s his examination ? 

] Seer. Here, so please you. 

Wol. Is he in person ready ? 

1 Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

Wol. Well, we shall then know more ; and Buck- 
ingham 

Shall lessen this big look. _ . 

[Exeunt Wolsey, and Tram. 
Buck. This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, best 
j Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar’s book 
Out-worths a noble’s blood. 

Nor. What, are yon ebafd c 

Ask God for temperance ; that’s the appliance only 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck. . I read ra his looks 

Matter against me ; and his eye revil’d 
Me, as abject object : at this instant 
He bores me with some trick : He’s gone to the king 
I’ll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord, 

And let your reason witli your choler question 
What ’tis you go about : To climb steep hills, 
Requires slow pace at first : Anger is like 
A lull-hot horse ; who being allow’d his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I’ll to the king ; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow’s insolence; or proclaim. 
There’s difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advis’d'; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot, 

That it do singe yourself : W e may outran. 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at. 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o’er, 

In seeming to augment it, wastes it ? Be advis’d i 
I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself, 

If with the sap of reason you would quench, 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you; and I’ll go along 
By your prescription : — but this top-proud fellow 
( Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions,) by intelligence,,. 

And proofs as clear as founts in iluly, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck. To the king I’ll say’t; and make my vouc* 
as strong 

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox. 

Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous. 

As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief. 

As able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 

Only to shew his pomp as well in France 
As nere at home, suggests the king our master 




Scene 2. 


KING* HENRY YIIL 


493 


To this last costly treaty, the interview, 

That swallow’d so ranch treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i’ the rinsing. 

Nor, ’Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 

The articles o’ the combination drew, 

As himself pleas’d ; and they were ratified. 

As he cried, Thus let be : to as much end, 

As give a crutch to the dead : But our count-car- 
dinal 

Has done this, and ’tis well ; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, « 

£ Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 

To the old dam, treason,) — Charles the emperor, 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 

(For ’twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France might, through their amity, 
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep’d barms, that menac’d him : He privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow,- — 

Which I do well ; for, I am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promis’d ; whereby his suit was granted. 
Ere it was ask’d but when the way was made, 
And pav’d with gold, the emperor thus desir’d ; — 
That he would please to alter the king’s course, 

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know, 
(As soon he shall by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases. 

And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish, he were 
Something mistaken in’t. 

Buck. No, not a syllable ; 

l do pronounce him in that very shape. 

He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon; a Sergeant at Arms before him , 
and two or three of the Guard, 

Bran, Your office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg _ Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my lord, 

The net has fallen upon me ; 1 shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran, 'I am sorry 

To see you ta’en from liberty, to look on 
The business present ; ’Tis his highness* pleasure. 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck, It will help me nothing. 

To plead mine innocence ; for that die is on me, 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of 
heaven 

Be done in this and all things ! — I obey.— 
my lord Aberga’ny, fare you well. 

Bran, Nay, he must bear you company : — The 
king (To Abergavenny.) 

Is pleas’d you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aber. As the duke said, 

The will of heaven be done, and the king’s pleasure 
By me obey’d. 

Brand. Here is a warrant from 
The king, to attach lord Montacute$ and the bodies 
Of the duke's confessor, John de la Court, 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck. So, so ; 

These are the limbs of the plot : No more, I hope. 
Bran, A monk o’ the Chartreux. 

Buck. O, Nicolas Hopkins? 

Bran. He. 

Buck. My surveyor is false ; the o’er-great car- 
: dinal. . 

Hath shew’d him gold : my life is spann’d already 
l am the shadow of poor Buckingham : 


Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 

■By dark’ning my clear to. — My lord, farewell. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II. — The Council-Chamber. 

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey 
the Lords of the Council , Sir Thomas Lovell, 
Officers, and Attendants. The King enters, 
karting on the Cardinal's shoulder. 

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i’ the level 
Of a full-eharg’d confederacy, and give thanks 
To you, that chok’d it. — Let be call’d before us 
That genUeman of Buckingham's : in person 
I’ll hear him his confessions justify ; 

And point by point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

The King takes his State. The Lords of ike 
Council take their several places. The Cardinal 
.places himself under the King's feet, on his 
right side. 

A noise within, crying , Boom for the Queen , 
Enter the Queen, ushered by the Dukes of 
Norfolk and Suffolk : she kneels. The King 
r'tsethfrom his State , takes her up i kisses, and 
placet h her by him. 

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel : I am a 
suitor. 

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us : — Half 
your suit 

Never name to us ; you have half our power : 

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Q. Katk. Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself; and, in that love. 
Not unconsider’d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K. Hen . Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few. 

And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance : there have been commis. 
sions 

Sent down among them, which hath flaw’d the heart 
Of all their loyalties : — wherein, although, 

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on yon, as putter-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master, 

(Whose honour heaven shield from soil ! ) even he 
escapes not 

Language unmannerly, yea ? such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears. 

It doth appear : for, upon these taxations, 

The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them ’longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger, 

And lack of other meaus, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 

And danger serves among them, 
if. Hen. Taxation! 

Wherein? and what taxations?— My lord cardinal 
You, that are blam’d for it alike with us, 

Know you of this taxation ? 

Wol. * Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state; and front but in that file. 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Kath. No, my lord. 

You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike ; which are not whole* 
some ■■■■ 

To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and, to bear them. 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say, 

I They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer 
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Tx> liard an exclamation. . 

ir Hen. Still exaction! 

The nature of it? In what kind, let’s know,- 

Comes Trough commissions, which compel lrom 

The sixthpart of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this ( 

Is nam’d, your wars in France 1 Ins mates bold 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 

Allegiance in them : their curses now 

Live! where their prayers did : and it’s come to pass, 

That tractable obedience is a shave 

To each incensed will. I would, your highness 

Would give it quick consideration, for 

There is no primer business. 

K.Hen. By my life. 

This is against our pleasure. 

Wol. ' And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not p^ss d me, but 
ISv learned approbation of the judges. 

If I am traduc’d by tongues, winch neither know 
My faculties, nor person^ yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, ---let me say, 

’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough ; brake. 

That virtue must go through. We must not stmt 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers ; whichever, 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow, 

That is new trimm’d; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allowed j.whafc worst, as oit. 

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. It we shall stand still, 

In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 

We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 

K.Hen. Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from tear: 
Things, done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 

We must not rend our subjects from our » aws > 

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each . 

A trembling contribution! Why, we take, # 

From every tree, lop, bark, and part o’ the timber ; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack a, 
The air will drink the sap. To every county . 
Where this is question’d, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission : Pray, look to’t ; 

I put it to your care. 

Wol. A word with you. 

{To the Secretary.) 

Let there be letters writ to every shire, # , 

'Of the king’s grace and pardon. The griev d com- 
mons 

Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois’d, 

That, through our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary. 

Enter Surveyor . 

Q . Kath. I am sorry, that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K.Hen . It grieves many: 

* The gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare speaker, 
To nature none more bound ; his training such, 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers. 
And never seek for aid out of himself. 

Yet see. 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not well dispos’d, the mind growing once corrupt, 
^hey turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 


Than ever they were fair. This man so complete, 
Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when we. 
Almost with ravish’d list’ning, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady, 

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces. 

That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us ; you shall hear 

(This was his gentleman in trust,) of him 

Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices; whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol Stand forth : and with bold spirit relate what 
you, 

Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 

K. Hen. Sjxoak freely. 

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech, That if the king 
Should without issue die, he’d carry it so 
To make the sceptre his : These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law, 

Lord Aberga’ny : to whom by oath he menac’d 
Revenge upon the cardinal ' . , 

Wol. Please your highness, note 

Thi 3 dangerous conception in this point. 

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

<§. Kath. w My learn’d lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with charity. 

K.Hen. . Speak on: 

How grounded he his title to the crown, ^ 

Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught l 
Surv. He was brought to tins 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

'K. Hen. What was that Hopkins ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar. 

His confessor; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. , . 

X. Hen. How ]pow st thou this : 

Surv . Not long before your highness sped to 
France, 

The dnke, being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech amongst the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied, . 

Men fear’d, the French would prove perfidious. 

To the king’s danger. Presently the duke 
Said, ’Twas the fear, indeed ; and that he double- , ; 
’Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; that oft , says he. 

Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Court , my chaplain , a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment: 
Whom after under the confession's seal 
He solemnly had sworn , that, what he spoke,* 

My chaplain to no creature living , but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence , 
i This pausingly ensu'd— Neither the king f nor Ids 
heirs , ..... . 

(Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him sir tv* 
To gain the love of commonalty ; the duke 
Shall govern England. 

Q. Kath. If I know you well, 

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your office 
, On the complaint o’ the tenants ; Take good heed, 

Y ou charge not in your spleen a noble person, 

And spoil your nobler soul ! I say, take heed ; 

1 Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K.Hen. Let Mm on: 

Go forward, 

Surv. On my soul, I’ll speak hut truth. 

1 told my lord the duke. By the devil’s illusions 
The monk might be deceived ; and that ’twas dang’- 
rousforhiin. 

To ruminate on this so far, until . , 

It forg’d him some design, which, being believ’d, 

It was much like to do: He answer’d, Tush ? 

It can do me no damage adding' further. 
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That, had the king in his last sickness fail’d, 

The cardinal’s and sir Thomas Lovell’s heads 
Should have gone oft 

K. Hen. f Ha ! what, so rank ? Ah, ah . 
There’s mischief in this man:- — Canst than say 
further ? 

'Surv. I can, my liege. 

K. Hen, Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 

A iter your highness had reprov’d the duke 
About sir William Blorner, — 

K. Hen. I remember. 

Of such a time : — Being my servant sworn, 

The duke retain’d him his. — — But on, What 
hence? ^ ' 

Surv. If, quoth he, I for this had been qom- 
mztted , 

As to the Tower , I thought , — I would have play’d 
The part my father meant to act tip on 
The usurper Richard: who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in his presence ; which , if 
granted. 

As he made semblance of Ms duty , wottld 
Have pvt his knife into him. 

K. Hen. A giant traitor ! 

Wol. Now, madam, may his highness live in 
freedom, 

And this man out of prison ? 

Q. Kath. God mend all I 

K. Hen. There’s something more would out of 
thee ; what say’st ? 

Surv. After— the duke Ms father ,— with the 
■ knife , — % 

He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, 

He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour 
Was,— Were he evil us’d, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K. Hen . ■ There’s his period, 

To sheath his knife in us,_ He is attach’d; 

Call him to present trial: if he may 
Find mercy m the law, ’tia Ins ; if none, 

Let him nofc.seek’t of us : .by day and night. 

He’s traitor to the height. [ Exeunt . 

Scene III.— A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands. 
Cham . Is it possible, the spells of France should 
juggle 

Men into such strange mysteries r 
Sands. m New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 

Nay, let them be unmanly, vet are follow’d. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o’ the face; but they are shrewd ones : 
For, when they hold them, you would swear directly i 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so, 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones; 
one would take it, 

That never saw them pace before, the spavin, 

A springhalt reign’d among throw 

Cham. Death ! my lord, 

heir clothes are after such a pagan cut too, 
hat sure, they have worn out Christendom. How 


Win 


, sir Thomas Lovell ? 


Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lev. ’Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, bnt the new proclamation 
That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate. 

Cham. # What is’t for? 

Lov The reformation of our travell’d gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
Cham. I am glad, ’tis there . now I would pray 
our monsieurs 

To think an English courtier may be wise. 




And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. . , They must eithe 

(For so run the conditions.) leave these reran 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 

With all their honourable joints of ignorance. 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights, ami fireworks 
Abusing better men thanihey can be, 

Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 
Short blister’d breeches, and those types of travel, 
And understand again like honest men ; 

Or pack to their old pjay fellows : there, I take It, 

1 hey may, cum privileyio, wear away 
The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh’d at 
Sands. ’Tis time to give them physic, theil 
diseases 

Are grown so catching. 

' Cham. What a loss our ladies 

vV ill have of these trim vanities I 

v. '■ ^ Ay, marry, 

I here will be woe indeed, lords ; the sly whoreson* 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 

A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them, I am glad fhey’r# 
going ; 

(For, sure, there’s no converting of them ;) now ’ 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring bis plain-song, 
And have an hour of hearing ; and, by’r-lady, 

Held current music too. 

■ Cham . . Well said, lord Sands : 

Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, my lord ; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a-going ? * 

Lov. To the cardinal’s 

Your lordship is a guest too, 

Cham . 0, ’tis true : 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 

To many lords and ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I’ll assure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 

His dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubt, he’s noble; 

He had a black mouth, that said other of him. 

Sands. He may, my lord, lie has wherewitha. 

' in him, 

Sparing would shew n worse sin than ill doctrine: 
Men of his way should be most liberal, 

They are set here for examples. 

' Cham. True, they are so : 

But few pow give so great ones. My barge stays ; 
Your lordship shall along :— Come, good sir Thomas 
We shall be late else : which I would not be. 

For 1 was spoke to with sir Henry Guildford# 

This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship's. [Exeunt 

CENE IV, — The Presence-Chamber in Yorfc- 
■ Place. 

Hautboys . A small table under a state for the 
Cardinal, a longer table for the guests. Enter 
at one door Anne Bullen, and divers Lords y 
Ladies, and Gentlewomen.,. as guests; at an- '■ 
other door, enter Sir Henry Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grac« 
Salutes ye all : This night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 
As first-good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. — 0 my Id’d, you 'are 
tardy ; 

Enter Lord 
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Clapp’d wings to me. 

Cham, You are young, sir Harry Guildford, 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 

I think, would better please them: By my life, 

They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. 0, that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sands. I would, I were ; 

1 hey should find easy penance. 

Lov. ’Faith, how easy? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir 
Harry, ^ 

Place you that side. I’ll take the charge of this : 

His grace is ent’ring. — Nay, you must not freeze.; 
Two women plac’d together makes cold weather : — 
My lord Sands, you are qne will keep them waking ; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. % By my faith, 

And thank your lordship. — By your leave, sweet 
ladies: ■ 

[Seats himself letzoeen Anne Bullen and 
another lady.) 

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ; 

I had it from my father. 

Anne. Was lie mad, sir ? 

Sands. 0, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none ; just as 1 do now^ 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath.f Kisses her.) 

Cham. ' Well saia, my lord. — 

So now you are fairly seated Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

* Sands. For my little cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended ; 
and takes his state . 

Wol. You are welcome, my fair guests; that 
noble lady. 

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry. 

Is not my friend : This, to confirm my welcome ; 

And to you all good health. (j Drinks.) 

Sands. Your grace is noble : — 

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks. 

And save me so much talking. 

Wol. My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours. — 
Ladies, yon are not merry Gentlemen, 

Whose fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have them 
Talk ns to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester. 

My lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 

Here’s to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam, 

For ’tis to such a thing, — 

Anne. You cannot shew me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 
[Drums and trumpets within : Chambers 
discharged.) 

What’s that ? 

Cham. Look out there, some of you. 

[Exit a Servant. 
What warlike voice ! 
what end is this ?— Nay, ladies, fear not ; A 
he laws of war you are privileg’d. 

Re-enter Servant . 
what is’fc ? 

A noble troop of strangers; 
they have left their barge, and 

ambassadors 

Good lord chamberlain. 


Go, give them welcome, you can speak the French 
tongue ; 

And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them: — Some attend hira.-^ 

[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All arise, 
and tables removed.) 

You have now a broken banquet; but wc'H mend it 
A good digestion to you all: and, once more, 

I shower a welcome on you ; — Welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter the Hina, and twelve others, as 
maskers , habited like shepherds, with sixteen 
torch-bearers ; ushered by the Lord Chamber, 
lain. They pass directly before the Cardinal, 
and gracefully salute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? 

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they 
pray’d 

To tell your grace That, having heard by fame 

Of this so noble and so fair assembly 

This night to meet here, they could do no less. 

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty. 

But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair conduct, 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain* 

They have done my poor house grace; for which I 
pay them [sures. 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their plea- 
■* ' [Ladies chosen for the dance. The King 
chooses Anne Bullen.) 

K. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch’d ! 0, 
beauty, 

Till now I never knew thee [Music. Dance.) 

Wol. My lord 

Cham. Your grace? 

Wol. Pray, tell them thus much from me *. 

There should be one amongst them, by his person 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom. 

If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[Chamb. goes to the company, and returns .) 
Wol. What say they? 

Cham.' Such a one, they all confess. 

There is indeed ; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Wol. Let me see then. — 

[Comes from his state.) 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen Here I’ll make 
My royal choice. 

K. Hen. You have found him, cardinal: 


You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord : 

You are a churchman, or. I’ll tell you, cardinal, 

I should judge now unhappily. 

Wol. I am glad. 

Your grace is grown so pleasant 
K. Hen. My lord chamberlain, 

Pr’ythee, come hither : What fair lady’s that ? 
Cham. A n’t please your grace, sir Thomas Bui* 
# len’s daughter, [women. 

The viscount Rochford, one of her highness ; 
K. Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one.-~Sweet 
heart, 

I were unmannerly, to take you out, 

And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen. 

Let it go round. 1 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet readK 
T the privy chamber? 

Bov. Yes, my lord. 

W ol. Y our grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. Hen. I fear, too much. 

Wol. There’s fresher air, my lore. 

In the next chamber. 

K. Hen . Lead in your ladies, every one.—* Sweet 
partner, 

l must not yet forsake you * — Let’s be merry 
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Good my lord cardinal, t have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead them once again ; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour. — Let the music knock it. 

[Exeunt, with trumpets , 


ACT II. 

Scene I.— A Street 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting . 

1 Gent. Whither away so fast * 

2 Gent. O , — God save you I 

*Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 

Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gent * I’ll save you 

That labour, sir. All’s now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gent, Were you there ? 

1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was I. 

2 Gent Pray, speak, what has happen’d ? 

1 Gent You may guess quickly what. 

2 Gent. Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gent. ■ Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d upon it. 

2 Gent I am sorry for’t. 

1 Gent So are a number. more. 

2 Gent But pray, how pass’d it? 

1 Gent. I’ll tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar ; where, to his accusations, 

He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg’d 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king’s attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg’d on the examinations, proofs, confessions 
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir’d 
To him brought, viva voce, to his face 
At which appear’d against him, his surveyor: 

Sir Gilbert Feck his chancellor; and John Court, 
Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

2 Gent . That was he, 

that fed him with his prophecies ? 

1 Gent The same* 

All these accus’d him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, be could 

j not : 

J And so his peers, upon this evidence. 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gent After all this, how did he bear himself? 

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, 

— to hear 

His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was stirr’d 
With such an agony, be sweat extremely, 

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty: 

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly, 

In all the rest, shew’d a most noble patience. 

2 Gent. I do not think, he fears death. 

1 Gent Sure, he doth cot. 

He never was so womanish ; the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gent Certainly, 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gent _ > Tis likely, 

By all conjectures : First, Kildare’s attainder. 

Then deputy of Ireland ; who remov’d, 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 

Lest he should help his father. 

2 Gent That trick of state 

W as a deep envious one. 

1 Gent. * At his return, 

No doubt, he will requite. This is noted, 

And generally ; whoever the king favours, 

The cardinal instantly will find employment. 

And far enough from court too. 

2 Gent. ' . AH the commons 

Hate him perniciously, and, o’ my conscience. 

Wish him ten fathom deep: this- duke as much 
They love and dole on ; call him, bounteous Buck- 
ingham. 

The mirror of all courtesy ; — 


1 Gent. Stay there, sir. 

And see the noble ruin d man you speak of. 


Enter Buckingham from his arraignment ; Tip 
staves before him; the axe with the edgi 
towards him ; halberds on each side : tvith him t 
Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir 
William Sands, and common people. 

2 Gent Let’s stand close, and behold him. 

Buck. All good people, 

You, that thus far have come to pity me. 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 


I have this day receiv’d a traitor's judgment, 

t, heaven bear wit 


And by that name must die ; Yet, 
ness, 

And, if I have a conscience, let it sink me, 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 

I’he law I bear no malice for my death ; 

It has done, upon the premises, but justice; 

But those, that sought it, I could wish more Chris- 
tians : 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive them : 

Yet Ietjthem look they glory not in mischief, 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against them. 
For further life in this world I ne’er hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few, that lov’d 
me, 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go wdh me, like good angels, to my end ; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me. 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 

And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o’ GocHa 
name. 

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity, 

If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive yoe 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 

There cannot be those numberless offences 
’Gainst me, I can’t take peace with: no black envy 
Shall make my grave. — Commend me to his grace; 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 

You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king’s ; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years 1 
Ever belov’d, and loving, may his rule be i 
And, when old time shall lend him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your grace ; 
Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Vaux, 

Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux . Prepare there, 

The duke is coming : see, the barge be ready ; 

And fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck . Nay, sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me* 

When I came hither, I was lord high constable, 

And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward 
Bohun : 

Yet lam richer than my base accuser*, 

That never knew what truth meant; I now seal it ; 
And with that blood will make them one day gma 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham. [for’/ 
Who first rais’d head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray’d, 

And without trial fell ; God’s peace be with him ! 
Henry the seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father’s loss, like a most royal prince. 

Restor’d me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 

Made my name once rqore noble* Now his sou 
Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial. 
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And, must needs say, a noble one ; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father: 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 
Pell by our servants, by those men we lov d most ; 

A most unnatural and faithless service ! 

Heaven has an end in all. Yet you that hear me, 
Tnis from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counsels, 

Be sara, you be not loose; for those you make 
fri ends, 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again 

But where they mean to sink ye. All good people, 

Pray for me ! I must now forsake ye ; the last hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell . 

And when you would say something that is sad. 
Speak how ‘I fell.— I have done ; and God forgive 
me ! [Exeunt Buckingham. and Train. 

1 Gent 0, this is full of pity !— Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curses on their heads, 

That were the authors. 

2 Gent If the duke be guiltless, 

Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 

Of an ensuing evil, if it fail. 

Greater than this. 

1 Gent Good angels keep it from us ! 

Where may it b£ ? You do not doubt my faith, sir ? 

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, ’twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gent Let me have it ; 

I do not talk much. 

2 Gent I am confident ; 

You shall, sir : Did you not of late days hear 
A: buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

] Gent Y es, but it held not : 

For when the king once heard it, out of an^er 
f He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent. But that slander, sir, 

Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e’er it was; ana held for certain, 

The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal, 

Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possess’d him with a scruple 
That will undo her : To confirm this too, 

Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately; 

As all think, for this business. ' 

1 Gent ’Tis the cardinal ; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor. 

For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos’d. 

2 Gent I think, you have hit the mark: But is’t 

not cruel, 

That she should feel the smart of this? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 Gent. ' ’Tis woful. 

W T e are too open here to argue this; 

Let’s think in private more. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — An Ante-Chamber in the Palace. 
Enter ike Lord Chamberlain , reading a letter. 
Cham. My lord, — The horses your lordship 
sent for, with . all the care I had, I saw well 
chosen, ridden , and furnished. They were young , 
mid handsome; and of the best breed in the north. 
When they were ready to set out for London, a 
man of 'my lord cardinal's, by commission , and 
main power, took 'em from me ; with this reason, 
— His 7naster would be served before a subject , if 
not before the king : which stopped our mouths , 
sir. 

i fear he will, indeed : Well, let him have them: 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Not . Well met, my goo 


Lord chamberlain. 

Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

Suf. How is the king employ’d ? 

Cham . I left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What’s the cause ? 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his brother’ 
Has crept too near his conscience. [wife 

Suf No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. t ’Tis so; 

This is the cardinal’s doing, the king-cardinal : 

That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune. 

Turns what he lists. The king will know him one 
day, [else ■ 

Suf. Pray God, he do ! he’ll never know himsell 
Nor. How holily he works in all his business I 
And with what zeal 1 For, now he has crack’d the 
league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great no* 
phew, 

He dives into the king’s soul ; and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 

Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
And, out.of all these to restore the king. 

He counsels a divorce : a loss of her, 

That, like a jewel has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre : 

Of her, that loves him with that excellence. 

That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, wnen the greatest stroke of fortune falls. 

Will bless the king: And is pot this course piots?^ 
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel; 'Tis 
most true, 

These news are every where ; every tongue speaks 
them, 

And every true heart weeps for’t : All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end, — 

The French king’s sister. Heaven will one day ope* 
The king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance ; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages : all men’s honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be fashion’d 
Into what pitch he please. 

S?f. \ For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him, there’s my creed : 

As I am made without him, so I’ll stand, 

If the king please : his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in. 

I knew him, and X know him ; so I leave him 
To him, that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor.. ' Let’s in; 

And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon 
My lord, you’ll bear us company ? [him 

Cham. Excuse me; 

The king hath sent me other- where : besides, 

You’ll find a most unfit time to disturb him . 

Health to your lordships. 

Nor . Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain 

Norfolk opens a folding-door. The King is 
discovered sitting, and reading pensively. 

Suf. How sad he looks ! sure he is much afflicted. 
K. Hen , Who is there ? ha ? 

Nor. ’Pray God, he be not angry . 

K. Hen. Who’s there, I say? How dare you 
thrust yourselves 
Into my private meditations? 

Who am I?* ha ? 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons nil offences. 
Malice ne’ei meant: qur breach of duty ,t his way, 

Is business of estate ; in which we came 
To know your royal pleasure. 

K. Hen . You are too bold ; 
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Goto ; 'Mi maite ye know your times of business : 

Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ? — 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Who’s there ? my good lord cardinal ? — 0 my Wol- 
The <Juiet of my wounded conscience, [sey, 

Thou art a cure fit for a king —You’re welcome, 

(To Campeius.) 

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom ; 

Use us, and it : — My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. (To Wolsey.) 

WoL Sir, you cannot. 

I would , your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

K. Hen. We are busy ; go. 

( To Norfoik and Suffolk-) 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him ? 

Suf. t Not to speak of; 

1 would not be so sick though, for his place: 

But this cannot continue. 

Nor. If it do. 

I'll venture one heave at him. 

Suf. I another. 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk . 
Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom: 

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 

The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 

Must now confess, if they have any goodness. 

The trial just and noble. Ail the clerks, 
l mean, the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices ; Rome, the nurse of judg- 
Invited by our noble self, hath sent [meat. 

One general tongue unto us, this good man, 

TMs just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius , 
Whom, once more, I present unto your highness. 

K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms l bid him 
welcome, 

A rid thank the holy conclave for their loves ; .for. 
They ha ?e sent me such a man I would have wish’d 
Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers’ 
You are so noble *. To your highness’ hand [loves, 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue, 

(The court of Rome commanding,)*— you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant. 
In the impartial judging of this business. 

K. lien. Two equal men. The queen shall be 


Forthwith, for what you come : — Where’s Gardiner? 

Wol. I know, your majesty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 

Scholars, allow’d freely to argue for her. 

K. Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ; and 
my favour 

To him that does best ; God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr’ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 
find him a fit fellow. [Exit Wolsey. 

Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner. 
r WoL Give me your hand: much joy and favour 
You are the king’s now. [to you: 

Gar. But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais’d me. 

(Aside.) 

K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. 

(They converse apart.) 
Cam . My lord of York, was not one doctor Face 
£n this man’s place before him ? 

Wol. Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wol. Yes, surely. 

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion spread 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. [then 

Wol. ■ * How! of me? 

Cam. They will not stick to say, you envied him ; 
And. fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
tCept him a foreign man still : wh eh so griev’d him. 
That he rah man and died 


Wol. Heaven’s peac* be with him 

That’s Christian care enough: for living mnrnmrera, 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool • 

For he would needs he virtuous : That good fellow 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner persons, 

K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[Exit Gardiner 

The most convenient place that I can think of, 

For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 

There ye shall meet about this weighty business 
My Wolsey, see it furnish’d,— 0 my lord. 

Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, conscience,— 
O, ’tis a tender place, and I must leave her. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — An Ante-Chamker in the Queen's 
Apartments. 

Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 
Anne. Not for that neither ; — Here’s the pang 
that pinches : 

His highness having liv’d so long with her; and ri j 
So good a lady, that no tongue couid ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, — by my life 
She never knew harm-doing ; — 0 now, after 
So many courses of the sun^enthron'd, 

Still growingan a majesty and pomp, — the which 
To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than 
’Tis sweet at first to acquire, — after this process 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
W ould move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard tempa 

Melt and lament for her. 

i Anne. O, God’s will ! much better 

She ne’er had known pomp : though it he temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old. L . Alas; poor lady . 

She’s a stranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Yerily, 

I swear, ’tis betterto he lowly born. 

And range with humble livers in content. 

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief. 

And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne. By my troth, and maidenhead 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Be shrew me, 1 would, 

And venture maidenhead for’t : and so would yon, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you. 

Have too a woman’s heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty ; 

Which, to say sooth, are blessings : and which gifts 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity 

Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive* 

If yon might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth, — 

OldL. Yes, troth, and troth, — You would not 
be a queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven* 
Old L. ’Tis strange ; a three-pence bowed* would; 
hire me, 

Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray, yon*, 

What think you of a duchess ? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : Pluck off a 
little ; 

I would not he a young count in y.our way, 

For more than blushing comes to : if your back. 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak. 

Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How do you talk-1; 

I swear again, I would not be a queon, 

For ail the world. ^ :Jt 
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^ Old L. In faith, for little. England 

You'd venture an emballing : I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there long'd 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, 

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What wer’t worth 
The secret of your conference ? [to know 

Anne. My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 

Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women: there is hope, 

All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, amen! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly 
blessings 

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 
Ta’en of your many virtues, the king’s majesty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and . 

Does purpose honour to you no less flowing . 

Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a-year, annual support, 

Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know, 

What kind of my obedience I should tender; 

More than my all is nothing: nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities; yet prayers, and 
wishes, 

Are all I can return. ’Beseech your lordship, 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience, 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Cham. Lady, 

shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you.— I have perus’d her well | 

(Aside.) 

beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 

That they have caught the king': and who knows yet. 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 

To lighten all this isle ? — I’ll to the king, 

And say, I spoke with you. 

Anne. .My honour’d lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Old L. Why, fnis it is ; see, see ! 

I have been begging sixteen years in court, 

(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 

For any suit of pounds : and you, (0 late !) 

A very fresh-fish here, (fy, fy upon 

This compell’d fortune 1) have your mouth fill’d up, 

Before you open it 

Anne. . This is strange to me. 

Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, (’tis an old story,) 

That would not be a queen, that would she not, 

For all the mud in Egypt Have you heard it ? 
Anne. Come, you are pleasant 
Old L. With your theme, I could 

O’ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke ! 
A thousand pounds a-vear! for pure respect; 

No other obligation : By my life, 

That promises more thousands : Honour’s train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time, 

1 know, your back will bear a duchess Say, 

Are you not stronger than you were? 

Anne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy. 

And leave me out on’t ’Would I had no being. 

If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me. 

To think what follows. 

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : Pray, do not deliver 
What here you have heard , to her. 

OldL. What do you think me ? [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Hall in Blach-Friars, 
Trumpets, senet, and ( ornets . Enter two Vergers. 


with short silver ivands; next them, two Scribes, 
in the habits of doctors ; after them, the Arch, 
bishop of Canterbury, alone; after him, the Bi- 
shops of Lincoln , Ely, Rochester , and Saint 
Asaph; next them, with some small distance , 
follows a Gentleman hearing the. purse, with the 
great seal , and a cardinal's hat; then two 
Priests , bearina each a silver cross; then a 
Gentleman- Usher bareheaded , accompanied 
ivith a Sergent at Arms, bearing a silver mace; 
then two Gentlemen, bearing two great silver 
pillars ; after them, side by* side, the two Car- 
dinals, Wolsey and Campeius ; two Noblemen 
ivith the sword and mace. . Then enter the King 
and Queen , and their Trains. The King takes 
place under the cloth of state ; the two Cardi- 
nals sit under him as judges. The Queen t akes 
place at some distance from the King, The 
Bishops place themselves on each side the court , 
in manner of a consistory ; between them the 
Scribes. The Lords sit next the Bishop. The 
Crier and the rest of the Attendants stand in 
convenient order about the stage. 

Wol. Whilst our commission from Rome is read, 
Let silence be commanded. 

K. Hen. What’s the need ? 

It hath already publicly been read. 

And on all sides the authority allow’d ; 

You may then spare that time. 

Wol. m Be -t so : — Proceed. 

Scribe Say, Henry king of England, come into 
the court 

Crier. H enry king of England, &c. 

K.Hen . Here. [into court* 

Scribe . Say, Katharine queen of England, come 
Crier. Katharine queen of England, &e. 

(The Queen makes no answer, rises out of her 
chair, goes about the court , comes to the King, 
and kneels at his feet ; then speaks.) 

Q. Katk. Sir, I desire you, do me right and 
justice; 

And to bestow your pity on me : for 
lama most poor woman, and a stranger. 

Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir. 

In what have I offended you ? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure. 

That thus you should proceed to put me off. 

And take "your good grace from me ? Heaven wit- 
ness, 

I have been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or sorry, 
As I saw it inclin’d. When was the hour, 

1 ever contradicted your desire. 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your frfendi 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine. 

That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharg’d ? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wife, m this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you : If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Against your sacred person, in God’s name. 

Turn me away ; and let the foul’st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me up 

To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir. 

The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch’d wit and judgment : Ferdinand, 

Mv father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign’d by many 
A year before : It is not to be question’d. 
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That they had gather'd a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business, 

Who deem’d our marriage lawful: Wherefore 1 
humbly 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain advis’d ; whose counsel 

£ will implore : if not, i’the name of God, 

Your pleasure be fulfill’d ! 

Wol. 4 You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 

Y 2 a, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
'JTo 'plead your cause : It shall be therefore bootless 
That longer you desire the court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly : Therefore, madam, 
It’s fit this royal session do proceed ; 

A nd that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc’d, and heard. 

Q. i Sat A Lord Cardinal, — 

To von l speak, 

Wal. Your pleasure, madam ? 

Q. Kath. . Sir, 

£ am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream’d so,) certain, 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I’ll turn to sparks of fire, 

Wol. Be patient yet. 

Q. Kath. I will, when you are humble ; nay, be- 
Or God will punish me. I do believe, [fore. 

Induc’d by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge. 

You shall not be my judge ; for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, — . 
Which God’s dew quench ( — Therefore, I say again, 
£ utterly abhor, yea, from mv soul, 

Refuse you for my judge, whom, yet once more, 

£ hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 
w Wol, I do profess, 

You speak not like yourself ; who ever yet 
Hava stood to chanty ; and display’d the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom [wrong; 
O’ertopping woman’s power. Madam, you do me 
I have no spleex. against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any how far I have proceeded. 

Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, [me, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 

The king is present : if it be known to him. 

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 

And worthily, my falsehood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But, if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me ,* and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you: The which before 
H.i$ highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 
And to say so no more. 

Q. Kath . My lord, my lord, 

£ am a simple woman, mu'ch too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and hum- 
. ble-month’d ; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming, 
With meekness and humility : hut your heart 
is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You have, by fortune, and his highness’ favours. 
Gone slightly o’er low steps ; and now are mounted, 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words. 
Domestics to you, serve your will, as’t please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you. 
You tender more your person’s honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual : That again 
* do refuse you for my judge ; and here, 

Before you all, appeal unto the pope. 

To bring my whole cause ’fore his holiness, 


And to be judg’d by him. 

(She curt'sies to the King , and offers, to depart 
Cam. The queen is obstinate, 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try’d by it ; ’tis not well. 

She’s going away. 

If. Hew. Cali her again. [the court. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into 
Grif. Madam, yon are called back, [your way ; 
Q. Kath. What need you note it ? pray you, keep 
When you are call’d, return.— Now the Lord help. 
They vex me past my patience I— pray you, pass "Q 
i will not tarry : no, nor ever more, 

Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen , Griffith, and her other 
Attendants. 

K. Hen. Go thy ways, Kate ; 

That man f the. world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let in nought be trusted, 

For speaking false in that: Thou art, alone, 

(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 

Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government,- — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak then out,} 

The queen of earthy queens : — She is noble born ^ 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol . Most gracious sir. 

In humblest manner I require your highness, 

That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears, (for where I am robb’d and bound. 
There must I be unloos’d ; although not there 
At once and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on’t? or ever 
Have to you, — but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, — spake one the least woid, might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state. 

Or touch of her good person ? 

A. Hen. My lord cardinal. 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 

I free you from’t. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not • 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs. 

Bark when their fellows do; by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus’d: 

But will you be more justified? you ever 
Have wish’d the sleeping of this business : never 
Desir’d it to be stirr’d ; but oft have hinder’d ; oft 
The passages made toward it:— on my honour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to thin point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov’d me to’t,— 
I will be bold with time, and your attention : — 

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came give 
heed to’t; — 

My conscience first receiv’d a tenderness, 

Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d 
By the bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador ; 
Who had been hither sent on the debating 
A marriage, ’twifct the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : I’ the progress of this business^ 
Ere a determinate resolution, he 
fl mean, the bishop) did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager. 
Sometimes our brother’s wife. This respite shook 
The boson? of my conscience, enter’d me, 

Y ea, With n splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast ; which forc’d such way, 
That many maz’d considerings did throng, 

And press’d in with this caution. First, methought, 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb, 

If it conceiv’d a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to’t, than 
The grave does to the dead : for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly afto- 
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This world had air’d them : Hence I took a thought, 
J his was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom, 

VV el worthy the best heir o’the world, should not 
Be gladded in’t by me : Then follows, that 
i weigh’d the danger, which my realm stood in 
By this my issue’s fail ; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 
I he wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
I oward this remedy, whereupon wc are 
iNow present here together; that’s to say, 

J meant to rectify my conscience,— -which 
then did feel full sick, and yet not well,— 

By all the reverend fathers of the land, 

And doctors learn’d. — First, I began in private 
VV ith you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember 
How under my oppression I did reek, 

Vv hen I first mov’d you. 

t i it Very well, my liege. 
n.. Hen, I have spoke long; be pleas’d yourself 
How far you satisfied me. (to say 

ctl ft „ So please your highness, 

^he question did at first so stagger me, 

Beanng a state of mighty moment in’t. 

And consequence of dread,— that I committed 
l h j counsel, which I had, to doubt: 

And did entreat your highness to this course, 

VV hich you are runnning here. 

IV) *i en % n . , I then mov’d you, 

l b lord ot Canterbury ; and got your leave 
1 o make this present summons Unsolicited 
1 leit no reverend person in this court: 
but by particular consent proceeded, 

Lnder your hands and seals. Therefore, go on : 
ror nc dislike i* the world against the person 
y . the b r ood queen, but the sharp thorny points 
my alleged reasons, drive this forward : 

1 rove but onr marriage lawful, by my life. 

And kingly dignity, we are contented 
to wear our mortal state to come, with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature, 
i hat s paragon’d o’the world. 

CW So please your highness, 

J he queen being absent, >tis a needful fitness 
1 hat we adjourn this court till further day: 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
C-he intends unto Ins holiness. ( They rise to depart.) 

Thesocardinais trifle with meTlT abhor' 6 ' ^ Aside '> 
Ihis dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome. 


GW. A n't please your grace, the two great car- 
YVait m the presence. [dinals 

Q. Kath . ^ Would they speak with me ? 

Gent, They will’d me say so, madam. 

Q' Keith, Pray their graces 

lo come near. [Exit Geiit.] What can be their 
business 

With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour 
I do not like their coming, now I think cn’t. 

They should be good men ; their affairs as rigbteo 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 
ln 0l ic„tr, v„. Peace to your highness! 

V. Kat/i. Y oi r graces find me here part of a 
housewife; 

Iwould be all, against the worst may happen, 
irb® M y ° Ur i“ ? aSurea w!th me > rey erend ion!? 
W ° ' draw P eBSe you ’ nol),e ‘“adam, to with- 

Tl t !Ci rprivat< V chanibe ':> we shaI1 give yon 
I he full cause of our coming. J 

There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my^onscience. 
Deserves a corner : Would, ali otheV women ' 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do! 
lVJy lords, I care not, (so much 1 am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions 

X™« tr yi by eve - r ? ton S ae > evei T eye saw them. 
Envy and base opinion set against them, 

1 know my life so even : If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 

° b .° dy , ; lr . uth Ioves dealing. 

W°l. 1 anta est erga te mentis integritaf rectina 
seremssima , — , 

V- Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin; 

l am not such a truant sipce my coming 
t S , n tn,!L k ? 0W the la " guage 1 have liv’d in. 

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 
suspicious: fvrtn 

Pray, speak in English: here are some will thanls 
I If you speak truth, for their poor mistress’ sake * 
Belmye me, she has had muchwong Lord cardinal 
1 he W.lhng-St sin 1 ever yet commuted, ^ 

M^y.be absolv’d m English. 

Iam sorry, my integrity shon]d*breed lady ’ 

(And service to his majesty and you,) 

w:!!L S 5 c , 10D ’, wl3ere Ml faith was meant. 


\XT~ 1 an iaiwi was i 

To hy tHe Way 0f accusa tion 

vlSW honour, every good tongue 


T'* M ™ U1 * cvei T gooa tongue blesses* 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow ; ’ 

^ou have too much, good lady: but to know 

ArfSMftSi Se?" jHSl< ° piaioa8 ’ 

“/JS^.-oot of his^noble'naturef “ adam ’ 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace - 
Forgetting, ,ke a good man, your late centre 

Offers° a^I dn t ? and him, (which was too far,)— 
Utters, as I do, m a sign of peace, ; 

S ^- V1Ce and Ms counsel 

My iordsfl thank yon both Sy^Kwi^ 0 

hL%TL mea of > sr v lt y aod 

T trutfa > 1 ha°w not I was set at work 

AI ^ 

tfears" W,0ng the king ' 8 Iove wia > 


r *« , xjtcus up me court: 

1 S£ L> set on. [Exeunt, in manner as they entered. 

ACT HI. 

Scene I.— Palace at Bridewell. A Room in the 
Queens Apartment. 

The Queen, ' and some of her Women, at work. 

Q.Kath. Take thy lute, wench : my soul grows 
sad with troubles; * S1 ?” s 

Smg, and disperse them, if thou canst: leave wo“fc 

SONG. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 

4nd the mountain-tops, that freeze. 

Boro themselves, when he did sinq 
Jo his music, plants and flowers 
Ever sprung : as sun. and showers , 

1 here had been a tasting spring . 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 

In sweet music is such art; U 

Kulmg care, and grief of heart, 
it aU asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
i?* Rath. How now ? 
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Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q. Katk. _ In England, 

But little for my profit: can yon think, lords, i 

That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 

Or he a known friend, ’gainst his highness’ pleasure, 
(Though. he be grown so desperate to be honest,) 

Ancl live a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends. 

They, lhat must weigh out my afflictions, 

They, that my trust may grow to, live not here ; 

They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 

I n my own country, lords. 

Cam. I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

Q. Katk. How, sir? 

Cam. Put your mam cause into the king’s pro- 
tection; 

He’s loving, and most gracious ; ’twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cause ; 

For, if the trial of the law o’er take you, 

You'll part away disgrac’d. 

W oL He tells you rightly. 

Q. Katk. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my 
ruin: 

Is this your Christian counsel ? out upon yet 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge, 

That no king can corrupt 
Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 

Q. Katk . The more shame for ye ; holy men I 
thought ye. 

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues ; 

But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye : 

Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d ? 

1 will not wish ye halt my miseries, 

I have more charity: But say, I warn’d ye; 

Take heed: for heaven’s sake, take heed, test at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

% Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kailu Ye turn me into nothing : Woo upon ye. 
And all such false professors! Would ye have rae 
(If you have any justice, any pity ; 
ff ye be any thing but churchmen’s habits,) 

Put my sick cause into his hands, that hates me ? 
Alas! he has banish’d me his bed already; 

His love, too long agp : I am old, my lords. 

And all the fellowship, I hold now with him, 

Is only my obedience. What cau happen 
To me above this wretchedness? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this 
Gam. Your fears are worse. 

Q.Katk . Have I liv’d thus long — (let me speak 
myself, 

Since virtue finds no friends,)— -a wife, a true one ? 
A woman, (I dare say, without vain- glory,) 

Never yet branded with suspicion ? 

Have l with all my full affections [him ? 

Still met the king ? lov’d him next heaven? obey’d 
Been, out of fondness/superstitious to him? 

Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ? ’tis not well, lords. 

Bring me a constant woman to her husband ; 

One, that ne’er dreara’d a jov beyond his pleasure ; 
And to that woman, when she has done most. 

Yet will i add an honour, — a great patience. 

Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim 
at [guilty, 

Q.Katk, My lord, I dare not make myself so 
To give up willingly that noble title, 

Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e’er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. . ' ’Pray, hear me. 

Q. Katk. 7 W ould I had never trod this English 
: earth, ; 

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 

Ye have angels* faces, but heaven knows your hearts. 
Whut will become of me now, wretched lady ? 
am the most unhappy woman living.— 


Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes j 
( To her Women. 

Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity, 

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me, 
Almost, no grave allow’d me Like the lily, { 

That once was mistress of the field, and flourish’d, 

I’ll hang my head, and perish. 

Wol. If your grace 

Could but be brought to know, our ends are honest 
You’d feel more comfort : why should we, good lady* 
Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas !. our places, 

The way of our profession is against it: 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them. 

For goodness’ sake, consider what you do : 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 

Grow from the king’s acquaintance, by this carriage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits. 

They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know, you have a gentle, nohle temper, 

A soul as even as a calm; Pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and ser- 
vants. « [virtues 

Cam. Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong your 
With this weak womeu’s fears. A noble spirit, 

As yours was put into you, ever casts _ lyon; 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it The king love* 
Beware, you lose it not: For us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q. Katk. Do what ye will, my lords : And, pray ; 
forgive me. 

If I have us’d myself unmannerly ; 

You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 

Pray, do my service to his majesty : 

He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers. 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers, 
Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs, 

That little thought, when she set footing here. 

She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

{Exeunt, 

Scene II. — A?ite- chamber to the King's 
Apartment 

Enter the Duke o/Norfolk, the Duke of Suffolk, 
the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 
Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a constancy, the cardiual 
Cannot stand under them : If you omit 
The oiler of this time, I cannot promise. 

But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 
With these you bear already. 

Sur. I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke. 

To be reveng’d on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person, ■ 

Out of himself? 

Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasu res ; 
What he deserve of you and me, I know; 

What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,) 5 much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; fcr he hath, a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not ; 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No, he’s settled, 

„ Not to come off, in his displeasure. 
l Sur. Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

. Nor. Believe it, this is true. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings „ 

Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears. 
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As I could wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 

His practices to light? 

Suf. Most strangely. 

gu r 0, how, how ? 

Suf The cardinal's letter to the pope miscarried, 
And came to the eye o’the king: wherein was read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o’the divorce: For if 
t did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive. 

My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen's, lady Anne Bullen. 

Sur. Has the king this ? 

Sun Believe it. 

Sur v » Will this work ? 

Cham . The king in this perceives him, how he 
c ousts 

All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic 
And hedges, his own way. But in this point 
After his patient’s death : the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. ’Would he had ! 

Suf. May you be happy in your wish, my lord ! 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Sur. Now all my joy 

Trace the conjunction! 

Suf Myamento’t! 

Nor. * All men’s. 

Suf. There’s order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords, 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it he memoriz’d 

Sur. But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal's ? 

The lerd forbid! 

Nor. Marry, amen ! 

Suf. No, no; 

Theie be more wasps, that buz about his nose. 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
fs stolen away to Rome ; hath ta’en no leave; 

Has left the cause o’the king uuhandled ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal. 

To second all his plot. 1 do assure you, 

The king cry’d, ha ! at this. 

Cham . Now, God incense him, 

And let him cry ha, louder ! 

Nor. But, my lord. 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf. He is return’d, in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce. 

Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe. 

His second marriage shall be publish’d, and , 

Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d queen ; but princess dowager. 

And widow to prince Arthur. 

Nor. This same Cranmer’s 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain 
In the king’s business. 

Suf. He has ; and we shall see him 

For it an archbishop. 

Nor. So I hear. 

Suf. ’Tis so. 

The cardinal — 

Enter Wolsey and Cromwell. 

Nor.. Observe, observe, he’s moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, gave you the king? 

Crom. To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

„ Wol. Look’d he o’the inside of the paper? 

. Crom n Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view’d* 

He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance : You, he bade 
Attend him. he re this morning. 

Wol Is he ieady 

To come abroad? 


Crom. I think, by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me a while.— f Exit Cromwell 

It shall be to the duchess of Aleu^on, 

The French king’s sister ; he shall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen! No; I’ll no Anne Bullens for him 
There is more in it than fair visage. — Bullen ! 

No, we’ll no Bullens.— Speedily I wish [broke ! 
To hear from Rome. — The marchioness of Pem- 
Nor . kle’s discontented. 

Suf. ' May he, lie hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough. 

Lord, for thy justice! [daughter, 

Wol. The late queen’s gentlewoman; a knight’s 
To be her mistress’ mistress ! the queen’s queen ! — 
This candle burns not clear : ’tis I must snuff it; 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her vir- 
tuous. 

And well-deserving? yet I know her for 
A spleeny "Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i’the bosom of 
Our hard-rul’d king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king. 

And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at something. 

Suf. I would, ’twere something that would fret 
The master-cord of his heart ! . [the string. 

Enter the King , reading a schedule; and Lovm*. 
Suf, The king, the king. 

K. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accumu- 
lated 

To his own portion! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him? How, i’the name of thrift. 
Does he rake thte together? — Now, my lords; 

Saw you the cardinal? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : Some strange commotio* 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 

Then lays his finger on his temple ; straight. 

Springs out into fast gait ; then, stops again. 

Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K. Hen. It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 

As I requir’d ; And, wot you, vvhat I found 
There ; on ray conscience, put unwittingly ? 

| Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing, — 

| The several parcels of his plate, his treasure. 

! Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Nor. . ^ It’s heaven’s will ; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet. 

To bless your eye withal. 

K. Hen. If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 

And fix’d on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings ; but, I am afraid, 

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

(He takes his seat, and whispers Lovell, w/i» 
goes to Wolsey.) 

Wol. . Heaven forgive me ! 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

! K. Hen . Good my lord, 

j You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now" running o’er ; you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span. 

To keep your earthly audit: Sure in that 
I deem you an ill husband ; and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Mr ol. * Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
i To think upon the part of business, which 
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ear i’tne st.it ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perlorce, 

I,' her frail sou, amongst my brethren mortal, 

Must uivft my tendance to. 

K. Hen. You have said well. 

Wot And ever may your highness yoke together, 
As i will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well-saying I 
K. Hen . Tis well said again ; 

And ‘tis a kind of good deed, to say well: 

A nd yet words are no deeds. My father lov’d you : 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my oflice, 

I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ’d you where high profits might come home, 
But parT my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

Wot What should this mean? 

Sur. The Lord increase this business ! (Aside.) 
K. Hen. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the slate ? I pray you, tell me, 

]f what I now pronounce, you have found true : 

And if you may confess it, say withal, 

If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 

fVot My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces. 
Shower’d on me daily, have been more than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all men’s endeavours my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 

Yet fil’d with my abilities ‘. Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces , 
Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks; 

My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty. 

Which ever lias, and ever shall be growing. 

Till death, that winter, fill it. 

K. Hen . Fairly answer’d ; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated: The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i’the contrary. 

The foulness is the punishment I presume. 

That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you, 

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honour, 
more 

On von, than any; so your hand, and heart. 

Your brain, and every function of your power. 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty. 

As ’twere in love’s particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol. I do profess, 

That for your highness’ good I ever labour’d 
More than mine own ; that am, have, and will be, 
Though all the world should ciack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their soul : though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 

As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 

Should the approach of this wild river break. 

And stand unshaken yours. 

IT. Hen. Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 

For you have seen him open’t. — Read o’er this ; 

( Giving Mm papers.) 

And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. 

[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal. Wolsey: 
the Nobles throng after him , smiling , and 
m whispering. 

1 Wol. What should this mean ? 

What sudden anger’s this? how have I reap’d it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin ^ 

Heap’d from his eyes: So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman, that has gall’d him ; 
Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper ; 
I fear, the story of his anger. — ’Tis so : 

This paper has undone me : — ’Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 


And fee mv friends in Rome. O negl gence. 

Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 

No new device to beat this from his brains? 

I know, ’twill stir him strongly; Yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What’s this — To the Pop 4 •• 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 

I have touched the highest point of all my greatness! 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk,//^ 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 
Nor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal; who 
* commands you 

To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 
To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester’s, 

Till vou hear further from his highness. 

Wol . . Stay, 

Where’s your commission, lords? words cannot 
Authority so weighty. [carry 

Suf. Who dare cross them ? 

Bearing the king’s will from his mouth expressly ? 

Wol. Till I nnd more than will, or words ? to do it, 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 

I dare, and must deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 

How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 

As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin I 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt* 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal, 

You ask with such a violence, the king, 

(Mine, and your master,) with nis own hand gave me , 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness. 

Tied it by letters patents : Now, who’ll take it ? 
Sur. The king, that gave it. 

Wot It must be himself then 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wot Proud lord, thouliest; 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. 

Sur . ^ ^ > Thy ambition 

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law: 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,) 
Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy l 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 

Far from his succour, from the king, from all. 

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav’st him * 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv’d him with an axe. 

Wot This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon mv credit, 

I answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, ^ 

His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 

If I lov’d many words, lord, I should tell you. 

You have as little honesty as honour: 

That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 

Sur. By my soul, 

Your long coat, priest, protects you ; then should** 
feel 

My sword i ’the life-blood of thee else. — My lords, 
Cau ye endure to hear this arrogance? 

And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely, 

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet. 
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Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

Wol. All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion: 

The goodness of your intercepted packets, 

You writ to the pope, against the king : your good- 
ness, 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious.— 
My lord of Norfolk, —as you are truly noble. 

As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis’d nobility, our issues, 

Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen, — 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life : I’ll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

Wol How much, methinks, I could despise this 
man. 

But that l am bound in charity against it I 
JVbr.Those articles, my lord, are in the king’s hand : 
But. thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wol. ; . _ So much fairer, ; 

And spotless, shall mine innocence arise. 

When the king knows my truth. 

Sur . This cannot save you : 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles; and out they shall. _ 

Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
Yen’ll shew a little honesty, 

Wol . ^ ^ Speak on, sir; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush, 

It i<*, to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I’d rather want those, than my head. 
Have at you. 


i on maim’d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor. Then, that, in all you write to Rome, or else 
To lb reign princes. Ego ei Rex mens 
Was still inscrib’d; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Sitf. * Then, that, without the knowledge 
Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

' Sur. Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude 
Without the king’s will, or the state’s allowance, 

A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus’d 
^ our holy hat to be stamp’d on the king’s coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable sub- 
stance, (ence,) 

£ By what means got, I leave to your own consci- 
fo furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
V on have for dignities : to the mere undoing 
0 f aH the kingdom. Many more there are ; 

Widen, since they are of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with, 

C/iam. ' 0 my lord, 

Press not a falling man too far ; ’tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the laws ; let them, 

N ot you, correct them. My heart weeps to see him 
b » 1 ittle of his great sel f. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Eord cardinal^ the king’s furtherpleasure is, — 
because all those things, yon have done of late 
Hvvpnr power legatine within this kingdom, 
had into the compass of a praemunire ,— 

That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 

To^, forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements. 

Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 

Out of the king’s protection This is my charge. 

Nor. And so we’ll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer, 
About the giring back the great seal to us, [you. 

I he king shall know it, and no doubt, shall thank 


So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt all hut Wolssy, 
Wol . So farewell to the tittle good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 

This is the state of man ; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
And,— when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur’d, 

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 

But far beyoud my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 

I feel my heart new opened : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes’ favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspdet of princes, and their ruin, 

More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again,— 

Enter Cromwell, amazedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 
Crom. I have no power to speak, sir, 

Wol. _ . What, amaz’d 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, 

A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 

I am fallen indeed. 

Crom . How does your grace ? 

Wol Why, well; 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 

I know mysell* now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A. still and quiet conscience. The king ha.* cur’d me, 
I humbly thank his grace; and from these shoulders, 
These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour : 

0, ’tis a burden, Cromwell, ’tis a burden, 

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that right 
use of it. 

Wol. I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks, 
£0u t of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 

To endure more miseries, and greater far, 

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare oftei 
What news abroad? 

Crom. _ The heaviest, and the worst, 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol. ^ ^ God bless him! 

Crom . The next is, that sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

Wol That’s somewhat sudden : 

But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones. 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings, 
May have a tomb of orphans’ tears went on ’em ! 
What more ? 

Crom. Thai Cranmer is return’d with welcome. 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wol. That’s news indeed. 

. . k ast ’ that the lady Anne* 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 

This day was view’d in open, as his queen, 

Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

Wol There was the. weight that pull’d me dow#, 
O Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever ; 

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 

Or gild again the noble troops, that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwells 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord ek the king ; 
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ritat Sim, I pray, may never set I I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will, stir him ; 

(I know his noble nature,! not to let 
Thy hopeful service perisli too ; Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not; make use now, and provide 
For thine own future safety, 

Crom . O my lord. 

Must I then leave you? must I needs forego 
So good, so nohie, and so true a master? 

Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers. 
Forever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

WoL Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear * 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc’d me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 

Lets dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
Ani,— -when I am forgotten, as I shall be ; 

Anl sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, — say, 1 taught thee, 
Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory, 
Anl sounded all the depths and shoals of honour,— 
Found thee, a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; 

A sire and safe one, though thy master miss’d it. 
Maik but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 
Cronwellyl charge thee, fling away ambition ; 

By that siu fell the angels, how can man then. 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by’t ? 

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee; 
Coruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To filence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
Detail the ends, thou aim’st at ? be thy country’s, 
ThyGod's, and truth’s; then ii thou fali’st, OCrom- 
fhoj fali’st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; [well, 
And — IVythee, lead me in : 

Thee take an inventory of all I have. 

To he last penny ; ’tis the king’s : my robe 
And my integrity to heaven, is all 
1 dae now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had! hut serv’d my God with half the zeal 
I sens’d ray king, he would not in mine age 
Hav left me naked to mine enemies. 

Cmn. Good sir, have patience. 

I hi. So I have. Farewell 

The topes of court I my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

[ Exeunt . 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Street in Westminster . 

Enter two Gentlemen , meeting . 

1 ( mt . You are well met once again. 

2 Cmt And so are you. 

1 Gnt . You come to take your stand here, and 

behold 

The By Anne pass from her coronation ? 

2 Gnt . ’Tis all my business. At our last en- 

counter, 

The dice of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Git, ’Tis very true : but 1 that time offer’d 

This, gneral joy. ' [sorrow; 

2 Get, ’Tis well : The citizens, # 

I am ste, have shewn at full their royal minds; 
As, letiem hive their rights, they are ever forward 
In celelation of this day, with shews, 

Pagean, and sights of honour. 

1 Gen Never greater. 

Nor, I’lassnre you, better taken, sir, 

2 Gen May I be bold to ask what that contains, 
That pajjr in your hand ? 

1 Gen, Yes; ’tis the list 

Of thosefliat claim their offices this day. 

By cnsto of the coronation. 

The duk$f Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be hig steward ; next, the duke of Norfolk, 

Be to he "M marshal : yon may read the rest 
2;':(jfe»uthank : yoa, / sir v; : had I not known those 
, c|toms. 


\ 



I should have been beholden to your piiper. 

But, I beseech you, what’s beccrae oi Katharine, 

The princess dowager ? how goes her business? 

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order. 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthiil, where the princess lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appear’d not: 

And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king’s late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorc’d, 

A.nd the late marriage made of none effect . 

Since which, she was removed to Kimbolton, 

Where she remains now sick. 

^ 2 Gent. Alas, good lady ! — (Trumpets.) 

The trumpets sound : stand close, the queen is 
coming. 

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 

A lively flourish of trumpets ; then, enter , — ■ 

1. Tic o Judges. {before him. 

2. Lord' Chancellor , with the purse and mace 

3. Choristers singing . (Music.) 

4. Mayor of London bearing the mace. Then 

Garter, in his coat of arms, and on his 
head , a gilt copper crown. 

5 Marquis j Dorset, hearing a sceptre of gold, on 
his head a demi-coronat of gold. With 
him , the Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod 
of silver with the dove , crowned with an 
earl's coronet. Collars of SS. 

6. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his coronet 

on Ins head, bearing a long white wand, 
as high-steward. With him , the Duke 
of Norfolk, loith the rod of marshalskip, 
a coronet on his head. Collars ofSS . 

7. A t canopy \ borne by four of the Cinque-ports ; 

under it, the Queen in her robe; in her 
hair richhj adorned u^ith pearl, crowned, 
On each side of her, the Bishops of Lon* 
don and Winchester . 

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk , in a coronal of 

gold, wrought with flowers, bearing ike 
Queen's train. 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain cir- 

clets of gold without flowers. 

2 Gent. A royal train, believe me. — These 1 

know; — 

Who’s that, that bears the sceptre ? 

1 Gent. Marquis Dorset : 

And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent. A bold brave gentleman : And that 

should be 

The duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gent. ’Tis the same ; high-steward. 

2 Gent. And that my lord of Norfolk? 

1 Gent. Yes. 

2 Gent. Heaven bless thee I 

(Looking on the Quern,) 
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on.— 

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 

Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 

And more, and richer, when he strains that lady : 

I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gent. They, that near 

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

2 Gent. Those men are happy; and so are all, am 

near her. 

T take it, she that carries up the train, 

Is that old noble lady, dueness of Norfolk. 

1 Gent. It is; and all the rest are countesses. 

2 Gent. Their coronets say so. These are stars, 

indeed ; 

And, sometimes, falling ones. 

1 Gent. ' No more of that 

{Exit Procession , with a great jlotrish qf 
: ;V trumpets. ! 
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'Enter a third Gentleman . 

Sod save you, sir? Where have you been broil- 
ing? [a finger 

3 Gent. Among the crowd i’the abbey ; where 
Could not be wedg’d in more ; and I am stifled 
With the mere, rankness of their joy. 

2 Gent. * ou saw 

The ceremony? 

3 Gent. That I did 

1 Gent. How was it? 

3 Gent. Well worth the seeing. ^ 

2 Gent. Good sir, speak it to us. 

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, , having brought the queen 

To a prepar’d place in the choir, fell off 
A distance from her, while her grace sat down 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so. 

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely, 

The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman. 

That ever lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 

' As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 

f )oublets, I think,) flew up ; and had their faces 
een loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 

That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press, 

And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could say. This is my wife, there ; all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent. But, ’pray, what follow’d? 

3 Gent. A t length her grace rose, and with mo- 
dest paces 

Came to the altar ; where she kneel’d, and, saint-like. 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray’d devoutly, 
Then rose again, and bow’d her to the people : 
When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen; 

As holy oil, Edward Confessor’s crown, 

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the choir, 

With all the choicest music of the kingdom, 

Together sung Te Deum. So she parted, 

And with the same full state pac’d hack again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

1 Gent. : # Sir, you 

Must no more call it York-place, that is past : 

For, -since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost; 

Tis now the king’s, and call’d — Whitehall. 

3 Gent. I know it; 

But ’tis so lately alter’d, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent. What two reverend bishops 

Were those, that went on each side of the queen ? 

3 Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one, of 
Winchester, 

(Newly preferr’d from the king’s secretary,) 

The other, London. 

2 Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s, 

The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent. All the land knows that : 

However, yet there’s no great breach; when it 
comes, 

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

2 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Gent. . Thomas Cromwell; 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend. — The king 
Has made him master o’the jewel-house. 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gent. He will deserve more. 

3 Gent . Yes, without all doubt 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests ; 
Something I can command. As I walk thither. 

Til tell ye more. j 


Both. You may command us, sir. Exeunt 
Scene II. — Kimball on. 

Enter Katharine, dowager, sick; led between 
Griffith and Patience. 

Grif. How does your grace ? 

Kath. O, Griffith, sick to death 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair;— 
So, — now, rnethinks, I feel a little ease. 

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st me, 
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wols<y, 
Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, madam ; but, T think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer'd, ^ gave no ear io’t. 
Kath. Pr’ythee, good Griffith, tell me hoy he 
died: 

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily, 

For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer, 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 

He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man! 

Grif At last, with easy roads, he came to Lei 
cester, 

Lodg’d in the abbey; where the reverend abbrt. 
With all his convent, honourably receiv’d him : 

To whom he gave these words, — 0 father abbi, 
An old man, broken with the storms of state 
Is come to lay Ms toeary bmes among ye; 

Give him a little earth for charity l 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu’d him still ; and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his last,) full of repentance 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows. 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peac. 

Kath . So may he rest ; his faults lie gently Oihim 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak 5m, 
And yet with charity, — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion 
Ty’d all thie kingdom : simony was fair play ; 

His own opinion was his law : I’ the presence 
He would say untruths; and be ever double. 

Both in his words and meaning : He was nevr. 

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful ; 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 

Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. ' * JNoble madam, 

Men’s evil manners live in brass ; their virfces 
We write in water, ^ May it please your higness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith, 

I were malicious else. 

Grif. Tins cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubted^ 

Was fashion'd to much honour. From hijcradle. 

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good on; 
Exceeding wise, lair spoken, and persua<ng : 

Lofty, and sour, to them that lov’d him n<; 

But to those men that sought him, sweet i snrnmei 
And though he were unsatisfied in geitin 
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, mgfun. 

He was most princely : Ever witness fortim 
Those twins of learning, that he rais’d ijyou, 
Ipswich, and Oxford ! one of which feflvith him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it 
The other, though unfinish’d, yet so faons. 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak hisirtue. , ? 

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon to ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt hisel£ . • 1 
And found the blessedness* of being Be? 
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And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than roan could give him, he died, tearing God, 
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 

No other speaker of m y living actions. 

To keep mine honour irom corruption, 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me. 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 

Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him !-— 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 

I have not long to trouble thee.~Good Griffith, 
3ause the musicians play me that sad note f 
I nam’d my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn music. J quiet, 
Crif. She is asleep : Good wench, let’s sit down 
For fear we wake her ;■ — Softly, gentle Patience. 


Tki Vision. Enter , solemnly tripping on « after 
mother , six Personages, clad in white robes, 
nearing on their heads garlands of bays, mid 
golden vizards on their faces; branches of 
mys , or palm, in their hands . They first congee 
mto her, then dance ; and, at certain changes, 
tie first two ■ hold a spare garland over her 
had; at which, the other four make reverend 
ctrfsies; then the two , that held the garland, 
deliver the same to the other next two , zvho ob- 
serve the same order in their changes , and 
hiding the garland over her head; which 
dine, they deliver the same garland to the last 
tup , icho likewise observe the same, order : at 
tmich, ( as it were by inspiration,) she makes 
inker sleep signs of rejoicing, and holds th up 
her hands to heaven : and so in their dancing 
thy vanish, carrying the garland with them. 
Tie music continues. 


Kdh. Spirits of pence, where are ye ? Are ye 
all gone 'l 

And eave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 
Grf. Madam, we are here. 

Kah. ' It is not you 1 call for : 

Saw y none enter, since 1 slept ? 

Grij ■ None, madam. 

Kai. No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite ne to a banquet; whose bright faces 
Cast tbusand beams upon me, like the sun? 

They pomised me eternal happiness; 

And bought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am nc worthy yet to wear : I shall. 

Assuredly, 

Grip am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess'our fancy. 

Kath Bid the music leave, 

They an harsh and heavy to me. (Music ceases.) 

Pat. Do you note. 

Clow muh her grace is alter’d on the sudden ? 
Bow Ion > her face is drawn? How pale she looks. 
And of ai earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 

Grif. file is going, wench; pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her ! 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, tit like your grace, — 

Kath You are a saucy fellow ; 

Deserve w no more reverence ? 

Grip You are to blame, 

Knowing, se will not lose her wonted greatness, 
To use so rle behaviour : go to, kneel. 

Mess. I imbly do entreat your highness’ pardon; 
My haste mile me unmannerly ; There is staying 
A gentle mai sent from the king, to see you. 

Kath Adit him entrance, Griffith ; But this fellow 
Let me ne’enee again. 

\Exemit Griffith and Messenger v 


Re-enr Griffith, with Capucius. 

If my sight fail not, 

Ton should bjjord ambassador from the emperor. 
My royal nepfiw, and your name Capucius. 


Cap. Madam, the same, yoursenant. 

Kath. 0 iny lord, 

The times, and titles, now are alter’d strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you 
What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap. \ _ Noble lady. 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next, • 
The king’s request, that I would visit you : 

Who grieves much for your weakness, ana by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes to 
late ; 

’Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur’d me; 
But now I arn past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? 

Cap. ^ Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do I and ever flourish. 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish’d the kingdom! — Patience, is that letter, 

I caus’d you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat. " . * No, ^ madam. 

( Giving it to Katharine ) 
Kath Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. _ Most willing, madam. 

Kath. Tn which I have commended to his good- 
ness 

The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter i — 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her i — 
Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding; 

(She is young, and of a noble modest nature : 

I hope, she will deserve well) ; and a little 
To love her for her mother’s sake, that lov’d him. 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women* that so long 
Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully t 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve, 

For virtue, and true beauty of the soul, 

For honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy, that shall have them 
The last is, for my men ; — they are the poorest. 


But poverty could never draw them from me; — 
That they may have f 


their wages duly paid them. 
And something over to remember me by : 

If heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer life. 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents: — And, good my lord, 
By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace the souls departed, ^ 
Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kath . I thank yon, honest lord. Remember arid 
In all humility unto his highness; 

Say, his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world : tell him, m death I bless’d him, 
For so I will.— Mine eyes grow dim.— Farewell, 
My lord. — Griffith, farewell. — Nay, Patience, 

You must not leave me vet. I must to bed ; 

Call in more women. — When I am dead, good wencn 
Let me be us’d with honour; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste ivife to my grave : embalm me. 
Then lay me forth : although unqueen’d, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

1 can no more. [Exeunt, leading Kai Jiccine 


* ACT V. 

Scene I.— A Gallery in the Palace . 

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, a Page 
with a torch before him, met by Sir Thoma* 
Lovell. 

Gar. It ? s one o’clock, bo , is’t not? 
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\ ‘ oy . It hath struck. 

<j %r. These should be hours for necessities. 

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
WitVcomforting repose, and not for us 
To '^aste these times.— Good hour of night, sir 
Thomas 1 
Whither so late ? 

Lov Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Gar , I did, sir Thomas ; and left him at primero 
With the duke of Suffolk. 

Lot r. I must to him too, 

Before Jhe go to bed. I’ll take my leave. . 

Gar. Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell, What’s the 
matter? 

It seems, you are in haste ; an if there be 
No great offence belongs to’t, give your friend 
Some touch of your late business : Affairs, that walk 
(As, they say, spirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Lov . * My lord, I love you ; 


And durst commend a secret to vour ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen’s in 
laboar, 

They say, in great extremity ; and fear’d, 

She’ll with the labour end. 

Gar. ■ The fruit, she goes with, 

I pray for heartily ; that it may find 

Good time, and live : but for the stock, sir Thomas, 

T wish it grubb’d up now. 

Lovi Methinks, I could 

Cry thee araen ; and yet my conscience says 
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, sir, sir, — 

Hear me, sir Thomas : You are a gentleman 
Of my own way ; I know you wise, religious ; 

And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well,— 

’Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take’t of me, — 

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, sir, ye speak of two 

The most remark’d i’tiie kingdom. As for Crom- 
well, — 

Beside that of the jewel-house, he’s made master 
O’the rolls, and the king’s secretary; further, sir, 

f tands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 

Vith which the time will load him: The arch- 
bishop 

Is the king’s hand, and tongue ; And who dare speak 
One syllable against him ? 

Yes, yes, sir Thomas, 
and I myself have ventur’d 
him and, indeed, this day, 
yon,) 1 think, I have 
o’the council, that he is 
(For so i know he is, they know he is) 

A most arch heretic, a pestilence, 

That does infect the land: with which they moved. 
Have broken with the king ; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care ; foreseeing those fell mischiefs 
Our reasons laid before hint,) he. hath commanded. 
To-morrow morning to the council -hoard 
He be convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we must root him out. From your affairs 
oo long: good night, sir Thomas, 
good nights, my lord; I rest your 
servant. [Exeunt Gardiner and Page. 

Lovell is going out, enter the King and the 
Duke of Suffolk. 

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night J 
My mind’s not on’t, you are too hard for me. 

Suf. Sir, I did never win of yotr before. 

TC Unf little f'kafloo • 

my play. — 
is the news ? 
deliver to her j 

by her woman 


I sent your message ; who return’d her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your high- 
Most heartily to pray for her. Lues 

K. Hen. What say’st thou ? ha 

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out v 
hov. So said her woman ; and that her sufferanct 
Almost each pang a death. [made 

K. Hen. Alas, good lady J 

Suf. God safety quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir! 

* K. Hen. ’Tis midnight, Charley 

Pr’ythee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of mv poor queen. Leave me alone 
For I must think of that, which company 
Will not be friendly to. 

Suf. * I wish your highness 

A quiet night, and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

K. Hen . Charles, good night.— 

[Exit Sujblk 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well, sir, what follows? 

Den. Sir, l have brought my lord the archbisiop. 
As you commanded me. 

K. Hen . Ha 1 Canterbury 

Den. Ay, my good lord. 

K. Hen. ’Tis true : Where is he, Demy ? 

Den. He attends your highness’ pleasure, 

K. Hen . Bring him to us. [Exit Demy. 

Lov. This is about that which the bishop spike ; 

I am happily come hither. ( Aide .) 

Re-enter Denny, with Cranmer. 

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

(. Lovell seerna to day.) 
Ha ! — I have said. — Begone. 

What ! [Exeunt Lovell and Lenny. 

Cran. I am fearful : — Wherefore frowns hethus ? 
’Tis his aspect of terror. All’s not well. 

K. Ren. How now, my lord? You do daire to 
Wherefore I sent for you ? (know 

Cran. It is my duty 

To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

K. Hen. ’Pray you arise. 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 

Come, you and I must walk a turn together 
I have news to. tell you : Come, come,givene your 
hand. 

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speal 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows 
I have, and must unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 

Grievous complaints qf you; which, bing con- 
sider’d, 

Have mov’d us and our council, that you sail 
This morning come before us ; where, I how. 

You cannot with such freedom purge yorself 
But that, till further trial, in those charge 
Which will require your answer, you met take 
Your patience to you, and be well conteted 
To make your house our Tower : You a tother of us. 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witnes 
Would come against you. 

Cran. * I humbly thank ycr highness; 

And am right glad to catch this good osasion 
Most thoroughly to be winnow’d, whei my chaff 
And corn shall fly asunder ; for, I kntf, 

There’s none stands under more caluimous tongues, 
Than I myself) poor man. 

f K- Hen. Stand up, goo Canterbury; 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is roote< 

In us, thy friend : Give me thy handstand up ; 
Pr’ythee, let’s walk. Now, by my Wy dame, 

What manner of man are you ? Myord, I look’d 
You would have given me your petjon, that 
I should have ta’en some pains to brfg together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and tqave heard yot 
Without endurance, further. 
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Cram* Most dread liege. 

The good I stand on is my truth, and honesty. 

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, 

, Will triumph o’er my person ; which I weigh not. 
Being of those virtues vacant I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. * 

K. Hen. Know you not how 

Your state stands i* the world, with the whole world? 
Your enemies 

A re many, and not small ; their practices 
Must bear the same proportion : and not ever 
The justice, and the truth o’the question carries 
The due o’the verdict with it : At what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you ? Such things have been done. 
Y oil are potently oppos’d ; and with a malice 
Of a great size. Ween you of better luck, 

I mean, in perjur’d witness, than your master, 

Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to ; 

Y on take a precipice for no leap of danger. 

And woo your own destruction. 

Cran. # God, and your majesty. 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The fra p is laid for me I 
K. Hen. Be of good cheer ; 

They shall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you; and tnis morning see 
You do appear before them: if they snail chance, 

In charging you with matters, to commit you, 

The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you ; if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them and your appeal to us 
There make before them, — Look, the good man 
weeps I 

He’s honest, on mine honour. God’s blest mother! 

I swear he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone. 

And do as I have bid you. — f Exit Cranmer . 

He has strangled 

His language in his tears. 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gent , ( Within.) Come back ; what mean you ? 
Lady. I’ll not come back ; the tidings, that I bring, 
WiU make my boldness manners. — Now good 
angels 

Ply o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings! 

K. Hen . Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver’d? 

Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Lady . Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And oi a lovely boy : The God of heaven 
Bath now and ever bless her! — ’tis a girl, 

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger; ’tis as like you, 

As cherry is to cherry. 

K Hen. Lovell,— 

Enter Lovell, 

Lov. Sir. 

K. Hen . Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to the 
~»<>en. [Exit King. 

Lady. An hundred marks! By this light, I’ll 
have more. 

An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 

I will have more, or else unsay’t; and now 
While it is hot. I'll put it to the issue, s [Exeunt. 

Scene II . — Lobby before the Council-Chamber. 
Enter Cranmer ; Servants , Door-keeper, {fc. at- 
tending. 

Cran. I hope, I am not too late ; and yet the 
gentleman, 


That was sent to me from the council, pray’d me 
To make # great haste. All fast ? what means this ?— 
Who waits there ‘/—Sure, you know me ? fHoa? 

D. Keep. * Yes, my lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran. Why? # 

D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you be 
call’d for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran . So. 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad 
I came this way so happily : The king 
Shall understand it presentlv, [Exit Butts 

Cran. # ’Tis Butts, (.ds/cfo.) 

The king’s physician : As he past along, 

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace i For certain, 
This is of purpose laid, by some that hate me, 

(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice,) 
To quench mine honour : they would shame to 
make me 

Wait else at door ; a fellow counsellor, 

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys But their 
pleasures 

Must be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience. 

Enter, at a window above , the King and Butts. 
Butts . I’ll shew your grace the strangest sight, — 
K. Hen. What's that, Butts? 

Butts. I think, your highness saw this many a 
day. 

K. Hen. Body o’me, where is it? 

Butts. ^ There, my lord: 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 

Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursuivants, 
Pages and footboys. 

K.Hen, Ha! ’Tis he, indeed : 

Is this the honour they do one another ? 

’Tis well, there’s one above them yet. I had 
tho tight 

They had parted so much honesty among them, 

(At least, ^ood manners.) as not thus to suffer 
A man of his place, and so near our favour, 

To dance attendance on their lordships’ pleasures, 
And at the door, too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery : 

Let them alone, and draw the curtain close ; 

We shall hear more anon. — [Exeunt. 

The Council-Chamber. 

Enter the Lord Chancellor , the Duke of Suffolk, 
Earl of Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, 
and Cromwell. The Chancellor places him- 
self at the zipper end of th ? table on the left 
hand ; a seat being left void above him, as for 
the Archbishop of Canterbury. The rest seat * 
themselves in order on each side , Cromwell at 
the lower end \ as secretary. 

Chan. Speak the business, master secretary : 

Why are we met in council ? 

Crom. Please vonr honours, 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. ' Who waits there ? 

D. Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 

Gar. Yes. 

D. Keep. My lord archbishop 

And has. done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

( Cranmer approaches the council-table 4 
Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : But we all »re men, 

In our own nature frail ; and capable 
Of our flesh, few are angels : out of which 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should 
Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a 






510 


KING HENRY VIII. 


Act V. 


Toward the kin? first, then his laws, in filling 
.Tbe whole realm, by your teaching, ana your 
chaplains, 

(For so we are inform’d,) with new opinions, 
Divers, and dangerous; which are heresies. 

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too, 

My noble lords : for those, that tame wild horses, 
Face them not in their hands to make them gentle : 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 
them, 

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 

(Out of our easiness, ana childish pity 

To one man’s honour) this contagious sickness. 

Farewell, all physic : And what follows then ? 

Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 

Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours, 

The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. [gres 3 

Gran- My good lords, hitherto, in all the pro- 
Roth of my life and office, I have labour’d, 

And with no little study, that my teaching, 

And the strong course of ray authority, 

Might go one way, and safely; and the end 
YVas ever to do well : nor is there living 
(I speak it with a single heart, my lords,) 

A man that more detests, more stirs against, 

Isoth m his private conscience, and his place, 
Befacers of a public peace, than I do. 

heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men. that make 
cmvy, and crook’d malice, nourishment, 
l/are bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 
iiiatjin this case of justice, my accusers, 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face. 

And freely urge against me. 

, Nay, my lord, 

* 1 j cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 
aad, by_that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Uitr. My lord, because we have business of 
more moment, 

We wiU be^ short with yon. >Tis his highness’ 

Ana oar consent/for better trial of you, 
rrom hence you be committed to the Tower* 

Where, being but a private man again, 

1 ou shall know many dare accuse you boldly. 

More than, I fear, yon are provided for. [you, 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank 

Sattss ;wassi£ susr- 

t rp? a are 80 merciful : I see your end, 
l is my undoing : Love, and meekness, lord. 

Become a churchman better than ambition : 

W in straying souls with modesty again. 

- g? Wf a 'vay. That I shall clear myself, 

T.ay ail the weight ye can upon my patience. 

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience, ] 

jn doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 
r Z V( M nC i e yoai : ca ! Iin S makes me modest. 1 

Th^r iul l T-’ lf d ’ y° u are a ^^ary, •] 
i hats the yPlam truth; your painted gloss dis- J 

r (.Vow Iord^fW- ^ . W ° rdS an<J Weak,less - 'J 
om. ivjy lord of Winchester, you are a little f 

By your good favour, too sharp : men so noble ' 

PoV ? U,ty L ’ yet should find respect * f 
£° r , "*** f*T ha ve been ; >tis a crnlity, I 

lojoad a falling man. J ^ 

W3ffhis table',' say sa ’ l^^*™**’ 

Vr™- n t1 , Why, my lord? * 

Ofilitl" n0 * JJ !nonr y<m (or a favourer A 

Of this new sect ? ye are not sound. V 

fcotsonnd.Isay. N ° ts °“ d? | 

av Would you were half so honest* 4 

p ?23t theD W u lM ? eek *°"> not their fears! V 
W. I shall remember this bold language. B 


_ Grom. Do. 

ur Remember youi bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Grom. And I* 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord,— It stands 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith [agreed, 
* : ti» oa be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner ; 
ar There to remain, till the king’s further pleasure 
" e . ka °wn unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 

All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

xxT* a fj „ What other 

Would you expect? You are strangely trouble- 
s, .Let some o the guard be ready there. 'some ; 

is Enter Guard. 

)- Cran, p or me 

Must I go like a traitor thither ? 

a vi arv \ . c m Receive him, 

And see him safe i the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good mv lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ; 

£y virtue of that nng, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
lo a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king’s ring. 

.v . . . . , t 'Tis no counterfeit 

Jf Tl ® th J ngkt r in ?> b y heaven : I told ye all. 
When we first put tins dangerous stone a rolling, 

I would fall upon ourselves. 6 

rr y$°\ r : ... _ . J . Do you think, my lords. 

The king will suffer but the little finger J 
Of this man to be vex’d ? 

Cham. ’Tis now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him ? 

_ Would I were fairly out on’t. 

Crom. My mind gave me 

In seeking tales and informations, l 

Against this man, (whose honesty the devil I 
And his disciples only envy at,) 

Ye blew the nre that burns ye: Now have at ye. 

Enter King-frowning on them ; takes his seat . 

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound 
to heaven 

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 

Not only good and wise, but most religious : 

One that, m all obedience, makes the church 

TW 1 u I J lm 4 of hl ? h ? n , onr i an <l. to strengthen 
I hat holy duty, out of dear respect. 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear, 
the camse betwixt her and this great offender. 

Yon were ever good at sadden com- 
mendations, 

Bishop of Winchester. Bat know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence, 

J hey are too thin and base to hide ollences. 

f° i“f. >7 c T 0t rea . ch ’ y ?“ I )la f the spaniel. 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win n>e : 
But, whatsoe’er thou ta£’st me for, I am sure * 

1 hou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody.— 

Wood man, (to Cramner) sit down. Now let me 
see the proudest 

n v ?’ ? a ‘ dare , s r no f. but wag his finger at thee: 

By all that s holy, he had better starve, 
than but once think his place becomes thee not 
o«r. May it please yonr grace,— 
t u jYif* , No, sir, it does not please me. 
had thought, I had had men of some under* 
standing 

it™*™’ f m X council; but find none. 

Was it discretion lords, to let this man, 
ih 3 P od ™ an > (few of yon deserve that tide,) 

1 his honest man, wait like a lousy footbov ■ 

Wht ham hT d T ? and one as S reat as you are? 

a r ha T was this? Did m y l coramission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
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Power as he wag a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom 5 There’s some of ye, I see. 

More out of malice than integrity, 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 

Which ye shall never have, while I live. 

Chan. Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos’d 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial. 

And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 

I am sure, in me. 

K Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 
Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it 
I will say thus much fr >r him, If a prince 
May be beholden to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him ; 

Be friends, for shame, my lords. — My lord of Can- 
terbury, 

I have a suit, which you must not deny me ; 

That is, a fair young maid, that yet wants baptism. 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Craru The greatest monarch now alive rray 
glory 

In such an honour ; How may I deserve it, 

That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 

K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you’d spare 
your spoons; you shall have 
Two noble partners with you; the old Duchess of 
Norfolk, 

And lady marquis Dorset ; Will these please you ? 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you. 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar . With a true heart. 

And brother-love, I do it. 

Cran. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears shew thy 
true heart. 

The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus. Do my lord of Canterbury 
A shrewd turn , and he is your friend for ever . — 
Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The Palace Yard. 

Noise and tumult within . Enter Porter and his 
Man. 

Port. You’ll leave vour noise anon, ye rascals : 
Do you take the court for Paris-garden ? ye rude 
slaves, leave your gaping. 

(Within.) Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, yon 
rogue: Is this a place to roar in? — Fetch me a 
dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones ; these are 
but switches to. them.-— I’ll scratch your heads 
Yon must he seeing christenings ? Do you look for 
ale and cakes here, you rude rascals. 

Man. Pray, sir, he patient; ’tis as much im- 
possible 

(Unless we sweep them from the door with cannons,) 
To scatter them, as ’tis to make them sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be : 

We may as well push against Paul’s, as .stir them. 
Port. How got they in, and be bang’d? 

Man. Adas, I know not ; How gets the tide in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute, 

I made no spare, sir. 

Pori . You did nothing, sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor sir Guy, nor Col- 
brand, to mow them down before me: but, if I 
ipared any, that had a head to hit, either young or 
wd, he or she, cuckold or cuckold- ntak< r . let me 
never hope to see a chine again; and the t l would 


not for a cow, God save her. 

{Within.) Do you headmaster porter? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master 
puppy. — Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, but knock them 
down by the dozens? Is this Moor fields to muster 
in ? or have we some strange Indian with the great 
tool come to court, the women so besiege us? 
Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at door l On 
my Christian conscience, this one christening will 
beget a thousand ; here will be father, godfather 
and all together. 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There 
is a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a 
brazier by his face, for, o’my conscience, twenty 
of the dog-days now reign in’s nose ; all that stand 
about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance : That fire-drake did I hit three times on 
the head, and three times was his nose discharged 
against me ; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, to 
blow us. There was a haberdasher’s wife of 
small wit near him, that railed upon me till her 
pink'd porringer fell oft* her head, for kindling such 
a combustion in the state. I miss’d the meteor 
once, and hit that woman, who cried out, clubs! 
when I might see from far some forty iruncheoneers 
draw to her succour, which were the hope of th* 
Strand, where she was quartered. They fell on ; 

I made good my place ; at length they came to the 
broomstaft* with me, 1 defied them still; when sud- 
denly a file of boys behind them, loose shot, deli- 
vered such a shower of pebbles, that I was fain to 
draw mine honour in, and let them win the work: 
The devil was among them, I think, surely. 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at * 
play-house, and fight for bitten apples ; that 
audience but the Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the 
limbs of Limehouse, their dear brothers, are able 
to eudure, I have some of* them in Limbo Patrum „ 
and there they are like to dance these three days-*; 
besides the running banquet of two beadles, that w 
to come. ■ 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o’me, what a multitude are here ! 
They grow still too, from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair here I Where are the porters. 
These lazy knaves ?— Ye have made a fine hand, 
fellows. 

There’s a trim rabble let in: Are all these 
Your faithful friends O’the suburbs? We shall havs 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies. 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. Au’t please your honour. 

We are but men; and what so many may do. 

Not being torn a pieces, we have done : 

An army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live, 

If the king blame me for’t, I’ll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect: You we lazy kuave§; 
Ana here ye lie bait'ngof bumbards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets sound; 
They are come already from the christening : 

Go, break among the press, and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly ; or I’ll find 
A Marshalsea, shall hold you play these two 
' months. . ' ■ '■ . ' ; ■■ 

Port. Make way there for the princess, 

Man. You great fellow, stand close up, or Ml 
make your head ache. 

Port. You i’the carablet, get up o’the rail; I’ll 
pick you o’er the pales else. [Exeunt 

Scene IV.— The Palace. 

Enter trumpets, sounding ; then two Aldermen. 

! Lord Mayor y Garter , Ckanmer, Duke of Noe- 
| folk, with his marshals staff, Duke of Suffolk 
| two Noblemen bearing great standing-bowls 
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for the christening gifts ; then four Noblemen 
bearing a canopy , under which the Duchess of 
Norfolk, godmother , hearing the Child, richly 
habited in a mantle, {fc. Train borne by a 
Lady : then follows the Marchioness of Dorset, 
the other godmother , and Ladies . The troop 
pass once about the stage, and Garter speaks. 
Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send 
prosperous life, Jong, and ever happy, to the high 
snd mighty princess of England, Elizabeth. 

Flourish Enter King and Train. 

Oran. (Kneeling.) And to your royal grace, and 
the good queen, 

Ah noble partners, and myself, thus pray:— 

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy 
May hourly fall upon ye I 
K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop : 
What is her name ? 

Oran, Elizabeth. 

A. Hen. Stand up, lord. — 

ir ,, ... .. [The King hisses the Child.) 

With this kiss take my blessing: God protect 
into whose hands I give thy, life. [thee ! 

Qf a Vz Amen. 

K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too 
prodigal: 

I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, 

When .she has so mucli English. 

Oran. me speak, sir, 

L’or heaven now bids me; and the words I utter 
bet none think flattery, for they'll find them truth. 

I his royal infant, (heaven still move about her!) 
Though ro her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 

V\ Inch time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be 
(iiut tew now living can behold that goodness,) 

A pattern to all princes, living with her. 

And all, that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, 
i ban this pure soul shall be : all princely graces 
i hat mould up such a mighty piece as this is, ’ . 

\\ ith all the virtues that attend the good, 

ti T Sti J u be do,lbIed on her- truth shall nurse her 
Holy and heavenJy thoughts still counsel her : 
one shall^ejov’d, and fear’d: Her own shall bless 

filer foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow : Good grows 
with her: 6 vs 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing 
Ihe merry songs of peace to all his neighbour: 

God shall be truly known ; and those about her 
sfml * r ead the perfect ways of honour, 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood, 
wor shall tins peace sleep with., her: iiut as when 


The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix. 

Her ashes new create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself: 

> sbe leave ber blessedness to one, 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of 
darkness,) 

{ r °M the sacred ashes of her honour, 
a j r * se » a s great in fame as she was. 

And so stand fix’d : Peace, plenty, love, truth 
terror. 

That were the servants .to this chosen infant, 
onali then be his, and like a vine grow to him ; 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine 
S! S i,? nour ^ nd *, he greatness of his name 
fthali be, and make new nations: He shall flourish. 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

lo ail the plains about him; Our chiltW 

children 

/r W this ' and biess bea ven. 

E. Hen. Thou speak est wonder*. 

Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days shall see her, 

And vet no day without a deed to crown it 
oujd A had known no more ! but she must die, 
ohe must, the saints must have her ; yet a virgin 
A most unspotted lily shall she pa 3 s * 

io the ground and ail the world shall mourn her. 
rri \ n ' ^ ord ar ^h bishop, 

Ihou hast made me now a man; never, before 
1 his happy child, did I get any thing: 
if^oracle of comfort has so pleas’d me, 

I hat, when l am in heaven, I shall desire 
j ?. see , J bls child does, and praise my Maker.— 

I thank ye all,--lo you, my good lord mayor. 

And your good brethren, I am much beholden : 

A^ V tI eC i 1V ii d « n j h hon f Ur your presence. 

And ye shah find me thankful. Lead the way 

I* k al1 *7 tl r ie and she m «st thank ye. 

She will be sick else.. This day, no man think 

r**? >USineSi i a f, hls bou ® e J * or a U shall stay, 
inis little one shall make if holiday. [Exeunt 

EPILOGUE. 

A iuf t en tn 1 0ne ’ t,ds play cun never please 
All that are here: Some come to take their ease, 

: b i Jt those > we 


to cry ,—t/iat s witiy ! 
W Inch we have not done neither ; that, I fear. 
All the expected good we are like to hear 
A- or this play at this time, is only in 
Ihe merciful construction of good women- 
.r or such a one we shew’d them; If they sail* 
And say twill do, I know, within a whlu 
A1 toe best men are ours ; for ’tis ill hap, 

At they hold. When their ladies bid them clap. 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 

This play is more correctly written than most ! of Shakspeare’s compositions, but it is not one of those in whicli 
either the extent of his views or elevation of his fancy is fully displayed. As the story abounded with material*, 
he has exerted little invention; but he has diversified 'his characters with great variety, and preserved teem with 
great exactness. His vicious characters disgust, but cannot corrupt, for both Cressida and fandoms are detested 
and contemned. The comic characters seern to have been the favourites of the writer; they are of the superfieia 
kind, and exhibit more of manners than nature ; but they are copiously filled, and powerfully impressed. Shak 
speare has in his story followed, for the greater part, the old book of Caxton, which was then very popular ; bu 
the character of Thersites, of which it makes no mention, is proof that this play was written after Chapman na* 
published his version of Homer. Johnson* 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


PRIAM. Kin 0 of Troy . 

HECTOR, v 
TROILUS, I 
PARIS, > his Sons. 

DE1PHORUS, | 

H ELEN US, * 

Al N LAS A N T T EN OR ,— Trojan Commanders. 
CALCHAS, a 1 rojan Priest, taking part with 
Greeks. * 

PANDARUS, Uncle to Cressida. 

M A R G A R E L 0 N , a bastard Son of Priam. 
AGAMEMNON, the Grecian General. 

MEN EL A US, Ms Brother. 


ULYSSES, \ 

SfoMEDES C Grecian Commanders. 
PATEOCLUS, ) 

THERSITES, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian. 
ALEXANDER, Servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus. . 

Servant to Paris. 

Servant to -Diomede's , 

HELEN, Wife, to Menelaus. 

A N DROMACHE, Wife to Hector. 

CASSAN DRA , • Daughter to Priam , a Prophetess. 
CRESSIDA, Daughter to Cctlchas . 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers , and Attendants . 
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Scene, — Troy , and the Grecian Camp before it. 


PROLOGUE. 

lu Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of 
Greece 

The princes orgulous, their high blood chaf’d. 

Have to the port of A thens sent their ships, 

Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Oi cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore 
The ire row nets regal, from the Athenian bay 
Put forward toward Phrygia : and their vow is made. 
To ransack Troy ; within those strong immures 
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen, 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; and that’s the quarrel. 
To Tenedos they come : 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plains 
The fresh and yet nnbrmsed Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions : Priam’s six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Ghetas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples, 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperrnp the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits. 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard : — And hither am I come 
A prologue arm’d, — but not in confidence 
Of authors pen, or actor’s voice ; but suited 
Fa like conditions as our argument, — 

To tell yon, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o’er the vaunt and firstling of those broils 
’Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good, or bad, ’tis but the chance ofwar. 


Scene I. — Troy. Before Priam’s Palace. 
Enter Troilus armed, and Pandarus. 

Tro. Call here my varlet, I’ll unarm again : 

Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 

That find such cruel battle here within? 

Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 

Pan* Will this geer ne’er be mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their 
strength. 

Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
Uni I am weaker than a woman’s tear, 

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance ; 


Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 

And skill-less as unpractis’d infancy. 

Pa?i. Well, I have told you enough of this; for 
my part. I’ll not meddle nor make no further. He, 
that will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry 
the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 1 

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the 
bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? [leavening? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening: but here’s yet in ths 
word— -hereafter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven,, and the baking; nay; 
you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance 
to burn your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e’er she be. 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 

At Priam’s royal table do I sit : 

And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 

So, traitor 1 when she comes! when is sl.« 

thence ? 

Pan . Well, she looked yesternight fairer thai 
ever I saw her lcok, or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee, — When my heart, 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have (as when tue sun doth light a storm,) 

Bury’d this sigh in wrinkle cf a smile: 

But sorrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness. 

Is like that mirth, fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 
Helen’s, (well, go to,) there were no more com- 
parison between the women,— But, for my part, 
she is my kinswoman; I would not, as they term 
it, praise her, — But I would somebody had* heard 
her talk yesterday, as I did. t will not dispraise? 
your sister Cassandra’s wit ; — but 

Tro . O, Pandarus 1 1 tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie drowifd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench’d. 1 tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid’s love : Thou answei’st., She is fair ; 
Pour’st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheeks, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach; To whose soft seizure 
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d ° V r D is „ ha 1 rsh ', antI T rit °f sense 

Hard as the palm of ploughman [This thou tell’sf 
me, 

As true thou tell’st me, when I say— I love her* 

But saying, thus, instead of oil and balm ’ 

n?k !Etssr h <hat love hath given 

m an ' m? peak D0 more tJian troth.- 

d° st not speak so much. 

Ian. Hith I’ll not meddle in’t. Let her be as 
•he is: if she be fair, ’tis the better for her* an she 

' ^ Tro OnJlp °‘5 ,nett / l ? r m her own hands. 

L r °; V? 1 1 a “ da . rus ! How now, Pandarus ? 
i”; 1 ila ,yo llad 'oy labour for my travel • ill 

between °and tl’ »n If yo j 

labour! d betWee °' but sma11 thanks for my 

wHh’me™" 4 ’ art thn " anRry< Panda ™s? what, 

nofsTfiihrrelet “ 't 

she would be as fair on Fridly J me > 

W2: r "t-gX,I^r 

lro. Say I, she is not fair ? 

J~an. 1 do not care whether von do m* ck,.* 
a loot to stay behind her fathlr let hef to tte 

ferny UWmeddi ^ th * 

matter! 1 ■ ■ 1 nieddle nor "»ake no more in the 
Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Notl. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarns,— 

... a r.*Cd&s,r. r :i“' 1 -® 

rp t> [ Exit Pandarus, jin alarum 

_ ‘ rteuffl " nffraCi °" 3 Clam0urs ! W 

Fools on both sides! Helen must needs be fair 

R„ , p 0 ? tarv d a subject for my sword. 

^cannot come 'to CrS.’bilt by fill?? 0 * “* 1 

$ "& APPJIO, for thy Daphne’. love * 

W?s1ndh'. W tl 3t *W and ^at *e ? ■ ’ I 
ffotwaa 1S ^ D *r ’ ^ iere s ^ e hes, a pearl • I v 

r 

Tro. Because not fhprp * rpk:-. , (sorts, 

For vvonumish it is to & * 0man * M8 ' fCr he 

f% eas ’. fr ° m the field to-day? * K 

gBytUrinetr’ d h °“ e ’ 3ud 

1’rT Let Paris bleed '. ■’$&!* by Menela "s- of! 
Pans is gor’d with Mefela ns' hot* S “ r %*/ ™ a ’ \ < 

ft;? 1 "■*' >- ;T :. ... fes 

•ft*Saa» 5r“/4te s 

■A* In alfswift& Are y ° U b0und C 

Come, go we then together. 18 J 
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! h’ a l a , vl s rtu f’ fia ’ d i was mov’d • 

And ^ U And *'k >mac le ’ , sl ™«h his armonter; 
»”£' AS there were husbandry in war. 

And t ® !t fi U ?/° Se ’ h u e was harness'd light, 

D d tVn 6 v ?° eS be ; V1 l here ever y fl oww 
In terff 7rath’. Wha ‘ “ f ° reSaw 

Mrr Tk« • What was his cause of anger f 

Greeks" 8 * ff °* 8 ’ There is aa '^ ">• 
Tlrj calf him^Ajax. 00 ^ ”* pheW ‘° HMtor: 

A/Z' Ti, ' , Go . od ’ Al >d what of him ? 

A^J,i 7 iol 7 . h * ,8avery manper “• 

or We no°legs ai ' m * n ! ” nleSS tiley are drunk > “ok, 


lion^ chi rlish ii luTu V he 1S as vaIiant as t 

non, cnuriisn as the bear, slow as thp plp„u n t. ^ 


he Wh m a ^ gl nipse of^noT 1 * '‘ ath a virtue ’ «»* 


Setts* 11.— The same . A Street . 

Enter Cressida and Alexander. 

C Ilex VVll ° wcre tilose went by ? 

Ore*. And whither gothly y Hecuba ’ and HeI ™. 


the WtIe J1 3 S «’ 'f ,y. es to r d a y coped Hector in 
ill shame whereof h=»h° k “ m . do "’f » the disdain and 
and waking “ b over since kept Hector fasting 

M. 

e > Enter Pandarus. 

CVes. Who conies here ? 

Cr*‘ o Iadan b y°*»; trod® Pandarus. 
tres. Hector’s a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be in the world, lady 
Pan. What’s that ? what’s that ? ’ 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

you talk of^VlT"’ C °" sin . , Cressid : What do 
yon const ?W? n,orrow ' Aiexander.-How do 
yon, cousin / VA hen were yon at Ilium » 

I fh's morning, unc l e . ' 

wif H * at we l* e y° u talking of, when I came ? 

&& « A o-etem? 

t- Was iie*angry °f, and of hfs anger 

Cres. So he says here. 

fKPsi 

of the two. *°' r0llllSi I roilus is the better man 
WhaL'int 1 ?!™’ 8 D0 comparison. 

feA^-“ a K “* 

is m!t Heto*r! y °“ 8ay 38 1 say i {or ’ 1 «B sure, he 
de^:;. No ’ "° r Hec(0r is n “‘ Troilus, in some 
Cres. ’Tis jost to .each of them, he is himself. 

Hlmself * Alaa » Poor Troilns 1 I would, he 
Cres. So he is. rr 

Cr«:i7is C not*&o[. had S0,,e bare - fo o D * ^ 
were" hhS-f Well’ dm “* “““Hj-WooM a 

must friend, or end; Well. T.tlultdt-l'woi”* 


Scene 2. 
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my heart were in her body . — No, Hector is not a 
better man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is eider. 

Ores. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The others not come to’t; yon shall tell 
me another tale, when the other’s come to’t. Hector 
shall not have his wit this year. 

Ores. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; — 

Ores. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Ores* ’Twould not become him, his own’s better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen her- 
eeif swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown 
favour, (for so ’tis, I must confess,)— Not brown 
ueither. 

Ores. No, but brown. 

Pan. ’Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Ores. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan ... She prais’d his complexion above Paris. 

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So be has. 

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much : if 
she praised him above, his complexion is higher 

an his , he having colour enough, and the other 
nigher, is too flaming a praise for a good complexion. 
I had as lief, Helen’s golden tongue had commended 
Troilns for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cres. Then she’s a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does.. She came to him 
the other day into a compass’d window, — and, you 
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster s arithmetic may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother 
Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter ? 

Pan. But, to prove to you, that Helen loves him ; 
— srie came, and puts me her white hand to his 
cloven chm, — 

Cres. Juno have mercy!— How came it cloven? 

Pan . Why, you know, ’tis dimpled : 2 think, his 
smiling becomes him better than any man in ail 
Phrygia. 

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an ’twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then : — But to prove to you, 
that Helen loves Troilus, — 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you’ll 
prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus ? why, he esteems her no more than 
I esteem an addle egg. 

CVes. If you love an addle egg as well as you love 
en idle head, you would eat chicken^ i’the shell. 

. Pan, I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she 
tickled his chin; — Indeed, she has a marvellous 
white hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. A nd she takes upon her to spy a white hair 
on his chin. 

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But, there was such laughing;— Queen 
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o’er. 

Cres, With mill-stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres . But there was a more temperate fire under 
he pot of her eves Did her eyes run o’er too t 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres . At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
»n Troilus’s chin. 

Cres. An’t had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as 
kt his pretty answer. 


Cres. What was his answer? 

Pan. Quoth she, Here's but one and fifty hairs 
on your chin , and one of them is white. 

Cres. This is her question. 

Pa?i. That's true; make no question of that 
One and jifty hairs , quoth he, and one white : 
That white hair is my father, and all the rest are 
his sons. J uniter ! quoth she, which of these hairs 
is Paris my husband 7 Thejorked one , quoth he - 
pluck it out , and give it him. But, there was sue 
laughing! and Helen so blushed, and Paris 
chafed, and all the rest so laugh’d, that it pass’d, 

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great whil* 
going by. 

jP an* Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday; 
think on’t. 

Cres. So I do. 

Pan. I HI be sworn, ’tis true ; he will weep you, 
an ’twere a man born in April. 

Cres. And I’ll spring up in his tears, an ’twere a 
nettle against May. „(A retreat sounded.} 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field: Shall 
we stand up here, and see them, as they pass towards 
Ilium l good niece, do ; sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place; here 
we may see most bravely : I’ll tell you then all by 
their names, as they pass by ; but mark Troilus 
above the rest. 

JEsexs passes over the Stage. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That’s ASneas; Is not that a brave man? 
he’s one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you ; But 
mark Troilns ; you shall see anon. 

Cres. Who’s that ? 

Antenor passes over 

Pan. That’s Antenor; lie has a shrewd wit, I can 
tell you ; and he’s a man good enough , neV ana 
o’the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, and 
a proper man of person When comes Troilus ? 
— I’ll shew you Troilus anon; if he see me, you 
shall see him nod at me. 

Cres. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes over. 

Pan. That’s Hector, that, that, look you, that : 
There’s a fellow! — Go thy way. Hector;— There’s 
a brave man, niece. — 0 brave Hector ! — Look, how 
he looks! there’s a countenance : Is’t not a brave . 
man! 

Cres. 0, a brave man ! 

Pan . Is ’a not ? It does a man’s heart good— 
Look you what hacks are on his helmet! look you 
yonder, do you see? look you there! There’s no • 
jesting: there’s laying on; take’t off who will, as 
they say : there be hacks ! 

Cres. Be those with swords ? 

Paris passes over. 

Pan. Swords'? any thing, he cares not : an the 
devil come to him, it’s all one : By god’s lid, it does 
one’s heart good: — Yonder comes Paris, yonder 
comes Paris : look ye yonder, niece ; 1s t not a 
gallant man too, is’t not ?— Why, this is brave now. 
— Who said, he came hurt home to-day V he’s not 
hurt : why, this will do Helen’s heart good now. 
Ha ! ’would l could see Troilus now !— you shall ses 
Troilus anon. 

Cres . Who’s that? 

Helenus passes over. 

Pan. That’s Helenus,— I marvel, where Troilns 
is ; — That’s Helenus I think he went not forth to- 
day :— That’s Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Heleuus? no; — yes, he’ll fight indiflere* 
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well: — I marvel, where Troilus is! — Hark; do 
you not Hear the people cry, Troilus ? — Helenas is a 
yriest. 

Cm's. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 
Troilus passes over. 

Pan Where ? yonder ? . that’s Deiphohus : ’Tis 
Troilus! there’s a man, niece! — Hem ! — Brave 
Troilus * the prince of chivalry. 

Ores. Peace, for shame, peace! 

Pan. Mark him : note him ; — 0 brave Troilus ! 
— look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his 
sword is bloodied, ana his helm more hack’d than 
Hector’s ; And how he looks, and how he goes!— r 
0 admirable youth ! lie ne’er saw three-and twenty. 
Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way ; had I a sister 
were a grace, or a daughter a goddess, . he should 
take his choice. 0 admirable man ! Paris?— Paris 
is dirt to him; and, 1 warrant, Helen, to change, 
would give an eye to boot. 

Forces pass over the Stage , 

Gres. Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff 
and bran! porridge after meat! I could live and 
die i'the eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, ne’er look; 
the eagles are gone; crows and daws, crows and 
daws ! f had rather be such a man as Troilus, than 
Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Ores. There is among the Greeks, Achilles; a 
oetter man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very 
camel. 

Ores. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well ? — Why, have you any discre- 
tion T have you any eyes? Do you know what a 
man is? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, dis- 
course,, manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, 
j liberality, and such like, the spice and salt that 
s *asoti a man ? 

Ores. Ay, a minced man; and then to be baked 
with no date in the pie, — for then the man’s date is 
out. 

Pan You are such a woman! one knows not at 
what ward you lie. 

Ores. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon 
mv wit, to defend my wiles; and upon my secrecy, 
to defend mine honesty; my inask, to defend my 
beauty; and you, to defend all these : and at all 
these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Ores. Nay, < I’ll watch you for that ; and that’s 
one of the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward 
what I would not have hit, I can watch you for tell- 
ing how I took the blow ; unless it swell past hid- 
ing, and then it is past watching. 

Pan. You are such another ! 

Enter Troilus ’ Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 
Pan. Where ? 

Boy. At your own house ; there he unarms him. 
Pan. Good boy, tell him I come : [Exit Boy. 

I doubt, he be hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 

Ores. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I’ll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cres. To bring, uncle, — 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token— you are a bawd. 

„ f Exit Pandarus. 

Words, vows, griefs, tears, and love’s full sacrifice, 
He offers in another’s enterprise : 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar’s praise may be ; 

A et hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 

Things won are done, joy’s soul lies in the doing : 
That she, belov’d, knows nought, that knows not 
# this. — 

|lfrn prize the thir g ungain’d more than it is ; 


That she was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue ; 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungaia’d, beseech: 
Then though my heart’s content firm hue doth hear 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [JEaU 

Scene III. — The Grecian Camp. Before A get* 
memnoris Tent. 

Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon,. Nestor, Ulysses 
Menelaus, and others. 

Agam. Princes, 

W hat grief hath set the jaundice on vour cheeks ? 

. The ample proposition, that hope makes 
, I n all designs begun on earth below, 

; Fails in the promis’d largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd; ,, 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 
i Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter hew to us, 

That we come short of our suppose so far, 

That, after seven years’ siege, yet Troy walls stand 
Sith every action, that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought, 

Thai gave’t surmised shape. Why then, you princes 
Doy rou with cheeks abash’d behold our works ; 

Ana think them shames, which are, indeed, nought 
else 

But the protective trials of great Jove 
To find persistive constancy in men ? 

The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune’s love : for then, the bold and coward. 
The wise and fool, tire artist and unread, 

The hard and soft, seem all affin’d and kin: 

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown. 
Distinction, with abroad and powerful fun. 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 

Arid what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike scat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thv latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men: The sea being smooth. 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ? 

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribb’d hark through liquid mountains cut. 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 

Like Perseus’ horse : Where’s then the saucy boat 
Whose weak untimber’d sides but even now 
Co-rival’d greatness ? either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour’s shew, and valour’s worth, divide. 

In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness, 
Ihe herd battf more annoyance by the briz^, 
ihan by the tiger: but when the splitting wind 
flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

And flies fled under shade. Why, then, the thing of 
courage, 

As rous’d with rage, with rage doth sympathize. 

And with an accent tun’d in selfsame key. 

Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. ■ Agamemnon,— 

lhou great commander, nerve and bone of Gieece ; 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 

I® ' v ®5*n the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besiriesthe applause and approbation 
rue which, — most mighty for thy nlace and sway,— 

* , _ , (To Agamemnon.) 

And thou most reverend for thy stretch’d -out life,-- 

i * * v A , {To Nestor.) 

l give to both your speeches,— which were such. 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should holdup high in brass ; ard such again. 
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As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver, 

Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle-tree 
On which; heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc’d tongue, — yet let it please both, — 
Thou great, — and wise,— to hear Ulysses speak. 
Agam . Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be’t of less 
expect 

That matter needless, of importless burden. 

Divide thy lips ; than we are confident, 

When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws, 

We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down, 
And the great Hector’s sword had lack’d a master, 
But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers shall all repair, 

What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded. 
The unworthiest shews as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form. 

Office, and custom, in all line of order : 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron’d and spher’d 
Amidst the other; whose med’cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 

And posts, like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planets, 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ? 

What raging of the sea V shaking of earth ? 

Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture V O, when degree is shak’d, 

Which is the ladder of all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick! How could communities, 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels. 

But by degree, stand in authentic place t 
Take but degree away, untune that string,. 

And, hark, what discord follows I each thing meets 
In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores, 

And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his father dead : 
Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then every thing includes itself in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power, 

Must make perforce an universal prey, 

And, last, eat up himself. ^ Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate. 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general’s disdain’d 
By him one step below ; he, by the next; 

That next, by him beneath ; so every step, 
Exampled by the first pace, that is sick 
Of* his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And ’tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 

Turf in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover’d 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
at is the remedy ? . . 

yss. The great Achilles, — whom opinion crowns 
inew and the forehand of our host,— 


Having his ear full of his airy fame. 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him, Pat roc! as. 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 
Breaks scurrii jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon,, 

Thy topless deputation he puts on; 

And, like a strutting player,— -whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
’Twixt his stretch’d footing and the scaftbldage, — 
Such to-be-pitied and o’er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 

’Tis like a chime a-mending ; with terms unsquar’d, 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Tvphon dropp’d, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff; 

The large Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling, 

From his deep chest .Hughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — Excellent J — ‘tis Agamemnon just.-- 
Notv play me Nestor ;- — hem, and stroke thy heard, 
A.s he, being 'drest to some oration. 

That’s done;— as near as the extremist ends 
Of parallels : as like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet good Achilles still cries. Excellent . 

’ Tis N estor right ! Notv play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit, 

And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in and out the rivet : — And at this sport, 

Sir Valour dies ; cries, 0! enough, Patroclus:— 

Or give me ribs of steel ! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fashion 
All our abilities, gilts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves ■ 

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And ia the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial v oice,) many, are infect 
Ajax is grown self-willed ; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him; 

Makes factious feasts : rails on our state of war. 

Bold as an oracle ; and sets Thersites 
(A slave* whose gall coins slanders like a mint,) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt; 

To weaken and discredit our exposure, 

How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyss . They tax our policy, and call it cowardice 
Count wisdom as no member of the war; 

Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts, — 

That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies’ weight, — 
Why, this hath not a finger’s dignity: 

They call this — bed-work, mapperv, closet- war: 

So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

For the great swing and rudeness of his poize, » 
They place before his hand, that made the engine 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest‘ Let this he granted, and Achilles’ horse 
Makes many Thetis’ sons. [Trumpet sounds ./ 

Agam. What trumpet?. look, Menelaus. 

Enter jEneas. 

Men. From Trov. _ 

Agam. What would you ’fore our tent.’ 

JEne. fg thi 

Great Agamemnon’s tent, I pray ? 

Agam. , Even this*. 

Jane. May one, that is a herald, and a prince. 

Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achillea’ arm 
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Tore all the Greeklsh heads, which with one voice 
Cad Agamemnon head and general. 

JEne. Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A tif.-ar.frur in iUncn ...noi I 1 l.V 


a cui icavc, aim mige atrvuiiiv. now may 

A stranger. to. those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

A (jam, How? 

t Ene. Ay ; 

f ask, that 1 might waken reverence, 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush, / 
Modest as morning when she coldly eves / 
The youthful Phoebus ’ / 

Which is that god in office, guiding men ? 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Agam. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

JEne, Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d. 

As bending angels ; that’s their fame in peace : 

But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls, 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and Jove’s 
accord, 

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, JEneps, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy linger on thy lips! 

I he worthiness ol praise distains his worth, 

If that the prais’d himself bring the praise forth : 

But what the repining enemy commends,* 

I hat breath fame follows; that praise, sole pure, 
transcends. 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself 
./Eneas? 

AEne. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Ajl am ‘ What’s your allair, I pray you? 

JEne. Sir, pardon ; ’tis for Agamemnon’s ears. 
Again. He hears nought privately, that comes 
from Troy. 

JEne* Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; 

'To set his sense on the attentive bent, 

And then to speak. 

Again. Speak frankly as the wind ; 

Tt is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour : 

J imt thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 

He tells thee so himself. 

l . Trumpet, blow loud, 

A>end thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ; — 
Aod every Greek of mettle, let him know, 

What Iroy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

, ' {Trumpet sounds.) 

. We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call’d Hector, (Priam is his father,) 

Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown ; he bade me take a trumpet, 

Ana to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords! 

It there be one, among the fair’st of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 

I hat seeks his praise more than he fears his peril * 

I hat knows his valour, and knows not his fear : 

v ves * ,ls m i stress more than in confession, 
t With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 

And dare avow her beauty and her worth, 

In other arms than hers, — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
ohajl make it good, or do his best to do it; 

He hath a lady, wiser fairer, truer, 
than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 

Mid- way between your tents and walls of Troy, 

I o rouse a Grecian that is true in love: 

H any come, Hector shall honour him; 

If none, he’ll say in Troy, when he retires, ‘ 

Grecian dames are snn-burn’d, and not worth 
f liie splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Again. This shall be told our lovers, lordiEneas: 

ti)em ^ ave soul in such a kind, 
e left them all at home : But we are soldiers * 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, ’ 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he, 

«xj i u e ^im Nestor, one that was a man 
Wnen Hector’s grandsire suck’d he is old now ; 


* But, if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man. that hath one spark of fire 
j To answer for his love, Tell him from me,— 

HI hide my silver beard in a gold beaver. 

And in my vantbrace put this wither’d brawn: 
And, meeting him, will tell Him, that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandarne, and as chaste 
As may be in the world : His youth in flood, 

1 11 prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 
Mne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 
Ulyss. Amen, 

Agam. Fair lord A3neas, let me touch your hand • 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. * 

Achilles shall have word of this intent; 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to ten t; 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor 
TJIt/ss * Ncstorj"**" & 

NesL What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain. 

Be vou my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. What is’t; 

Ulyss. This ’tis : 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up * 

In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp’d, 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil. 

To overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how ? 

Ulyss. This challenge, that the gallant Hecto? 
sends, 

However it is spread in general name, 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. [stance 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub- 
W hose grossness little characters sum up : 

And, in the publication, make no strain. 

But that Achilles, were, his brain as barren 
As banks of Lybia, —though, Apollo knows, 

’Tis dry enough,— will, with great speed of judg- 
ment, 

Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you ? 
Nest. Yes, 

U is most meet ; whom may you else oppose* 

'That can from Hector bring those honours off, 

If not Achilles? Though/t'be a sportful combat 
i et in the trial much opinion dwells; 

For here the Trojans taste our dear’st repute 
With their fin’st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses 
Our imputation shall he oddly pois’d 9 

In this wild action : for the success, 

Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 

To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 

The. baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is. suppos'd, 

He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice. 

And choice, being mutual act of all onr souls. 

Makes merit her election ; and doth boil, 

As ’twere from forth us all, a man distill’d 
Out of our virtues; Who miscarrying, 

What heart receives from hence a conquering pm*. 

I o steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 

W Inch entertain’d, limbs are his instruments, 

In no less working, than are swords and bows 

Directive by the limbs. 

ri Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech;— 

Therefore, ’tis meet. Achilles meet not Hector. 

Let us, like merchant*, shew our foulest ware*. 

And think, perchance, they’ll sell ; if not, 

I he lustre of the better shall exceed, 

By shewing the worse first. Do not consent 
I Hat ever Hector and Acbilles meet; 

For both our honour and our shanie, in this, 

Are dogg’d with two strange followers. rthey ? 
Nest. I see them not with my old eyes; what art 
Ulyss. W hat glory our Achilles shares from Hector 
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Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent ; 

And we were better parch in Afric sun, 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 

Should he ’scape Hector fair : If he were foil’d, 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery; 

And, bv device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to tight with Hector: Among- ourselves, 
(live him allowance for the better man. 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon, ^ 

Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We’ll dress him up in voices : If he fail, 

Yet go we under our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project’s life this shape offense assumes,— 
Ajax, employ’d, plucks down Achilles’ plumes. 

Nest. Ulysses, 

Now 1 begin to relish thy advice ; 

And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon; go we to him straight. 

Two curs shall tame each other : Pride alone 
Must tarre the mastiffs on, as ’twere their bone. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Another part of the Grecian Camp. 

Enter Ajax and Thersites. 

Ajax. Thersites, — 

Ther. Agamemnon— how if he had boils ? full, all 
ever, generally? 

Ajax. Thersites, — 

Ther. And those boils did run ? — Say so, — did not 
the general run then? were not that a botchy core? 

Ajax Dog,— 

The i Then would come some matter from him; 
I see none now. 

Ajux. Thou bitch- wolfs son, canst _ thou not 
hear ? Feel then. (Strikes him.) 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou 
mongrel beef-witted lord! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak : 
ill beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holi- 
ness: but, I think, thy horse will sooner con &n 
oration, than thou learn a prayer without book. 
Thou canst strike, cauSt thou? a red murrain o' thy 
jade’s tricks ! 

Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou 
strik’st me thus ? 

Ajax . The proclamation, — 

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think, 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to foot, 
and 1 had the scratching of thee ; 1 would make thee 
the Ioathsomest scab in Greece. When thou art forth 
in the incursions, thou strikestas slow as another. 

Ajax. I say, the proclamation, — 

Ther. Thou g-rum blest and railest every hour on 
Achilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his great- 
ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty, ay, that 
thou barkest at him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther. Thou should’st strike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf! 

Ther He would pun thee into shivers with his 
fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. You whoreson cur ! ( Beating him.) 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord ! thou 
hast no more brain than 1 have in mine elbows ; an 
assinego may tutor thee : Thou scurvy valiant ass! 
thon art here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art 
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a 
Barbarian slave. If thou use to beat me, 1 will 


begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by inches, 
thou thing of no bowels, thou i 
Ajax. You dog I 
Ther. You scurvy lord! 

Ajax. You cur ! ( Beating him.) 

Ther . Mars his idioti do, rudeness do, camel, 
do, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patrocx.cs. 

AchiL Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you 
* thus ? 

How now, Thermites ? what’s the matter, man ? 

Ther. Yon see him there, do you 
AchiL Ay; what’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

AchiL So I do; What’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

AchiL Well, why 1 do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : fo 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

AchiL I know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay,- but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax. Therefore, I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, whatraodicums of wit Tie 
utters! his evasions have ears thus long. I havo 
bobbed his brain, more than he has beat my bones; 

I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia 
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. 
This lord, Achilles, Ajax,— who wears his wit in 
his belly, and his guts in his head, — I’ll tell you 
what I say of him. 

AchiL What? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax 

AchiL Nay, good Ajax. 

(Ajax offers to strike him, Achilles interposes.) 
Ther. Has not so much wit— 

AchiL Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen’s needle 
for whom he comes to fight 
AchiL Peace, fool! 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the 
fool will not: he there; that he ; look you there. 

Ajax. 0 thou damned cur! I shall — 

AchiL Will you set your wit to a fool’s ? 

Ther. No, 1 warrant you ; for a fool’s will shame it. 
Pair. Good words, Thersites. 

AchiL What’s the quarrel ? 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenour 
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. 1 serve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, gp to, go to. 

Ther. 1 serve here voluntary. 

AchiL Your last service was sufferance, ’twas not 
voluntary; no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was 
here the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Ther. Even so?— a great deal of your wit too 
lies in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector 
shall have a great catch, if he knock out either of 
your brains ; ’a were as good crack a fusty nut with 
no kernel. 

AchiL What, with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther. There's Ulysses and old Nestor,— whose 
wit was mouldy, ere your grandsires had nails on 
their toes,— yoke you like draught oxen, and make 
you plough up the wars. 

AchiL What, what? 

Ther. Y es, good sooth ; To, Achilles ! to, Ajax ! to! 
Ajax. I shall cut out your tongue. 
r l her. ’Tis no matter ; 1 shall speak as much as 
thou, afterwards. 

Pair. No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Ther. 1 will hold my peace, when Achilles’ braeh . j 
bids me, shall 1 ? . 

AchiL There’s for you, Patroclus I 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I ! i 
come any more to yqur tents ; I will keep wherethere • \ 
is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [Exit. 
Pa.tr. A good riddance.^ 

AchiL Marry, this, sir, is proclaimed through all 
our host. 
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Thai Hector, by the first hour of the sun, 

Will, with a trumpet, ’twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, 

That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know not what ,* ’tis trash : Farewell. 
Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

Achil. I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise. 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning* you : — I’ll go learn more of 
it. [Exeunt* 

Scenb II.— -Troy. A Hoorn in Priam's Palace. 
Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and 
Helenus. 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 

As honour, loss of time, travel , expense , 

Wounds , friends, and what else dear that is 
consum'd 

hi ho t digestion of this cormorant war,— 

Shall he struck off : — Hector, what say you to’t ? 
Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks 
than I. 

As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 

Dread Priam, 

■There is no lady of more softer bowels. 

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear, 

JJore ready to c ry out— Who knows what follows ? 

1 han Hector is : The wound of peace is surety, 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the. tent that searches 
I o the bottom of the worst Let Helen go : 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question, 
Rverv tithe soul, ’mongst many thousand distnes. 

Hath been as dear as Helen ; 1 mean, of ours : 
u we have lost so many tents of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours; not worth to us. 

Had it our name, the value of one ten; 

Vi hat merit's in that reason, which denies 
i he yielding of her up ? 

, Ry, fy, my brother! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 

Jo great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will yon with counters sum 
I he past-proportion of his infini te ? 

And buckle-in a waist most fathomless. 

With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? fy, for godly shame ! 

Bel No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 
reasops, 

You are so empty of them. Should not our father I 
Hear the great sway of his affairs with reasons, 
Because your speech hath none, that tells him so? . 
Jro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother ( 
priest, r 

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your < 

r reasons: ( 

You know, an enemy intends you harm ; ( 

You know, a sword, employ’d, is perilous, 

A nd reason flies the object of all harm : ( 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 5 

A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 5 

of reason to his heels; ? 


To what infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the affected merit 
Tro. I -take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led_on in the conduct of my will 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

Two traded pilots ’twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment : How may I avoid. 
Although my will distate what it elected, 

The wife I chose? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour; 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchants, 
When we have soil’d them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve, 

Because we now are full. It was thought meet. 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 

The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him service : he touch’d the ports desir’d * 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive’ 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and 
freshness 


is sue worth keening i why, she is a pearl. 

Whose price hath launch’d above a thousand ships, 
And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants. 

If you’ll avouch, ’twas wisdom Paris went, 

(As yon must needs, for you all cry’d — Go, go,) 

If you’ll confess, he brought home noble prize, 
(As.you must needs, for you all clapp’d your hands 
And cry’d — Inestimable l) why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdom rate; 

And do a deed that fortune never did, 

Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 
Richer than sea and land ? 0 theft most base ; 

That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 

But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen, 

I hat in their country did them that disgrace, 
vve fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cas. (Within.) Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

rrv What noi«e? what shriek e this * 
Jro. ’I is i onr mad sister, I do know her voice, 
Cas. ( Within.) Cry, Trojans ! 

Hect. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassandra, raving 

9°?', .Cry; Trojans, cry, lend me ten thousand eye*. 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
i elders, 

Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 

Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Irojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears.' 

I roy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand • 

Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 

Cry, Trojans, cry I a Helen, and a woe: 

Dry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [Exit 


And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a star dis-orb’d ?— Nay, if we talk of reason 
Let s shut our gates, and sleep : Manhood and honoiw 
bnould have hare hearts, would they but fat their 
, thoughts 

With this cramm’d reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 

Tlte hoklfn^ theiV She iSUOt W ° rth What she doth cost 

2 * \ * , W !? at if aught, but as ’tis valued ? 

T . i* € , c f 'Mue dwells not in particular will : 

It holds its estimate and dignity 
As wdl wherein ’tis precious of itself 
r, 

the god ; 


Cry, cry I I roy burns, or else let Helen go. [Exit 
Hf. 0 *' youthful Troilus, do not these high 

Ol divination in our sister work [strains 

gome touches of remorse? oris your blood 

00 madly hot, that no discourse of reason. 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 

Can qualify the same ? 

i xl- i brother Hector, 

W e may not think the justness of each act 
huch and no other than event doth form it: 

Nor once deject the courage of onr minds, 

Because Cassandra’s mad : her brain-sick, raptures 
, ^ aste ^ le goodness of a quarrel, 

Which hath onr several honours all engag'd 

1 o make it gracious. For my private part, 
a j? r 0 n T e ^ 0,ic h'd than all Priam’s sons : 

And Jove forbid, there should he done amongst ns 

T « u‘? gs ’ a ? ra,Kllt offend the weakest spleen 
I o fight for and maintain ! 1 

Par. Else might the world convince of levitv 

As well my nndertakinffs, as joar counts: 

Lut I attest the gods your full consent 




i 
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iamte "wings: to my p^opension, and cut off 
Ail fears attending on so dire a project 
P< r what, alas, can these my single arms ? 

W hat prop agnation is in one man's valour, 

To stand the push and enmi.tv of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I protest, 

Were I alone to pass the difficulties,. 

And had as ample power as 1 have will, 

Par's should ne’er retract what he hath done, 

Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 

You have the honey still, but these the gall; 

So to be valiant is no praise at all. 

Par . Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 

But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip’d off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack’d queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up 
On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be. 

That so degenerate. a strain as this 
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ? 
There’s not the meanest spirit on our party. 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 

Whose life were ill bestow’d, or death unfaraM, 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 

Well may we tight for her, whom, we know well. 
The world’s large spaces cannot parallel. 

Meet . Paris, and Troilns, you have both said well ; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloz’d, — but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 

The reasons, you allege, ao more conduce 
To the hot passions of distemper’d blood. 

Than to make up a free determination 

Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure and revenge 

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 

Of any true decision. Nature craves 

All dues be render’d to their owners ; Now, 

What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ; 

There is a law in each weli-order’d nation. 

To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king, — 

As it is known she is, — these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back return’d : Thus to persist 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 
Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne’ertheless, 

My spritely brethren, I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still. 

For , tis a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro, Why, there you touch’d the life of our design * 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
Sue is a theme of honour and renown ; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize ns : 

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis’d glory, ^ 

As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 

For the wide world’s revenue. 

Meet ' I am yours. 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 

I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and actions nobles of the Greeks, 

Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 


X was advertis’d, tneir great general slept 
Whilst emulation in the army crept; 

This, X presume, will wake him. 4 [iJrewnt 

Scene II I. — The Grecian Camp. Before Achillea 
Tent . 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther. How now, Thersites ? what, lost hi the 
labyrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry 
it thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy 
satisfaction! ’would it were otherwise ; that F could 
beat him, whilst he relaid at me : ’Sfoot, Tli learn 
to conjure and raise devils, but I'll see some issue 
of ruy spiteful execrations. Then there’s Achilles, 
— a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken till these two 
undermine it, the walls will stand till they fall 
of themselves 0 thou great thunder- darter of 
Olympus, foigefc that thou art Jove, the king of 
gods; and. Mercury, lose all the serpentine, craft of 
thy Cnditceus ; if ye take not that little little iess- 
than-little wit from them that they have ! which 
short-armed ignorance itself knows is so abundant 
scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly from 
a spider, without drawing their massy irons, and 
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on the 
whole camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that, 
me thinks, is the curse dependant on those that war 
for a placket. I have said my prayers : and devil, 
envy, say amen. What, ho! my lord Achilles! 

Enter Patroclus. 

Pair. Who’s there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther. If I could ha> e remembered a gilt counter- 
feit, thou wouldest no. have slipped out of my con- 
templation : but it is no matter: Thyself upon thy- 
self! The common curse of mankind, folly and 
ignorance, be thine in great revenue! heaven bless 
thee from a tutor, and disciple come not near thee! 
Let thy blood be thy direction till thy death ! then 
if she, that lays thee out, says — thou art a fair corse. 
I’ll be sworn and sworn npon't, she never shrouded 
any but lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles? 

"Pair. What, art thou devout ! Wast thou in 

Ther. Ay; the heavens hear me ! [prayer ? 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Who’s there ? 

Pair. Thersites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where? — Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served 
thyself in to my table so many meals : Come ; what’s 
Agamemnon? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles ;— then tell me, 
Patroclus, what’s Achilles ? 

Pair. Thy lord, Thersites; Then tell me, I 
thee, what’s thyself. 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell 
Patroclus, what art thou ? 

Pair. Thou mayest tell, that knowest. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Ther. I'll decline the 
non commands Achilles 
Patroclus’ knower ; and 

Pair. You rascal! 

Ther. Peace, fool ; 1 have 

Achil. He is a privileged man. — rroceea, 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; Ther- 
sites is a tool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool* 

Achil. Derive this ; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded o 
Agamemnon; Thersites is a fool to serve such a 
fool ; and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Pair. Why am I a fool ? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. — It suf- 
fices me, thou art. Look you, who comes here. 
Enter Agamemnon, ULYSSES, NESTOR, DiOMEDJBS 
and Ajax. 

Achil. Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody*. — Corot 
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Act IL 


in with me, Inersites. # # [Exit. I 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and J 
such knayery! all the argument is, a cuckold, and 
n whore ; a gocfd quarrel, to draw emulous factions, i 
and to bleed to death upon. Now the dry serpigo on 
the subject! and war, and lechery, confound all ! 

[Exit. 

A gam. Where is Achilles? 

Patr. Within his tent; but ill dispos’d, my lord. 

A gam. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertain ments, visiting of him : 

Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

Patr. I shall say so to him. 

. , . . [Exit. 

Xllyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent; 

He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; 
but, by my head, ’tis pride : But why, why? let 
him shew us a cause. — A word, my lord. ) 

(Takes Agamemnon aside.) 

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? _ 

Xllyss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Nest. Who ? Thersites ? 

Ulyas. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost 
his argument. 

Xllyss. No ; you see, lie is his argument, that has 
his argument ; Achilles. 

Nest. All the better ; their fraction is more our 
wish than their faction : But it was a strong com- 
posure, a foul could disunite.; 

Xllyss. ITe amity, that wisdom knits not, folly 
may easily untie. Here comes Patroclui. 

Re-enter Patkoclus. 

Nest No Achilles with him. 

XUyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for 
courtesy; his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Pair. Achilles bids me say — he is much sorry, 

If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state. 

To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other. 

But, for your health and your digestion sake, 

An after-dinner’s breath. 

Again . Hear you, Patroclus : — 

We are too well acquainted with these answers: 

But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn, 

Cannot out fly our apprehensions. 

Aluc.h attribute lie hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues, — 

Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 

Do, in your eyes, begin to lose their gloss : 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome disn, 

Are like to rot unstated. Go and tell him, 

We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin. 
If you do say — we think him over-proud, 

And under-honest; in self-assumption greater, 

Thau in the note of judgment; and worthier than 
himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command. 

And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humours predominance; yea, watch 
His pettish limes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go and tell him this ; and add, 
That, if he overbold his price so much, 

We’ll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
. Before a sleeping giant --Tell him so. 

Pa ft I shall; and bring his answer presently. I 

‘ [Exit ; 

Agam. la second voice we'll not be satisfied, j 


We come to speak with him. — Ulysses enter. 

[Exit Xllyss 

Ajax . What is he more than another ?. 

Agam. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think, he 
thinks himself a better man than I am ? , 

Agam. No question. [he is? 

Ajax . Will you subscribe his thought, and say — 
Agam. No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, as 
valiant, as wise, no less noble, much morq gentle 
and altogether more tractable. 


ch morq gentle 


Ajax. Why should a man be proud ? How dofr 
pride grow ? 1 know not what pride is. 

Again. Your mind’s the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtues the fairer. He, that is proud, eats up him- 
self: pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his 
own chronicle; and whatever praises itself but in 
the deed, devours the deed in the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen- 
dering of toads. 

Nest. And yet he loves himself : Is it not strange ? 

(Asfa«.) 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Xllyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Agam. What’s his excuse ? 

XJlyss. He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, 

Without observance or respect of any. 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam . Why will he not, upon our fair request. 
Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 

Xllyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s sake 
only, “ [ness; 

He makes important : Possess’d he is with great- 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin’d worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse. 
That, ’twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages. 

And batters down himself: What should I say ? 

He is so plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of ft 
Cry — No recovery. 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.— 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 

’Tis said, he holds you well ; and will beled, 

At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 

We’ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : Shall the proud lord. 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam, 

And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolve 
And ruminate nimself, — shall he be worshipp’d 
Of that we hold an idol more than lie ? 

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 
Must not so stain his naira, nobly acquir’d; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit, 

As amply titled as Achilles is, 

By going to Achilles : 

That were to enlard his fat-already pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 

'This lord go to him I J upiter forbid ; 

And say in thunder — A c Miles, go to him. 

Nest 0, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him, 

. {Aside.) 

Dio. And how his silence drinks up this applause *. 

. ■ ' ' (Aside.'" 

Ajax . If I go to him, with my arm’d fist ill pash 
Over the face. [him 

Agam . O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax An he be proud with me, I’ll pheeze hi* 
Let me go to him. [pride ; 

Xllyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon oui 

, quarrel. ' ; 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow ! — 

Nest. How he describe* 

Himself | (Aside.) 

Ajax. Can he not be sooiable ? 
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Ulyss. The raven 

Chides blackness. _ ; (Aside.) 

Ajax . I will let his humours blood. 

Agam He’ll be physician, that should be the pa- 
tient. (Aside.) 

Ajax. An ail men 
Were o*m y mind, — 

Ulyas. Wit would be out of fashion. 

(Aside.) 

Ajax. Bo should not bear it so, 
lie should eat swords first: Shall pride carry it? 
Nest. An ’twouid, you'd carry half. (Aside.) 
Ulyas. He’d have ten shares. (Asfje.) 

Ajax. I'll knead him, I'll make him supple : — 
Nest. He’s not yet thorough warm : force him 
with praises: 

1*0 ur in, pour in; his ambition is dry. (Aside.) 
Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this dis- 
like. (To Aga?nemnon .) 

Nest. 0 noble general, do not do so. 

Bio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles, 
Ulyss. Why, ’tis this naming of him does him 
^ harm. ^ 

Here is a man— But ’tis before his face ; 

I will be silent. 

Nest. Wherefore should you so ? 

lie is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss.K.mw the whole world, he is as valiant 
Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus 
with us! 

I would, he were a Trojan 1 
Nest. What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now — 

Ulyss. If he were proud ? 

Dio. Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne? 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ? 

I%sj.Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure; 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck : 
Fam’d be thy tutor/and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam’d, beyond all erudition: 

But he that disciplin’d thy arms to fight. 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 

And give him half: and, for thy vigour. 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I’ll not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts: Here’s Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times. 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise; — 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax’, and your brain so temper’d, 

You should not have the eminence of him. 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father? 

Nest. Ay, my good son. 

Dio. * Be rul’d by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here : the hart 
Achilles 

Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state o t war; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy ; To-morrow 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 

And here’s a lord,-— come knights from east to west, 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 
deep. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Troy. A Room in "Priam's Palace. 

Enter Pandajujs and a Servant. 

Pan. Friend ! you ! pray you, a word : Do not 
you follow the young lord Parts ? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. Yon do depend upon him, I mean? 

Serv . Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman; 1 
must needs n raise him. 


Serv. The lord be praised 
Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Serv . ’Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the lord 
Patidarus. 

Serv. I hope I shall know your honour better. 
Pan. I do desire it. 

Serv. You are in a state of grace. 

(Music within.) 

Pan. Graced not so, friend ; honour and lordship 
are my titles:— What music is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir; it is music in 
parts. 

Pan. Know you the musicians ? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Set-v. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 
Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; I 
am too courtly, and thou art too cunning: At whose 
request do these men play ? 

Serv. That’s to’t, indeed, sir : Marry, sir, at the 
request of Paris my lord, who is there in person; 
with him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of 
beauty, love’s invisible soul,— 

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida ? 

Serv . No, sir, Helen : Could you not find out 
that by her attributes ? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
seen the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris 
from the prince Troilus : I will make a complimen- 
tal assault upon him, for my business seeths. 

Serv. Sodden business ! there’s a stewed phrase, 
indeed. 1 

Enter Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair desires, in ail fair measure, 
guide them ! especially to you, fair queen? fair 
thoughts he your fair pillow 1 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 
Pan.You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queeLv— 
Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. Yo i have broke it, cousin: and, by my life, 
you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece it 
out with a piece of you/ performance : — Nell, he is 
full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. 0, sir, — • 

Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very^ rude 
Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits. 
Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen . Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we’ll 
hear you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me.— But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, 
and most esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 
Helen. My lord Pan dams ; honey-sweet lord, — 
Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends 
himself most affectionately to you. 

Helen . You shall not bob us out of our melody ; 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that’s a sweet 
queen, i’fuith. 

Helen . And to make a sweet lady sad, is a 
sour offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that 
shall it wot, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such 
words; no, no. — And, mv lord, he desires you, 
that, if the king call for him at supper, you will 
make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen? — my very 
very sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit’s in hand? where sups he tfr 
i night? 
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Helen, Nay, but my lord, — 

Pan. Ah at says my sweet queen? — My cousin 
•will fn.ll out with you. You must not know where 
he sups. 

* Par , I'll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida. 

Pan. No, uo, no such matter, you are wide; 
come, your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I’ll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say— 
Cressida ? no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

Par. I spy. _ _ 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy r— Come, give 
me, an instrument.— Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing 
you have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not 
my lord Paris. [twain. 

Pan. He ! no, she'll none of him ; the two are 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, many make 
them three. 

Pan. Come, come. I’ll hear no more of this ; 1 11 
sing you a song now. 

Helen . Ay, ay, pr’ythee now. By my troth, sweet 
lord, thou hast a tine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo 
us all. 0, Cupid, Cupid, Cupidd ; 

Pan. Love l av, that it shall, rfaith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan . In good troth, it begins so : 

Love , love, nothing hut love , still more! 

For, oh, love's boio • 

Shoots buck and doe : 

The shaft confounds 
Not that it wounds , 

But tickles still the sore. 

These lovers cry — Oh! oh ! they die ! 

* Yet that , which seems the wound to kill , 
Doth turn oh! oh ! to ha! ha! he ! 

So dying love lives still : 

Oh ! oh ! a while, but ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Oh ! oh ! groans out for ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Key ho ! 

Helen. In love, i’faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that 
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is 
love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds?— Why, they are vi- 
pers: Is love a generation of vipers? Sweet lord, 
who’s a-field to-day ? 

Par . Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anterior, and 
all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed 
to-day, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the 1 lip at something you 
know all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen.— I long to 
aear how they sped to day. — You’ll remember 
your brother’s excuse? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit. 

[A retreat sounded.) 

Par . They are come from field : let us to Priam’s 
hail, , [yon. 

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo 
To . elp unarm our Hector: His stubborn buckles. 
With these vour white enchanting fingers touch’d, 
3haU mdre obey than to the edge of steel, 

Dr force of Greekish sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

Helen. ’Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
: Paris : ' 


V e*, what he shall receive of us jp dutv, 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have ; 





Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought l love thee [Exeunt 
Scene II. — The same. Pandarus' Orchard. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting. 

Pan, How now? where’s thy master? at my 
cousin Cressida’s ? 

Serv. No, sir: he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. 0, here he comes, — How now, how now 1 
Tro. Sirrah, walk otf. # [Exit Servant, 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door. 

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks, 

Staying for wattage. O, be thou my Charon* 

And give me swift transportance to those fields. 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos’d for the deserver l O gentle Pandarus, 

From Cupid's shoulder pluck nis painted wings, 

And fly with me to Cressid 1 
Pan. Walk here i’the orchard, I'll bring het 
straight. # _ [Exit* 

Tro. I am giddy: expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet, 

That it enchants my sense ; What will it be, 

When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love’s thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear rae ; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine, 

Too subtle-potent, tun’d too sharp in sweetness, 

For the capacity of my ruder powers: 

I fear it much; and I do fear besides, 

That 1 shall lose distinction in my joys ; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She’s making her ready, she’ll come straight ,* 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and 
fetches her wind so short, as if she were frayed 
■with a sprite : I’ll fetch her. It is the prettiest 
villain: — she fetches her breath as short as a new- 
ta'en sparrow. [Exit, 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my oo- 
som : 

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 

And all my powers do their bestowiug lose, 

Like vassalage e,fi unawares encount’ring 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida 
Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame’s 
a baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to 
her, that you have sworn to me. — What, are you 
gone again ? you must be watched ere you be made 
tame, must you? Come your ways’ come your 
ways ; an you draw backward, we’ll put you i'the 
fills. — Why do yon not speak to her ? — Come, draw 
this curtain, and let’s see your picture. Alas the 
day, how loath you are to' offend day -light ! an 
’twere dark, you’d close sooner. So, so ; mb on; 
and kiss the mistress. How now, a kiss in fee- 
farm! build there, carpenter; the air is sweet. 
Nay, you shall fight your hearts out, eie I part 
you Jrhe falcon as the tercel, for all the ducks 
i’the river : go to, go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds .but 
she’ll bereave you of the deed too, if she cell your 
activity in question. What, billing again ? Here a 
— In witness whereof the parties" interchange- 
ably — 

Come in, come in; I’ll go get a fire. [Exit 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me 
thus ! [my lord ! 

Cres. Wished, mv lord ? — The gods grant !— 0 
Tro. What should they grant ? Avhat makes this 
pretty abruption? What too curious dreg espies 
my sweet lady in the fountain of our I®ve ? 
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Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have 
eyes ! # [truly. 

Tro. Pears make devils cherubim ; they never see 
Cres . Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds 
«*fer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
<ar : To fear the worst, oft cures the worst 
Tro , O, let my lady apprehend no fear; in all 
Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster. 
Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we 
ow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame ti- 
mers ; thinking it harder for our mistress to devise 
imposition enough, than for us to undergo any 
difficulty imposed. This is the monstruosity in 
love, lady, — that the will is infinite, and the execu- 
tion confined ; that the desire is boundless, and the 
act a slave to limit. ‘ 

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more perform- 
ance than they are able, and^yet reserve an ability 
that they never perform ; vowing more than the 
perfection of ten, and discharging less than the 
tenth part of one. They that have the voice of Hons, 
and the act of hares, are they not monsters ? 

Tro. Are there such? such are not we: Praise 
us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our 
head shall go bare, till merit crown it : no perfec- 
tion in reversion shall have a praise in present: we 
will not name desert, before his birth; and, being 
born, his addition shall be humble. Few words to 
fair faith Troilus shall be such to Cressid, as what 
envy can say worst, shall be a mock for his truth ; 
and what truth can speak truest, not truer than 
Troilus. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord? 

• Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, blushing still ? have you not done 
u iking yet? 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedi- 
cate to you. 

Pan. 1 thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy 
of vou, you’ll give him me: Be true to my lord : if 
he flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages ; your uncle’s 
word, and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I’ll give my word for her too; our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are wooed, 
thev are constant, being won : they are burs, I can 
telf you ; they’ll stick where they are thrown. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart:— 

Pri* ce Troilus, 1 have lov’d you night and day 
For manv weary months* 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 
Cres . Hard to seem won; but 1 was won, my 
lord, 

With the first glance that ever— Pardon me 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love yon now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it : — in faith, I lie : 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools * 
Why have I biabb’d? who shall be true to us. 

When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 

But, though I lov’d you well, I woo’d you not ; 

And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man ; 

Or that women had men’s privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
f The thing I shall repent ! See, see, your silence. 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 
Pan. Pretty, i’faith. 

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
Twas not my purpose, thus to bega kiss : 

1 am asham’d O heavens I what have 1 done ? 

Forthis time will I take my leave, my lord. 

To. Your leave, sweet Cressid? 


Pan. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, — 

Cres. Pray you, content you. 

Tro. What offends you, lady * 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try : 

I haye.a kind of self resides with you ; 

But an unkind self, that itself will leave. 

To be another’s fool. I would be gone : — 

Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak ( that 
speak so wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I shew more craft 
than love ; 

And fell so roundly to a large confession. 

To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise ; 

Or else you love not; For to be wise, and love, 
Exceeds man’s might ; that dwells with ends above.. 

Tro. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 

To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 

Outiiviug beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 

Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of such a. winnow’d purity in love ; 

How were 1 then uplifted I but, alas, 

I am as true as truth’s simplicity, 

And simpler than l lie infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I’ll war with you. 

Tro. * O virtuous fight. 

When right with light wars, who shall be most 
right ! 

True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when Ahe t 
rhyme*, 

Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 

Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration,-— 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre — 

Yet, after all comparisons of truth. 

As truth’s authentic author to be cited, 

As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, 

And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you be ! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 

When time is old and hath forgot itself, 

When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up, 

And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory, 

From false to false among false maids in love. 
Upbraid m v falsehood! when they have said— as 
false 

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son : 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of’ falsehood, 

As false as Cressid. , 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; IMS 
be the witness. — Here I hold your hand : here, my 
cousin’s. If e\ er you prove false one to another 
since I have taken such pains to bring you together, 
let all pitiful goers-between be called to the world’s 
end after my name, call them all — Pandars ; let all 
constant men be Troiiusses, all false women Cressids, 
and all brokers- between Pandars! say, amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will shew you 
chamber and a bed, which bed, because it shall no 
speak of your pretty encounters, press it to death: 
away. _ . - 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied ma'dens here, 
Bed-chamber Pui.dar o provide this gt-er ! 

« [Exeunt 
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Scene III. — The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nestor, 
Ajax, Menelacs, and Calchas. 

Cal, Now, princes, for the service I have done 


you, 

Tie advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To caii for recompense. Appear it to your mind, 
l hat, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
l have abandon’d Troy, left my possessions, 
IncurrM a traitor’s name; expos’d myself, 

From certain and possess'd conveniences, 

To doubtful fortunes ; sequest’ring from me all, 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 

And here, to do you service, am become _ 

As new into the world, strange, unacquainted: 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of those many register’d in promise, 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Agam. What would’st thou of us, Trojan ? make 
demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call’d Anteuor, 
Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft have you, (often have you thanks therefore,) 
Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange, 

Whom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor, 

I know, ijs such a wrest in their affairs, 

That their negotiations all must slack, 

Wanting his. manage: and they will almost 
Give us a prince ol blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of him : let him be sent, great princes, 


And he shall buy my daughter ; ana her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done, 


In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him. 

And bring us Cressid hither: Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 

Withal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge: Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I undertake; and ’tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[Exeunt Diomedes and Calchas. 


Enter Achilles «;j^Patroclus, before their Tent . 
Ulyss. Achilles stands i’the entrance of his 
tent:— 

Please it our general to pass strangely by him, 

As if he were forgot ; and, princes all, 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : — 

I will come last : 'Tis like, he’ll question me. 

Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn’d on 
him ? 

If so, I have derision med’cinable, 

To use between your strangeness and his pride, 

W hich his own will shall have desire to drink ; 

It may do good : pride has no other glass 
To shew itself but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees. 

Agam. We’ll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pas's along ; — 

So do each br(1 ; and either greet him not, 

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
I nan if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 


t t . u vh, x wm ictiu uxc way. 

Achil. What, comes the general to speak with me? 
\ on know my mind, I’ll fight no more ’gainst Troy. 


“***»«> * ** uv mule gctiusi iroy. 

Again . What says Achilles? would he aught 
with 


Nest. Would you, my lord, augnt with the ge- 
neral l 

AcAtl Xo. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

{Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 

ua j o. Good day, good day. 
Men, How do you? how do you? [Exit, 

Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 
djax' Hovr now, Patroclns ? 


Good morrow, Ajax. < 
Ha? 


Achil. 

Ajax. 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax . Ay, and good next day too. lJEa*& 

Achil. What mean these fellows ? Know they 
not Achilles? 

Pair . They pass by strangely : they w*re n* 
to bend. 

To send their smiles before them to Achillea 
To come as humbly, as they us’d to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil. What, am I poor of late? 

’Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with for* 
tune, 

Must fall out with men too: What the declin’d i», 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 

As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies. 
Shew not their mealy wings, but to the summer 
And not a man, for being simply man, 

Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without nim, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standera. 
The love that lean’d on them as slippery too, 

Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But ’tis not so with me : 

Fortune and I are friends ; l do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess, 

Save these men’s looks; who do, methinks, find oml 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 

I'll interrupt his reading. — 

How now, Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis’ son ? 

Achil. What are you reading? 

Ulyss. A strange fellow her* 

Writes me, That man— ho^w dearly ever parted. 
How much in having, or without, or in,— 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath. 

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 

A.s when his virtues, shining upon others,. 

Heat them, and they retort that heat again * 

To the first giver 

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses# 

The beauty that is borne here in the face, 

The bearer knows not, but commends Itself], 

To others’ eyes: nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold itself) 

Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos’d, 
Salutes each other with each other’s form 
For speculation turns not to itself) 

Till it hath travell’d, and is married there, 

Where it may see itself : this is not strange at all. 

Ulyss. T do not strain at the position. 

It is familiar ; but at the author’s drift : 

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves— 

That no man is the lord of any thing, 

(Though in and of him there be much consisting,) 

Till he communicate his parts to others : 

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught. 

Till be behold them form’d in the applaase, 

Where they are extended; which, like an arch, 
reverberates 

The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel, 

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat l was much rapt in this $ 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 
there are, 

Most abject in regard, and dear in me I 
What things again most dear in the estt em, 

And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow. 
An act that vety chance doth throw upon ,im, 

Ajax renown’d. O hea\ens, what some ui'n do. 
While some men leave to do ! 

How some men creep in skittish fortune * hall, 
Whiles others play the idio's in her ejes 1 
How one man eats into another’s pride, 


. IX 


Scene 3. 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


| 

f 


[ 



While pntle is fasting in his wantonness ! 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoal der ; 

As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast. 

And great Trov shrinking. 

Ac nil. I do believe it : for they pass’d by me. 

As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look; What, are my deeds forgot? 

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord ? a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A greftt-siz’d monster of ingratitudes : 

Those scraps are good deeds past,* which are de- 
vour’d 

As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Perseverance, dear my lord ? 

Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 

Where one but goes abreast: keep then the path ; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons, 

That one by one pursue: If you give way, 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 

Like to an enter’d tide, they all rush by. 

And leave yon hindmost; — 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
e’er-run ai:ci trampled on": Then what they do in 
present, 

Though less than yours in past, musto'ertop yours; 
For time is like a fashionable host, 

That si ghtly shakes his parting guest by the band ; 
And with his arms out- stretch’d, as he would fly, 
Graapsin the comer : Welcome ever smiles, 

And farewell f>ves out sighing. O, let not virtue 
Kemm eration for the thing it was ! [seek 

For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds, 
Though they are made nd moulded of things past; 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 
j More laud than gilt o’er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the ey^, 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once oh thee. 
And still it might ; and yet it may again, 

If thou would’st not entomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 
Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods them- 
And drave great Mars to faction. ^ [selves, 
Ac hit. Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss, But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical : 

’Tis known, A chilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam’s daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known? 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder? 

The providence that’s in a watchful state. 

Know® almost every grain of Piutus’ gold , 

Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 

There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ; 

Which bath an operation more divine, 

Than breath, or pen, can give ex pressure to 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ; 

And better would it fit Achilles much, 

To throw down Hector, than Polyxena : 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus, now at home. 
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump, 
Aijd all the Greekish girjs shall tripping sing, — 


Great Hector’s sister did A chilles win ; 

But our great Ajax bravely heat down him. 
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover apeak; 

The fool slides o’er the ice that you should break. 

[ExU 

Pair. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov’d you 
A woman impudent and mannish grown. 

Is not more loath’d than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this , 

They think, my little stomach to the war, 

And your great love to me. restrains you thus ; 
Sweet, rouse yourself; ana the weak wanton Cupi 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 

And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 

Be shook to air. 

AchiL Shall Ajax fight with Hector ? 

Pair. Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour 
by him. 

Achil. I see, my reputation is at stake ; 

My fame is shrewdly gor’d. 

Pair. / 0, then beware : 

Those ^wounds heal ill, that men do give themselves ; 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus 
I’ll send ’the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat. 

To see us here unarm’d : I have a woman’s longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour sav’d ! 

Enter Thersites. 

Tker. A wonder! 

Achil. Wl.at ? [for himself. 

Ther . Ajax goes up and down the field, Asking 

Achil. Hpw so ? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow witt Hec- 
tor; and is so prophetically proud of an htroical 
cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a pea 
cock, a stride, and a stand : ruminates like an Hos- 
tess, that hath no arithmetic but her brain to ‘set 
down her reckoning: bites his lip with a politic re- 
gard, as who should say — there were wit in this 
head, an ’twould out; and so there is ; but it lies as 
coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not shew 
without knocking. The man’s undone for ever ; for 
if Hector break not his neck i'the combat, he’ll 
break it himself in vain-glory. He knows not me : 
t said. Good-morrow, A jax ; and he re plies, Thanhs, 
Aaamemnon. What think yon of this man, that 
Ukes me for the general ? He is grown a very land- 
fish, languageless, a monster. A plague of opinion! 
a man may wear it on both sides, like a leather 
jerkin. # [Thersites. 

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, 

Ther. Who, I? why, he’ll answer nobody; he 
professes not answering; speaking if for beggars ; 
he wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his 
presence ; let Patroclus make dem to me, you 
shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus : Tell him,-— I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to procure 
safe conduct for his person, of the magnanimous, 
and most illustrious, six-or-seTOn-times-honoured 
captain-general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon. 
Do this. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax. 

Tker. Humph ! 

Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles,— 

Ther. Ha! 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you to invite 
Hector to his tent ; — 

^her. H umph 
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Pair, And to procure safe conduct irom Aga- 
Ther. Agamemnon? finemnon 

Pair . Ay, my lord. 

Tker. Ha! .. 

Pair. What say you to’t ? 

Ther. God be wf you, with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Tker. If to-morrow be a lair day, by eleven 
o’clock it will go one way or other; howsoever, he 
-shall pay for me ere he has me. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

AchiL Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 
Ther. No, but he’s out o’ tune thus. What mu- 
sic will be in him when Hector has knocked out 
his brains, i know not : but, I am sure, none, un- 
less the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make cat- 
lings on. 

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him 
straight. 

Ther , Let me bear another to his horse ; for that’s 
the more capable creature. 

AchiL My mind is troubled, like o. fountain stirr d; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 
Ther. ’Would the fountain of your mind were 
clear again, that I might water an ass at it I l had 
rather be a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ig- 
norance. [Exit. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I.— Trey. A Street. 

Enter at one side, H&neas, and Servant with a 
torch ; al the other, Paris, ' Disunion us, Ante- 
nor, Diomedes, and others, with torches. 

Pan See, ho! who’s that there? 

Dei. ’Tin the lord iEneas. 

- JEne. Is the prince there in person? — 

" Had I so good occasion to lie long, 

As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. [iEoeas. 
Dio. That’s my mind too. — Good morrow, lord 
Par, A valiant Greek, iEneas ; take his hand ; 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told— how Diomed, a whole week by days, 

Did haunt you in the field. 

JEne. Health to you, valiant sir. 

During all question of the gentle truce : 

But when 1 meet you arm’d, as black defiance, 

As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 

Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But when contention and occasion meet. 

By Jove, 1 11 play the hunter for thy life, 

VVith all my force, pursuit, and policy. 

JEne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. — In humane gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises’ life, 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus’ hand 1 swear 
No man alive can love in such a sort, 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathize: — Jove, let iEneas live, 

If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 

With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow I 
Mne. We know each other well. 

Dio. We do: and long to know each other worse. 
Par . This is the most despiteful gentle greeting. 
The uoble3t hateful love, that e’er I heard of.— 
What business, lord ? so early ? 

JEne. I was sent lor to the king ; but why, I know 
not*' 

Par. His purpose meets you ; ’twas to bring this 
Greek ' . 

To Calc has’ house ; and there to render him, 

For the cufreed Anteaor, the fair Cressid. 

Let’s have your company ; or, if you please 


Haste there before us: I constantly do tl ink, 

(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,! 
My brother Troil us lodges there to night ; 

Rouse him, and give him note of our approach, 

With the whole quality wherefore I fear 
W e shall be much unwelcome. 

JEne. That I assure you ; 

Troikas had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 

Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help > 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord ; we’ll follow you ^ 
JEne. Good morrow, all. ^ . [Exi: 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed ; ’faith, tell nm 
true, 

Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, — 

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, or Menelaus ? 

'Dio, Both alike : 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soil tire,) 

With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ; 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
( Not painting the taste of her dishonour^ 

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
he, like a puling cuckold, Would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a Hat tamed piece ; 

You, like a lecher, out of whorish buns 
Are pleas’d to breed out your inheritors: 

Both merits pois’d, each weighs nor less nor more , 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman, 
Dio. She’s bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris — 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian’s lift hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain ; since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath, 

As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death, 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing* that you desire to buy : 

But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 

We’ll not commend what we intend to sell. 

Here lies our way. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. Court before the House 
of Pandarus. 

Enter Tkoilus and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself ; the morn is cold. 
Ores. Then, sweet my lord. I’ll call mine uncle 
down ; 

He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not ; 

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes, 

And give as soft attachment to thy senses, 

As infants’ empty of all thought ! 

Ores. Good morrow, then 

Tro. Pr’ythee now, to bed. 

Cres. Are you aweary of me ? 

Tro. 0 Cressida I but that the busy day, 

! W A ’d by the lark, hath rous’d the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 

I would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief, 

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous ws^wt 
she stays, 

| As tediously as hell ; but Hies the grasps of love 
I VVith wings more momentary-swift than thought* 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cres. _ Pr’ythee, tarry ; 

You men will never tarry. — — 

0 foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off, 

And then you would have tarried. Hark! then's 
one up. 

Pan {Within.)W\\%i, are all the door* open here? 

. Tro. It is your uncle. ' 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres . A pestilence on him! now will he be 
mock g: 
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shall have such a life, — 

Pan. How now, how now ? how go maidenheads ? 
—Here, you maid! where’s mv cousin Cressid ? 
Ores. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking 
uncle ! 

You bring "me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what?— let her say 
what : what have I brought you to do ? 

Ores. Come, come ; beshrew your heart I you’ll 
ne’er be good, 
or suffer others. 

Pan. Ha; ha ! Alas, poor wretch 1 a poor capoc- 
chia ! — hast not slept to-night ? would he not, a 
naughty man, let it sleep ? a bugbear take him I 


Ores. Did I not tell you?— ’would he were 
knock’d o’the head ! — 

Who’s that at door ? good uncle, go and see. — ■ 

My lord, come you again into my chamber : 

Y ou smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Tro. Ha! ha! 

Ores. Come, you are deceiv’d, I think of no such 
thing.— {Knocking.) 

How earnestly they knock ! — pray you, come in ; 

1 would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 
Pan. (Going to the door.) Who’s there? what’s 
rhe matter ? will you beat down the door? How 
now ? what’s the matter ? 

Enter JEneas. 

JEne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who’s there ? my lord iEneas ? By my troth, 
l knew you not : what news with yon so early ? 
JEne. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here 1 what should he do here ? (him ; 
JEne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny 
doth import him much, to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you? ’tis more than I know, 
111 be sworn: — For my own part, I came in late; 
V? hat should he do here ? 

Ene. Who 1— nay, then : — 

C >me, come, you’ll do him wrong ere you are ’ware : 
Y oil’ll be so true to him, to be false to him : 

Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither; 
Go. ... 

As Pandarus is going out , enter Troilus. 

Tro . How now? what’s the matter? 

JEne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you, 
My matter is so rash : There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver’d to up ; and for him forthwith. 

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, 

We must give up to Diomedes’ hand 
The lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded ? 

JEne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tro. How iny achievements mock me! 

I will go meet them : and, my lord iEneas, 

We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

JEne. Good, good, my lord j the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Exeunt Troilus and JEneas. 
Pan. Is’t possible? no sooner got, but lost? The 
devil take Antenor! the young prince will go mad. 
A plague upon Antenor ! I would, they had broke’s 
neck 1 

Enter Cressida. 

Ores. How now ? What is the matter ? Who was 
here ? 

Pan. Ah, ah ! [lord gone ? 

Ores. Why sigh you so profoundly ? where’s my 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what’s the matter ? 

Pan. ’Would I were as deep under the earth as 
\ I am above ! '■ 

Ores. O the gods! — what’s the matter?. 

Pan Pr’ythee, get thee in ; ’Would thou had’st 


ne’ei been bom ! I knew, thou wo ild’st be his death: 
— O poor gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor ! * 
Ores. Good uncle, I beseech you on my knees, 

I beseech you, what’s the matter ? 

Pan . Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be 
gone ; thou art changed for Antenor ; thou must to 
thy father, and be gone from Troilus; ’twill be his 
death ; ’twill be his bane; he cannot hear it. 

Ores. 0 you immortal gods! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must 

Ores. I will not uncle; I have forgot my father, 

I kno w no touch of consanguinity ; 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me. 

As the sweet Troilus.— 0 you gods divine ! 

Make Cressid’s name the very crown of falsehood. 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death’ 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 

But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it— I’ll go in, and weep 
Pan. Do, do. a (cheeks . 

Gres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

[Exeunt 

Scene III. — The same. Before Pandarus ’ House . 
Enter Paris, Troilus, JEneas, Deiphobus, 
Antenor, ana Diomedes. 

Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix’d 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon: — Good my brother Troilus, 

Tell you the lady what she is to do. 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. W alk in to her house ; 

I’ll bring her to the Grecian presently: 

And to his hand when I deliver her, 

Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart [Exit. 

Par. I know what ’tis to love ; 

And ’would, as I shall pity, I could help !— 

Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt. 

Scene IY . — The same. A Boom in Pandarus ’ 
House. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan . Be moderate, be moderate. 

Gres . Why tell you me of moderation ? 

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste. 

And violenteth in a sepse as strong ^ v 

As that which causeth it ; How can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporize with m'y affection. 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 

The like allayment could I give my grief 
My love admits no qualifying dross : 

No more ray grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah* sweet 
ducks ! 

Gres. 0 Troilus ! Troilus ! (Embracing him.) 
Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me 
embrace too: 0 heart — as the goodly saying is,— 

0 heart, 0 heavy heart, 

Why sigh'st thou without breaking?: 
Where he answers again, 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart i 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 

There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast awaj. 
nothing, for we may live to have need of such * 
verse ; we see it, we see it.— How now, lambs? 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so straiu’d a purity, 
That the blest gods— as angry with my fancy, 

More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities,— take thee from. me. 
Cres. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; ’tis too plain a, case. 

Cres. And is it true, that I must go from Troy ? 
Tro. A hateful truth. 

Cres. Whak and from Troilus too t 
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From Troy anc Troilus. 
re , Is it possible ? 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 

We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and d : scharge of one. 
a Injurious time now, with a robber’s haste, 

* Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 

A 3 many farewells as be stars in heaven, 

With distinct breath and consign’d kisses to them. 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu : 

And scants us with a single farnisn’d kiss, 

Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

JEne. ( Within .) My lord ! is the lady ready ? 

Tro. Hark ! you are call’d : Some say, the Genius so 
Cries, Come ! to him that instantly must die.— 

Bid 'them have patience ; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blown up by the root ! [Exit. 
Ores. I must then to the Greeks ? 

■Tro. No remedy. 

Ores. A woeful Cressid ’mongst the merry 
Greeks ! — 

When shall we see again ? [heart, — 

Tro . Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of 
Cres. I true ! how now ? what wicked deem is this? 
Tro. Nay, vve must use expostulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us : 

1 speak not, be thou true , as fearing thee ; 

For I will throw my glove to death himself. 

That there’s no macula tion in thy heart : 

But, be thou true , say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation; be thou true, 

And I will see thee. 

Cres. O, you shall be expos’d, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent! but, I’ll be true. 

Tro . And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. 

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I see you ? 
Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitation. 

But yet, be true. 

Cres. 0 heavens ! — be true, again ? 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love : 

The Grecian youths are full of quality ; [flowing. 

They’re loving, well compos’d, with gifts of nature 
And swelling o’er with arts and exercise ; 

How novelty may move, and parts with person, 

AJas, a kind of godly jealousy 

(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 

Makes me afeard. 

Cres. 0 heavens! you love me not 

Tro. Die I a villain then ! 

In this I do not call your faith in question, 

So mainly as my merit : t cannot sing, 

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk, 

Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all, [nant : 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg- 
But I can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil, 

That tempts most cunningly: but be not tempted. 
Cres . Do you think I will ? 

Tro. No. 

But something may be done, that we will not ; 

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 
dE fat. (Within.) Nay, good my lord, — 

Tro. , : x _ Come, kiss ; and let us part 

Par. (Within.) Brother Troilus ! 

Good brother, come you hither : 
And bring tineas, and the Grecian, with you. 

Cres. My lord, wiLl you be true ? 

TVo. Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault : 

While others fish with craft for great opinion, 


I with great trnthcatch mere simplicity; 

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth : the moral of my wit 
Is— plain, and true, — there’s all the reach of it 

Enter ^Eneas, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus. 
and Diomedes. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! here is the lady, 

Which for Antenor we deliver you ; 

At the port, lord, I’ll give her to thy hand; 

And," by the way, possess thee what she is. 

Entreat her fair* and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand at mefcy of my sword, 

Name. Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe, 

As Priam is in Hion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects: 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro . Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee, 

In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-soaring o’er thy praises, 

As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant. 

I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge j 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not, 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 

I’ll cut thy throat. 

Bio. * 0 ? be not mov’d, prince Troilns' 

Let me be privileg’d by my place, and message, 

To be a speaker free ; when l am hence. 

I’ll ansvyer to my lust: And know you, lord, 

I’ll nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall be priz'd, but that you say — be’t so, 

I’ll speak it in rny spirit and honour, — no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — I’ll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide tliy head.- 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exeunt Troilus , Cressida, and JDiome d 
( Trumpet heard.'. 
JEar. Hark ! Hector’s trumpet. 

JEne. How have we spent this morning l 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss. 

That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault: Come, come, to field 
with him. 

I Dei. Let us make ready straight, 
t JEne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity. 
Let us address to tend on Hector’s heels : 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 

On his fair worth, and single chivalry. [Exeunt. 

Scene Y.— - The Grecian Camp. Lists set out. 
Enter Ajax, armed ; Agamemnon, Achilles, 
Patroclus, Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor and 
others. 

Again. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair, 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 

And hale him hither. 

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe ; 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Out-swell the colick 01 puff’d Aquilon : 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood 
Thou blow’st for Hector. {Trumpet soul ids) 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

Achil. ’Tis but early days, 

Agam. Is not yon Diomed,with Calcbas’danghte 
XJlyss. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 

He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomed with Cressida. 

Agam . Is this the lady Cressid ? 
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Dio. Even she. [lady. 

Agant . Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 
Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 
TJlyss. Yet is the kindness but particular ; 

Twere better, she were kiss’d in general. 

Nest. And very courtly counsel : I’ll begin 
So much for Nestor. 

Achil. 111 take that winter from your lips, fair lady : 
A chilles bids yon we Iconic. 

Men . I had good argument for kissing once. 
Pair. But that’s no argument for kissing now • 
For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment ; 

And parted thus you and your argument. 

TJlyss . 0 deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns I 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Pair. The first was Menelaus’ kiss, — this, mine : 
Patrocl us kisses yon. 

Men . O, this is trim ! 

Pair Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him. 

Men. I’ll have my kiss, sir : — Lady, by your leave. 
Ores. In kissing, do you reader or receive? 

Pair. Both take and give. 

Cres v. ^ I’ll make my match to live. 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss 

Men . I’ll give you boot, I’ll give you three for one. 
Cres. You’re an odd man ; give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd. 
Cres. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, ’tis true, 
That y<*u are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o’ the head. 

Cres No, I’ll be sworn. ^ [horn. — 

TJlys s. It were no match, your nail against his 
May f, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ? 

Cres. You may. 

XJlyss . I do desire it. 

Cres . Why, beg then. 

TJlyss. Why then, for V enus’ sake, give me a kiss. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when ’tis due. 
TJlyss. Neveris my day, and then a kiss of you. 
Dio. Lady^ a word ; — I’ll bring you to your lather. 

[Diomed leads out Cressida. 


Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 

0, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To ©very ticklish reader ! set them down 
K r sluttish spoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. ( Trumpet within.) 

4//. The Trojan’s trumpet. 

Again. Y onder comes the troop. 


Nest. A woman of quick sense. 

TJlyss. ^ Fy, fy upon her! 

tere’s language in her eye, her cheek, her lip. 


Enter Hector, armed; ^Eneas, Troilus, and 
other Trojans, with Attendants . 

Mne. Hail, all the state of Greece ! what shall 
be done 

To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose 
A victor shall be known? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or shall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field? 

Hector bade ask. 

Agam. Which way would Hector have it ? 
Jane. He cares not, he’ll obey conditions. 

A chil. ’Tis done like Hector ; but securely done, 

A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos’d. 

AEne. If not Achilles, sir. 

What is your name ? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

Mne. Therefore Achilles : But, whate’er, know 
this ; — 

In the extremity of great and little, 

Valour and priae excel themselves in Hector; 

The oa* almost as infinite as all 


The other blank as nothing. YV eigh him well , 

And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 

This Ajax is half made of Hector’s blood : 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, halfTrojau, and half Greek. 

A chit . A maiden battle then ? — 0,1 perceive yo® , 

Re-enter Diomed. 

Agam. Here is sir Diomed Go, gentle knigM, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight, * 

So be it : either to the uttermost, 

Or else a breath : the combatants being kin, 

Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

(Ajax and Hector enter the lists 
Ulyss. They are oppos’d already. [heavy , 
Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks s« 
TJlyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
Not vet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongfte ; 

Not soon provok’d, nor, being provok’d, soon calm’d 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 

For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he shews; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 

Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action, 

Is more vindicative than jealous love : 

They call him Troilus : and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus says iEneas : one, that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul. 

Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

{Alarum. Rector and Ajax fight.) 
Agam. They s^e in action. 

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own 
Tro. Hector, thou fiieep’st. 

Awake thee ! 

Agam. His blows are well dispos’d : — therr, 
Ajax! 

Dio . You must no more. {Trumpets cease.) 
AEne. Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

Hect. Why then, will I no more 

Thou art, great lord, my father’s sister’s son, 

A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed ; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation ’twixt us twain : 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so, 

That thou could’st say — This hand is Grecian all , 
And this is Trojan; the sineics . f this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother $ blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek , and this sinister 
Bounds in my father's; by Jove multipotent, 

Thou shouid'st not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay, 

That any drop thou borrow’st from thy mother, 

My sacred auai, ehould by my mortal sword 
Be drain’d ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 

Hector would have them fall upon him thus . 
Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajax . I thank thee. Hector i 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man * 

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy deatlv 
Hect . Not Neoptolemus so mirabfe 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’nt Of 
Cries, This is he,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

AEne. There is expectance here from both the 
sides, 

What further you will do. 

Hect. ( , We’ll answer it; 

The issue is embraeement : — Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success* 
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f As seid 1 have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

J)io, ’Tis Agamemnon’s wish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hector. 

fleet. ./Eneas, call my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this lerving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 

Desire them home.— -Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 
l will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Sect The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name ; 

But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy; 

But that’s no welcome: Understand more clear, _ 
What’s past, and what's to come, is strevv’d with 
husks 

And formless ruin of oblivion ; 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias- drawing, 

Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, great llector, welcome. 
Hect . I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 
Agam. Mv well fam’d lord of Troy, no less to you. 

, {To Troilus.) 
Men. Let me confirm my princely brother’s 
greeting : — 

Y ou brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
Hect. Whom must we answer? 

Men . The noble Menelaus. 

Hect O you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks l 

Mock not, that ^ffect the untreaded oath ; 

Your quondam wile swears still by Venus’ glove : 
She’s well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly 
theme. 

1 Hect O, pardon; I offend. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft. 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth and I have seen 
thee, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and snbduements, 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’the air. 
Not letting it decline on the declin'd ; 

That I have said to some my standers-by, 

TjOy Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 

And I have seen thee pause, and take, thy breath, 
VVhen that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee in. 
Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen; 

But this thy countenance, still lock’d in steel, 
f never saw till now. 1 knew thy grandsire, 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier'good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all. 

Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 
dftne. ’Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
hat hast so long walk’d hand in hand with time ; — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 
Nest. I would, my arms could match thee in con- 
tention, 

As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hect I would they could. 

Nest Hal 

By this white beard, I’d fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time— 
Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since first 1 saw \ ourself and Diomed 
In I! ion. on your Greekish embassy. [ensue : 

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what" would 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet, 

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town. 

Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds, 


Must kiss their own feet. 

Hect 1 must not believe yec? 

There they stand yet; and modestly l think. 

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all ; 

And that old common arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. 

XJlyss. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After th.e general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

Achil. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou I— 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 

I have with exact view perus’d thee. Hector, 

And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect Is this Achilles ? 

Achil. I am Achilles. 

Hect. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 
Achil Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay, I have done already 

Achil. Thou art too brief; I will the second time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect 0, like a book of sport thou’lt read me o’er ; 
But there’s more in me than thou understand’st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part ot 
his body 

Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 

And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector’s great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 
Hect It would discredit the bless’d gods, proud 
man, 

To answer such a questiim : Stand again : 

Think’sf thou to catch my life so pleasantly, > 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture. 

Where thou wilt hit me dead l 
Achil. I tell thee, yea. 

Hect Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 

I’d not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well. 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm. 

I’ll kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’er. — 

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 

His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these words, 

Or may I never — 

Ajax. ' Do not chafe thee, cousin 

Ana you, Achilles, let these threats alone. 

Till accident, or purpose, bring you to’t: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear* 

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field; 

We have had pelting wars, since you refus’d 
The Grecians’ cause. 

Achil Dost thou entreat me. Hector? 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death ; 

To night, all friends. 

Hect . Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my 
tent ; < 

There in the full convive we : afterwards. 

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him.— 

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow 
That this great soldier may his welcome kimv 

[Exeunt all hut Troilus and, Ulysses 
Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulyss. At Menelaus’ ten t, most princely Troilus t 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 

Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth, 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. [much, 

Tro . Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you sa 
After we part from Agamemnon’s tent. 

To bring me thither? 

Ulyss . You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 


Act V. Scene 2* 


TROILUS AND OEESSIDA* 


533 


This Crcssida in Troy ? had she no lover there, 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting shew their scars, 
A mock is due* Will you walk on, my lord ? 

She was belov’d, she lov’d ; she is, and doth : 

But, still, sweet love is food for fortune’s tooth. 

[Exeunt 

ACT V. 

Sch>’E I. — The Grecian Camp . Before Achilles' 
Tent 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Achil, I’ll heat Ins blood with Greekish wine to- 
night, 

Which with my scimitar Til cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Pair. Here comes The rsites. 

Enter Thersites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of envy ? 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news? 

Ther. W hy, thou picture of what thou seemest, 
and idol of idiot- worshippers, here’s a letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment? 

Ther, Why, thou lull dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pair, Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s wound. 

Patr . Well said, Adversity ! and what need 
these tricks ? 

Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy; I profit not by 
thy talk : thou art thought to be Achilles’ male 
varlet. 

Patr . Male varlet, you rogue ! What’s that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the 
rotten diseases of the south, the guts-griping, rup- 
tures, catarrhs, loads o’ gravel i’ the back, lethargies, 
cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing 
lungs, bladders full of imposthume, sciaticas, lime- 
kilns i'the palm, incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled 
fee-simple of the tetter, take and take again such 
preposterous discoveries ! 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, 
what meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther. Do I curse thee? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt ; you whoreson 
indistinguishable cur, no. 

Ther . No ? why art thou then exasperate, thou 
idle immaterial stein of sleive silk, thou green 
sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodi- 
gal’s purse, thou ? Ah, how the poor world is 
pestered with such water -flies; diminutives of 
nature ! 

Pair. Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch egg! 

Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle. 

Here is a Tetter from queen Hecuba; 

A token from her daughter, my fair love ; 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will hot break it : 

Fall, Greeks; fail, fame; honour, or go, or stay; 
My major vow lies here, this I’ll obey.— 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent ; 

This night in banqueting must all be spent— 

Away, Patroclus. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
these two may run mad; but if with too much 
brain, and too little blood, they do, I’ll be a curer 
of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon,-— an honest fel- 
low enough, and one that loves quails ; but he has 
not so much brain as ear-wax : And the goodly 
transformation of Jupiter there, his brother, the 
bull, — the primitive statue, and oblique memorial 
of cuckolds; a thrifty shoeing -horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother’s leg,-— to what form, but that 
he is, should wit larded with malice, and malice 
forced with wit, turn him to? To an ass, were 
nothing; he is both ass and ox: to an ox, were 
nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a 


mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a 
puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not 
care ; but to be Menelaus, — I Would conspire against 
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if 1 were 
not Thersites; for I care not to be the louse of a 
Iaznr, so I were not Menelaus. Hey-day! spirits 
and fires! # 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon 
Ulysses, Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomeu 
with lights . 

Again . We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder ’til j 

There, where we see the lights. 

Elect. I trouble you. 

Ajax. No, not a whit. 

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector ; welcome, princes 
all. 

Agam. So, now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
night. 

Ajax commands the guard to tend ou you. 

Elect. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks 5 
general. 

Men. Good night, my lord. 

Meet. Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

# Ther. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth ’a! sweel 
sink, sweet sewer. 

Achil. Good night, 

And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 
Agam. Good night. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus* 
Achil. Old Nestor tames; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; I have important business. 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great Hector. 
Meet. Give me your hand. 

Ulyss. Follow bis torch, he goes 

To Calchas’ tent; I’ll keep you company. 

{Aside to Troilus ) 
Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Meet. _ And so good night. 

_ [Exit Diomed; Ulyss. and Tro. following. 
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. 

f Exeunt Achil. Hector, Ajax , and Nest , 
Ther . That same Diomed’s a false-hearted rogue, 
a most unjust knave ; I will no more trust him when 
he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses: he 
will spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler the 
hound; but when he performs, astronomers forete! 
it; it is prodigious, there will come some change; 
the sun borrows of the rnoon, when Diomed keeps 
his word. I will rather leave to see Hector, than 
not to dog him; they say, he keeps a Trojan drab, 
and uses the traitor Calchas’ tent: I’ll after. — No- 
thing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets ! {Exit. 

Scene II. — The same. Before Calchas' lent. 
Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. What, are you up here, bo ? speak. 

Cal. [Within.] Who calls? 

Dio. Diomed. — Calclms, I think*— -Where’s your 
daughter? 

Cal. [Within.] She comes to you. 

Enter "Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance; after 
them "Thersites. 

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida. 

Tro. Cressid, come forth to him ! 

Dio. How now, my charge? 

Cres. Now, my sweet guardian !— Hark ! a word 
with you. (Whispers.) 

Tro. Yea, so familiar! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take 
her cliff ; she’s noted. 
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Dio. Will you remember? 

Cres. Remember? — yes 

Dio. Nay, but do then ; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should she remember ? 

Ulyss. List! 

Ores. Sweet honey Greekf tempt me no more to 
folly. 

Tker. Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then,— 

Cres. I’ll tell you what: 

Dio. Pho! pho ! come, tell a pin : You are for- 
sworn, — 

Ores. In faith, I cannot: What would you have 
me do ? 

. Tker. A juggling trick* to be — secretly open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on 
me? 

Ores. I pr’ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio. Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience ! 

Ulyss . How now, Trojan ? 

Cres . Diomed, 

Dio. No, no, good night : I’ll be your fool no 
more. 

Tro. Thy better must 

Cres. Hark! one word in your ear. 

Tro. 0 plague and madness ! 

Ulyss. You are mov’d, prince ; let us depart, I 
pray you, 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 

JUlyss. Now, good my lord, go off: 

Y on flow to great destruction ; come, my lord, 

Tro . 1 pr’ythee, stay. 

Ulyss. You have not patience ; come. 

Tro . I pray you, stay; by hell, and all hell’s 
! will nst speak a word. [torments, 

Dio. And so, good night. 

Cres . Nay, but you part in auger. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee? 

Q wither’d truth ! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord ? 

Tro. By Jove, 

i will be patient. 

Ores. Guardian!— why, Greek! 

Dio. Pho, pho ’ adieu ; you palter. 

Cres. In faith, I do not ; come hither once again. 
r Ulyss. Yon shake, my lord, at something; will 
You will break out. [you go? 

Tro. She strokes his cheek ! 

Ulyss. Come, come. 

Tro . Nay, stay ; by Jove, t will not speak a word: 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience stay a little while. 

T/ier. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, 
and potatoe finger, tickles these together! Fry, 
lechery, fry! 

Dio. But will you then ? 

Cres. In faith, I will, la; never trust me else. 

Dio . Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Cres. I’ll fetch you one. [Exit. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro . Fear me not, my lord : 

I villi not be myself, nor, have cognition 
Qi what I feel ; I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressida. 

Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now ! | 

Cres. H re, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. 0 beauty! where’s thy faith? j 

Ulyss. My lord, — i 

Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly, I will. j 

Ores. You look upon that sleeve; Behold it well. — j 
He lov’d me — 0 false wench ! — Giv’t me again. I 


He lov’d me— 0 false 
Dio. Who was’tf 


No matter, now I have’t again. 


I will not meet with you to-morrow night , 

I pr’ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Tker. Now she sharpens ; — Well said, whelstoatv 
Dio. I shall have it. 

Cres. What, this ? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cres. 0, all yon gods 1 — 0 pretty, pretty pledge 
Thy master now lies thinking m his be# 

Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it. 

As I kiss thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from me; 

He that takes that/must take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it 
Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed: ’faith, yr-N 
shall not; . 

I’ll give von something else. 

Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it? 

Cres . ’Tis no matter. 

Dio . Come, tell me whose it was. [will, 

Cres. ’T was one’s that loved me better than you 
But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whose was it? 

Cres. By all Diana’s waiting-women yonder, 

And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear ii on my helm ; 

And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor’st it on thy 
It should be challeng’d. _ [horn, 

Cres. Well, well, ’tis done, ’tis past;— And yet 
it is not ; 

I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, farewell ; 

Thou never shall mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go : — one cannot speak a 
But it straight starts you. [word* 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that, that likes not 
you, pluses me best. 

Dio • What, shall I come? the hour? 

Cres. Ay, come : — 0 Jove !—* 

Do come : — I shall be plagu’d. 

Dio. _ Farewell till then* 

Cres. Grod night I pr’ythee, come. — 

[Exit Diomede*. 

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah ! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind : 

What error leads, must err ; O then conclude, 
Minds, sway’d by eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit 
Tker. A proof of strength she could not publish 
more, 

Unless she said, My mind is now turn’d whore. 
Ulyss. All’s done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyss. Why stay we then? 

Tro. To make a recordation to uiy soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 

But, if I tell how these two did co-act. 

Shall I not lie jrr publishing a truth? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 

An esperance so obstinately strong* 

That doth invert the attest of eyes and earn ; 

As if those organs had deceptions function#, 

Created only to calumniate. 

Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sure, 

Ulyss. Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 
Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord, Cressid was here but 
now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ’d for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics— apt, without a theme, 

For depravation,— to square the general sex 
By Cressid’s rule : rather think this not Cressid. 
Ulyss. What hathphe done, prince, that can soil 
our mothers ? ’ 
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Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 
Ther. Will be swagger himself out on’s own eyes ? 
Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida ; 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony, 
ff sanctimony be the gods’ delight, 
ff there be rule in unity itself ; 

This was not she. O madness of discourse. 

That cause sets up with and against itself! 

8 i fold authority ! where reason can revolt 
ithout perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt ; this is, and is' not, Cressid ! 

Within my soul there doth commence a light 
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle 
As is Arachne’s broken woof, to enter. 

Instance ? O instance ! strong as Pluto’s gates ; 

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
instance, 0 instance ! strong as heaven itself; 
ihe bonds of heaven are slipp’d, dissolv’d, and 
loos’d; 

And with another knot, five-finger tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love, 

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques 
Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half-attach’d 
With that which here his passion doth express ? 

Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix’d, a soul. 

Hark, Greek As much as I do Cressid love, 

So much by weight hate f her Diomed. 

That sleeve is mine, that he’ll bear on his helm; 

Were it a casque compos’d by Vulcan’s skill, 

Mv sword should bite it: not the dreadful spout, 
Which shipmen do the hurrieano call, 

Constring’d in mass by the almighty sun, 

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear 
in Iris descent, than shall my prompted sword 
failing on Diomed. 

Ther . He’ll tickle it for his concupv. 

Tro. O Cressid ! 0 false Cressid! false, false 
false! 

Let all untruths stand by thy stained name. 

And they’ll seem glorious. 

Ulyss. * O, contain yourself; 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter jEneas. 

JEne. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord : 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; 

Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct yon home. 

Tro, Have with you, prince : — My courteous 
lord, adieu 

Farewell, revolted fair !— and, Diomed, 

Standfast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyss. I’ll bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, uEneas, and Ulysses. 
T/ier, ’Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed ! 
I would croak like a raven; I would bode, I would 
bode. Patroclus will give me any thiug. for the in- 
telligence of this whore : the parrot will not do 
more for an almond, than he for a commodious 
drab. Lechery, lechery; still wars and lechery; 
nothing else holds fashion: A burning devil take 
them ! [Exit. 

Scene III. — Troy* Before Priam's Palace. 

Enter Hector and Andromache. 

And. When was my lord so much ungently tem- 
po stop bis ears again/st admonishment? [per’d, 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Elect. You train me to offend yon ; get you in ; 

By all the everlastinggods. I’ll go. 

And. My dreams will, sure prove ominous to 
the day. 

Hect. No more, 1 say. 


’ Enter Cassandra 

Cas. Where is my brother Hector f 

And. Here, sister: arm’d, and bloody in intent* 
Consort with rue in loud and dear petition, 

Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream’d 
Of bloodv turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 
Cas. 0, it is true. 

Hect Ho ! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet 
brother. 

Hect. Begone, I say: the gods have heard me 
swear. * - 

Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows; 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr’d 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And. O ! be persuaded : Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just : it is as lawful, 

For we would give much, to use violent thefts. 

And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cas. It is the purpose, that makes strong the 
vow; 

But vows, to every purpose, must not hold : 

Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hect Hold you still, I say ; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 

Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 

Enter Troilus. 

How now, young man ? mean’st thou to fight to. day ? 
And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[Exit Cassandra . 
Hect No, ’faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harness, 

* youth, 

I am to-day i’the vein of chivalry : 

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong^ 

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 

Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy. 

I’ll stand, to-aay, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in yon. 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

Hect . What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide 
me for it. 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall. 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword. 

You bid them rise, and live. 

Hect 0, ’tis fair play. 

Tro. Fool’s play, by heaven. Hector. 

Hect How now ? how now’? 

Tro . For the love of all the gods, 

Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mother ; 

And when we have our armours buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords 5 
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. 

Hect. Fy, savage, fy ! 

Tro . Hector, then ’tis wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you light to-day; 
Tro. Who should withhold me ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning* with fiery truncheon my retire : 

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 

Their eyes o’ergalled with recow se of tears ; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos’d to hinder me, should stop ray way. 

But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priam. 

Cass. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast;; ! 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 

Fall all together. x 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : - t 

Thy wife hath dream’d ; thy mother hath had visions; t 
Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt. 

To tell thee — that this day is ominous : 

Therefore, come back. 

Hect . JEueas is a-field; 


536 


TROILUS AND ORESSIDA. 


Act V. 



And I do stand enrag’d to mkny Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them* 

Pri. But thou shalt not go. 

Hect. I must not break my faith: 

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir, 

Let me not shame respect; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cas. 0 Priam, yield not to him. 

And. Do not, dear father. 

Sect. Andromache, I am offended with you: 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

• [Exit Andromache 

Tro . This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas. O farewell, dear Hector, 

Look, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba criesout ! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolors forth! 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement, 

Like witless antics, one another meet. 

And all cry — Hector! Hector’s dead ! 0, Hector! 
Tro. Away !-— Away ! — 

Cas. Farewell !— Yet, soft Hector, I take my 
leave : 

Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit. 

Hect . You are amaz’d, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Go in, and cheer the town : we’il forth, and fight; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 
Pri. Farewell: the gods with safety stand about 
thee ! ^ 

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector . 
Alarums , 

Tro . They are at it; hark! Proud Diomed, be- 
lieve, 

! c ome to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 


A s Troilus is going out, enter, from the other side, 
Pandarus. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 

Tro. What now ? 

Pan. Here’s a letter from yon’ poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan . A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally 
ptisick so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of 
this girl; and what one thing, what another, that I 
shall leave you one o’these days : And I have a 
rheum in mine eyes too ; and such an ache in my 
bones, that, unless a man were cursed, I cannot teil 
what to think on’t— What says she there ? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from 
the heart; {Tearing the letter.) 

The effect doth operate another way. — 

Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeds ; 

But edifies another with her deeds. 

[Exeunt severally . 
Scene IV. — Between Troy and the Grecian Camp . 

Alarums : Ex . * ursions . Enter Thersites. 

^ Ther. Now thev are clapper-clawing one another : 
HI go look on. That dissembling abominable var- 
let, Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting fool- 
ish young knave’s sleeve of Troy there, in his helm ; 
f would fain see them meet: that that same Tro- 
jan ass, that loves the whore tnere, might send that 
Greekish vvhoremasterly villain, with the sleeve, 
back to the dissembling luxurious drab, on a sleeve- 
less errand. 0’ the other side, the policy of those 
* crafty s wearing rascals,— -that stale old mouse- 
eaten dry cheese, Nestor; and that same dog-fox, 
Ulysses, — is not proved worth a blackberry : — They 
set me up, in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against 
that dog of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the 
c nr Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not 
arm to day ; whereupon the Grecians begin to pro- 
claim barbarism, and policy grows jnto an ill opi- 
nion. Soft \ here come sleeve, and t’other. 


Enter Diomedes, Troilus following, 

Tro . Fly not; for, should’sfc thou take the riv*r 
I would swim after. IStys 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the oads of multitude : 

Have at thee ! 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian !-— novr for thy 
whore, Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 
[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, fighting. 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. What art thou, Greek, art thou for Hec- 
tor’s match ? 

Art thou of blood, and honour? 

Ther. No, no : I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing 
knave; a very filthy rogue. 

Hect. I do believe thee ; — live. [Exit. 

T/ier, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; 
But a plague break thy neck, for frighting me! 
What’s become of the wenching rogues ? 1 think, 
they have swallowed one another : 1 would laugh at 
that miracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. 
I’ll seek them. [Exit. 

Scene V. — The same . 

Enter Diomedes and a Servant* 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus’ horse: 
Present the fair steed to my lady Ore ssid : 

Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 

Tell her, I have chastis’d the amorous Trojan 
And am her knight by proof. 

Serv. 1 go, my lord, [Exit, 

Enter Agamemnon. 

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Poly datum* 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner ; 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam, 

Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain; 
Amphimaclms, and Thoas, deadly hurt; 

Patroclus ta’en, or slain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis’d : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers; haste we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Nes. Go, bear Patroclus’ body to Achilles; 

And bid the snail -pac'd Ajax arm for shame. 

There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 

Now here he fights on Galalhe iris horse, 

Aud there lacks work ; anon, he’s there afoot. 

And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale; then is he yonder. 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower’s swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and take* ? 
Dexterity so obeying appetite, 

That what he will, he does ; and does so much. 
That proof is call'd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss. 0, courage, courage, princes! grea 
A chiles 

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus’ wounds have rous’d his drowsy blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That noseless, handless, hack’d an 1 chipp’d, com 
to him, 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend. 

And foams at mouth, and he is arm’d, and at it. 
Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himself, 

With such a careless force, and forceless care. 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 

Bade him win all. 
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Enter Ajax. 

A/ax Troilus ! thou coward Troilus ! [Exit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 

Nest, So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where is this Hector ? 

Lome, come, thou boy-queller, shew thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 

Elector 1 where’s Hector? I will none but Hector. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene Vl.— Another part of the Field. 
Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, shew thy 
head ! 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio, Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus ? 

: What would’st thou? 

Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax, Were I the general, thou should’st have 
my office. 

Ere that correction : — Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus ! 
Enter Troilus. 

Tro. C traitor Diomed! — turn thy false face, 
thou traitor. 

And pay thy life thou ow’st me for my horse f 
Dio. Ha 1 art thou there ? 

Ajax. I’ll fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 

Tro. Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at 
you both. [Exeunt fighting. 

Enter Hector. 

Meet. Yea, Troilus? 0 well fought, my youngest 
brother] 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. "Now do I see thee : — Ha ] — Have at thee, 
Hect. Pause, if thou wilt. [Hector. 

Acini. I do disdain thy courtesy, pro"d Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of use : 

My rest and negligence befriend time now, 

Bpt thou anon shalt hear of me again: 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit. 

t j , . P arc thee well : — 

I would have been much more a fresher man, 

Had I expected thee.— How now, my brother? 

Re-enter Troilus. 

2Vo. Ajax hath ta’en iEneas: Shall it be? 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 

He shall not carry him ; I’ll be taken too. 

Or bring him oil* Fate, hear me what I say! 

I reck not though I end my life to-day. [Exit. 

Enter one in sumptuous armour. 

HecL Stand, stand, thou Greek: thou art a 
_ goodly mark : — 

tin I wiltthounot? — I like thy armour well . 

1 11 frush it, and unlock the rivets all, 

But 111 be master of it Wilt thou not, beast, 
abide? 

Why then, fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VII.- The same. 

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons. 

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons: 
Mark what I say. — Attend me where I wheel : 

^ i e Ilot a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, 

^rapale him with your weapons round about: 

In lellesi manner execute your arms, 
rollow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye 
It is decreed — He* tor the great must die. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VIII.— The same. 

Enter Menelaus and Paris, fighting ; then 
ThERSITES. 

Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are 
at it: Now, bull! now, dog! ’Loo, Paris, ’loo! 
now my double-henned sparrow! ’loo, Paris, ’loo! 
The bull has the game : — ’ware horns, ho i 

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus 
Enter Margarelon. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther, What art thou? 

Mar. A bastard son of Priam’s. 

Ther . I am a bastard tooj I love bastards : I 
am a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in 
mind, bastard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. 
One bear will not bite another, and wherefore should 
one bastard ? Take heed, the quarrel’s most omi- 
nous to us ; if the son of a whore fight for a whore, 
lie tempts judgment : Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward! [Exeunt 
Scene IX. — Another part of the Field. 
Enter Hector. 

Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without. 

Thy goodly armour thus bath cost thy life. 

Now is my day’s work clone ; I’ll take good breath : 
Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 
( Puis off his helmet , and hangs his shield 
behind him.) 

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels : 

Even with the vail and dark’ning of the sun. 

To close the day up, Hector’s life is done. 

Hect. I am unarm’d: forego this ’vantage, Greek. 
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike ; this is the man. I 
seek. {Hector falls) 

So, Ilion, fall thou next! Now, Troy, sink down; 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. — 

On, Myrmidons : and cry you all amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain. 

{A retreat sounded) 
Hark 1 a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 
Achil. The dragon wing of night o’erspreads the 
earth, 

And, stickier-like, the armies separates. 

My half-supp’d sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas’d with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — 

(Sheathes his sword.) 
Come, tie his body to my horse’s tail ; 

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt. 

Scene X . — The same. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, 
Diomedes, and others marching , Shouts within. 
Again . Hark ! hark ! what shout is that? 

. Peace, drums. 

(Within., Achilles! 

Achijles ! Hector’s slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is — Hector’s slain, and by Achilles. 
Ajax. If it be .so, yet bragless let it be ! 

Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Agam. March patiently along : — Let one be sen! 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 

If in his death the gods have txs befriended, 

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended 
[Exeunt marching 

Scene XT . — Another part of the Field # 

Enter JEseas and Trojans. 

JEne. Stand, bo ! yet are we masters of the field 
Never go home; here starve we out the night 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector ? — The gods forbid! 
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Tro, 'He's dead; and at the murderer’s horse’s 

tnbeastly^ort, dragg’d through the shameful field.— 
Frown on, you heavens, effect yonr rage mthspeed ! 
Sit, aods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy . 

I say, at once let yonr brief plagues be mercy. 

And linger notour sure destruction on . 

Mne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host 
Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so ; 

1 do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 

But dare all imminence, that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 

Whs shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba l 

Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be cal d, 

Go into Troy, and say there— Hector’s dead : 

There is a word will Priam turn to stone : _ 

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth; and, in a word, 

Scare Trov out of itself. But, march, away : 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet*— -You vile abominable tents, s 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 

I’ll through and through you!— And thou, great- 
siz’d coward ! . 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates ; 

I’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts.— 
Strike a free march to Troy !— with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. % 

* [Exeunt Mne as and 1 rqjans. 


As Teoilus u*j*tng out , enters from the other side, 
Pandaros. 

Pan . But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro. Hence, broker lackey ! # lgnomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 

[Exit Troilus, 

Pan. A goodly med’cine for my aching bones !— 
O world! world! world! thus is the poor agent 
despis’d! 0 traitors and bawds, how earnestly am 
you set a’ work, and how ill requited! Why shonia 
our endeavour be so loved, and the performance^ ao 
loathed? what verse for it? what instance for it?— 
Let me see , , , , , . 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing’, 

Till he hath lost his honey ? and his sting: 

And being once subdued m armed tail, _ 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail*— 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted 
cloths. 

As many as he here of pander’s hall, 

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar’s fall : 

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and sisters, of the hold* door trade, 

Some two months hence my will shall here be made 
It should be now, but that my fear is this,— 

Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss; 

Till then I’ll sweat, and seek about for eases ; 

And, at tint time, bequeath you my diseases. 

[is xu« 
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TIMON OF ATHENS 


The play of Tim on is a domestic tragedy, and therefore strongly fastens on the attention of the reader. In tht 
plan there is not ranch art, but the incidents are natural, and the characters various and exact. The catastrophe 
affords a very powerful warning against that ostentatious liberality, which scatters bounty, but confers no benefits, 
and buys flattery, but not friendship, 

la this tragedy, are many passages perplexed, and probably corrupt, which I have endeavoured to rectify, 01 
explain with due diligence; but having only one copy, cannot promise ray self that my endeavours shall be rauci 
pplauded. Johnson , 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


Lords, and Flatterers of Timon. 


TIMON, a noble Athenian 
LUCIUS, ) 

LUCULLUS, J 
SEMPRONltJS,..) 

VENT1D1US, one of Timon's false Friends. 
APEMANTUS, a churlish Philosopher. 
ALCIB1ADES, an Athenian General. 
FLAVIUS. Steward to Timon. 
FLAMiNIUS, ) 

LUCILIUS, > Timon's Servant*. 

SERVILIUS, 

CAPI1IS, 

PHILOTUS, 

TITUS, 

LUCIUS, 

HORTENSIUS. 


Servants to Timon's Creditors . 


Two Servants of Varro. 

The Servant of Isidore. 

Two of Timon's Creditors. 

Cupid and Maskers. 

Three Strangers. 

Poet. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 

Merchant. 

An old Athenian 
A Page.-— a Fool. 

PHRYNIA, V ar- , , . 

TIMANORA, | Mistresses to Alcibiades. 

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers , Thieves, ant 
Attendants. 


Scene,— Athens; and the Woods adjoining. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Athens. A Hall in Timon's House. 
Enter Poet , Painter , Jeweller, Merchant , and 
others, at several doors. 

Poet . Good day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad you are well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long; How goes the 
world? 

* Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet , Ay, that’s well known : 

But what particular rarity ? what strange, 

Which manifold record not matches? See, 
jM agio of bounty ! all these spirits thv power 
Bath conjur’d to attend. I know the merchant. 
Pain. I know them both : f other’s a jeweller. 
Mer . O, ’tis a worthy lord 1 
Jew. Nay, that’s most fix’d. 

Mer. A most incomparable man; breath’d, as it 
were. 

To an untirable and continuate goodness : 

He passes. 

Jeiv. I have a jewel here. [sir? 

Mer. O. prav, let’s see’t; For the lord Timon, 
Jew. If lie will touch the estimate : But, for that — 
Poet. When we for recompense have prais'd 
the vile, 

It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good. 

Mer. ’Tis a good form. 

{Looking at the jezvel.) 
Jew, And rich ; here is a water, look you. * 
Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some 
dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. ' A thing slipp’d idly from me. 
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence ’tis nourished : The fire i’the flint 
Shews not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 
Pain. A picture, sir. — And when comes your 
book forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir. 
Let’s see your piece. 

Pain. _ ’Tis a good piece. 

Poet . So ’tis: this comes off well and excel- 
lent. 

Patn. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable: How this grace 


c 


Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power 
Inis eye shoots forth ! now big imagination 
Moves in this lip l to the dumbness of the geatur 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 

Here is a touch : ls’fc good ? 

Poet I'll say of it, 

It tutors nature : artificial strife 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators, and pass over. 

Pain . How this lord’s follow’d I 

Poet. The senators of Athens ; — Happy men ! 

Pain. Look, morel [visitors, 

Poet.. You see this confluence, this great flood at 
I have, in this rough work, shap’d out a man. 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax : no levell’d malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on. 

Leaving no track behind. 

Pain. How shall I understand yon? 

Poet. 1 11 unbolt to yon. 

Yon see how all conditions, how all minds 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality! tender down 
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune. 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-fac’d flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself : even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon’s nod. 

Pain. * I saw them speak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill 
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d : The base o’ the inoun 
Is rank’d with nil deserts, all kind of natures. 

That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states : amongst them all. 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d. 

One do I personate of lord Timon’s frame. 

Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. ’Tis conceiv’d to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, me think** 
With one man beckon’d from the rest below 
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Bowing tiis head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d 
In our condition. 

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on : 

All those, which were his fellows but of late, 

(Some better than his value], on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fin with tendance, 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear. 

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ? 

Poet . When Fortune, in her shift and change of 
mood. 

Spurns down her late belov’d, all his dependants. 
Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top, 

Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain* ’Tis common 

A thousand moral paintings I can shew, 

That shall ' eruonstrate these quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 

To shew lord Timon, that mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Timon, attended; the 
Servant of Ventidius talking with him. 

Timm Imprison’d is he, say you ? 

Yen . Serv . Ay, my good lord ; five talents is his 
debt ; 

His means most short, his creditors most strait : 

Your honourable letter he desires 

To those have shut him up ; which failing to him, 

Periods his comfort 

Tim . Noble Ventidius ! Well ; 

I am not of that feather, to shake oft’ 

My friend when he most need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deserves a help, 

Which he shall have : I’ll pay the debt, and free him. 
Yen . Serv. Your lordship ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him: I will send his 
ransom ; 

And, being enfranchis’d, bid him come to me 
"Vis not euc tgh to help the feeble up. 

But to supp ivt him after . — Fare you well. 

Yen. Sen . All happiness to your honour ! [Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian 
Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim. I have so: What of him? [thee. 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before 
Tim . Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius i 

Enter Lucilius. 

Luc. Here, at your lordship’s service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy 
creature, 

By night frequents my house. ‘lama man 
That from my first have been mcliu’d to thrift ; 

And my estate deserves an heir more rais’d, 

Than one which holds a trencher. 

Twra. Well ; what further ? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else, 

On whom I may confer what I have got : 

The maid is fair, o’the youngest lor a bride, 

And I have bred her at my dearest cost, 

In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pr’y thee, noble lord, 

Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 

Myself have spoke in vain. 

* « The man is honest 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon : 

His honesty rewards him in itself, ! 

It must not bear my daughter. 

. Does she love him ? 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt: 

Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
Whht levity’s in youth. 

Tim. [To Lucdim.) Love you the maid ? 

, ■ ,i 


Luc, Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it 
Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be missing, 

I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 

And dispossess her all. 

Tim. How shall she he endow’d, 

If she be mated with an equal husband? ^ [all 
Old Ath. Three talents, on the present; in future, 
Tim. This gentleman of mine hath serv’d me long ; 
To build his fortune, I will strain a little, 

For ’tis a bond in men. # Give him thy daughter. 
What you bestow^ in him. I'll counterpoise, 

; And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Most noble lord. 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee ; mine honour on my promise. 
Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship Never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping. 

Which is not ow’d to you I 

[Exeunt Lucilius and old Athenian. 
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your 
lordship ! 

Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon* 
Go not away. — w hat have you there, my friend ? * 
Pain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept, 

Tim. ^ * Painting is'welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man ; 

For since dishonour traffics with man’s nature. 

He is but outside : These penciled figures are 
Even such as they give out. I like your work : 

And you shall find, I like it wait attendance 
Till yon hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods preserve you ! 

Tim. Well fare you, gentlemen: Give me your 
hand ; 

We must needs dine together — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffer’d under praise. 

Jew. * VVhat, nay lord ? dispraise ? 

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations. 

If I should pay yon for’t as ’tis extoil'd, 

I I would unclew me quite. 

Jetv. ' My lord, ’tis rated 

As those, which sell, would give : But you well 
know, 

Things of like value, differing in the owners, 

Are prized by their masters : believ’t, dear lord, 

You mend the jewel by wearing it. 

Tim. Well mock’d. 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common 
tongue, 

Which all men speak with him. 

Tim. Look, who comes here. Will you be chid? 

Enter Apemantus. 

Jew. We will bear with your lordship. 
hfer. He’ll spare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Aperaantus l 
Apem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy good morrow; 
When thou artTimon’s dog, and these knaves honest 
Tim . Why dost thou call them knaves ? thou 
know’st them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jeiv. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem . Thou knovvest, I do; I call thee by thy 
name. 

Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing so much, as that . am not file 
."Timon. 

Tim. Whither art going ? 

To knock out an honest Athenian’s brains, i 
Tim. That’s a deed thou’lt die for. 

Aftem. Right ? if doing nothing be death by the law 
Tim. How likestthou this p.cture, Apemantus? 
Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 

Apem . He wrou ght better, that made the paintet 
and yet he’s bat a filthy piece of work. 
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Pain. You are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother’s of my generation ; What’s 
he, if I be a dog! 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantas ? 

Apem. No; I eat not lords. 

Tim. An thou should’st. thou’dst anger ladiqp. 
Apem. O, they eat lords ; so they come by great 
bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lascivious apprehension. ' 

Apem. So thou apprehend’st it ; Take it for thy 
nbour. 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apernantns ? 
Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which will 
not cost a man a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think ’tis worth? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking.— How now, poet ? 
Poet. How now, philosopher? 

Apem. Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest: look in thy last work, 
where thou hast feign’d him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That’s not feign’d, he is so. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee 
for thy labour: He, that loves to be flattered, is 
worthy o’the flatterer. Heavens, that I were ! a lord ! 
Tim. What would’st do then, Apernantns? 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord 
with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Apem , That I had no angry wit to be a lord. — 
Art not thou a merchant ! 


Mer . Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not ! 
Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it 
Apem. Traffic’s thy god, aud thy god confound 
thee ! 

Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant. 

Tim. What trumpet’s that ? 

Serv. ’Tis Alcibiades, and 

Some twenty horse, all of companionship. 

Tim. Pray entertain them ; give them guide to us. 

[Exeunt some Attendants. 
You must needs dine with me : — Go not you hence, 
Till l have thank’d you ; and, when dinner’s done, 
Shew me this piece. — I am joyful ot your sights. 

Enter Alcibiades, ivith his company . 

Most welcome, sir ! ' {They salute.) 

Apem . So, so; there! — 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints !— 
That there should be small love ’mongst these sweet 
knaves. 

And all this court’sy! The strain of man’s bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

Ah. Sir, you have sav’d my longing, and I feed 
Most hungrily on your sight. 

Tim. Right welcome, sir: 

Ere we depart, we’ll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you. let us in. 

[Exeunt all but Apemantus. 

Enter two Lords . 

I Lord. What time of day is’t, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Time to be honest 

1 Lord. That time serves still. 

Apem. The most acctirsed thou, that still omit’st it. 

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon’s feast. 
Apem. Ay ; to see meat fill knaves, and wine heat 

fools, 

2 Lord* . Pare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Lord. Why, Apemantus ? 


Apem. Should’st have kept one to thyself, for I 
mean to give thee none. 

1 Lora. Hang thyself. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy idding ; mate 
thy requests to thy friend. 

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I’ll spurn 

thee hence. 

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the ass. 

[Exit. 

1 Lord. He’s opposite to humanity. Come, shall 

we in, 

And taste lord Timon’s bounty ? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold, 
Ts but his steward : no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself ; no gift to him. 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. 

1 Lord. The noblest mind he carries. 

That ever govern’d man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we 

in? 

1 Lord. I’ll keep you company. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. — The same. A Room of State in 
Timon’s Bouse . 

Hautboys playing loud music . A great banquet 
served in ; Flavius and others attending ; then 
enter Timon, Alcibiades. Lucius, Lucullus, 
Sempronius, and other Athenian Senators , with 
Ventidius and Attendants. Then comes, drop- 
ping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly . 

Ven . Most honour’d Timon, ’t hath pleas’d the 
gods remember 

My father’s age, and call him to long; peace. 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents, 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose heJf 
I deriv’d liberty. 

Tim. O, by no means, 

Honest Ventidius : you mistake my love; 

I gave it freely ever; and there’s none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults, that are rich, are fair. 
Ven. A noble spirit. 

( They all stand ceremoniously looking 
on Timon.) 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis’d at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes. 

Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’tis shewn; 

But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, ^ 
Than my fortunes to me. [They sit*) 

1 Lord. My lord, we always have confess’d it. 
Apem. Ho, ho, confess’d it! bang’d it, have yoo 
not ? 

Tim. O, Apemantus ? — you are welcome. 

Apem. No, 

You shall not make me welcome : 

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Tim. Fy, thou art a churl ; you have got a humai* 
there ; v *■ : 

Does not become a man j His much to blame 
They say, my lords, that ira furor brevis est f 
But yoncr man’s ever angry. 

Go, let him have a table by himself; 

For he does neither affect company, 

Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Apem. Let me stay at thine own peril, Timon) 

I come to observe : I give thee warning on’t. 

# Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athe 
nian; therefore welcome: I myself would have m, 
j power: pry thee, let my meat make thee silent, 
i Apem. I scorn thy meat; ’twould choke me, for 
I should 

• Ne’er flatter thee.— 0 you gods 1 *vlmt a number 
i Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not ! 
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neves me, to see so many dip their meat 
n one man's blood ; and all the madness is. 

He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, they should invite them without knives ; 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 

There’s much example for’t; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught. 

Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov’d. 

If I * 

Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals ; 
Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dangerous 
notes: 

Great men should drink with harness on their 
throats. 

Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go ; 
round, ‘ 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apem. Flow this way ! 

A brave fellow ! — he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
Those healths will make thee, and thy state, look ill. 
Here’s that, which is too weak to be a sinner, 

Honest water, which ne’er left man i’the mire : 

This, and my food, are equals; there’s no odds. 
Feasts are too proud to give thauks to the gods. 

Afeaiantus’s Grace. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 

I pray for no man , but myself': 

Grant I may never prove so fond. 

To trust man on Ms oath or bond ; 

Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 

Or a dog, that seems a sleeping ; 

Or a keeper with my freedom ; 

Or my friends, if £ should need 'em. 
Amen. 80 fall to't: 

Rich men sin, and! eat root. 

(Eats and drinks,) 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field 
now. 

AM. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 
Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my lord, 
there’s no meat like them; I could wish my best 
fnend at such a feast. 

Apem. ’Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then; that then thou might’st kill ’em, and 
bid me to ’em. 

i Might we but have that happiness, my 

lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby 
we might express some part of our zeals, we should 
think ourselves for ever perfect. 

_ Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods 
themselves have provided that I shall have much 
help from you : How had you been my friends else ? 
why have you that charitable title from thousands, 
oid you not chiefly belong to my heart? I have told 
more of you to myself, than you can with modesty 
speak m your own behalf; and thus far I confirm 
you. ° you gods, think I, what need we have 
any mends, if we should never have need of them ? 
they were the most needless creatures living, should 
we ne er have use for them ; and would most resem- 
ble sweet instruments hung up incases, that keep 
(heir sounds to themselves. Why, I have often 
wishe-d myself poorer, that I might come nearer to 1 
you. VVe are bom to do benefits; and what better 
or properer can we call our own, than the riches 
ot pur friends ? O, what a precious comfort ’tis, to 
have so many, like brothers, commanding one 1 
another s fortunes ! O joy, e’en made away ere it can 
?,®A orn ; Mme eyes cannot hold out water, me- 
9! to forget their faults, I drink to you. 
em. Thou weep’st to make them drink, Timon. 

. y “ a< * * be ^e conception in our eyes, 
it the instant, like a babe sprung up. 


Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that bab 
bastard. 

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov’d me 
much. 

Anew. Much ! (Tucket sounded^ 

Tim. What means that trump ? — How now l 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies? What are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, ray 
lord, which bears that office, to signify their plea- 
sures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon and to all 
That of his bounties taste !— The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom: The ear, 

Taste, touch, smell, all pleas’d from thy table rise : 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tim. They are welcome all; let them have kind 
admittance: 

Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are 
belov’d. 

Music. Re-enter Cupid, with a masque of Ladies 
as Amazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing 
andplaying. 

Apem. Hey-day, what a sweep of vanity comes 
this way] 

They dance ! they are mad women, 
like madness is the glory of this life. 

As this pomp shews to a little oil, and root. 

We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves, 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men. 

Upon whose age we void it up again, not 

With poisonous spite and envy. Who lives, that’s 
Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their graves of their friends’ gift ? 
* a “ ou *d fear, those, that dance before me now. 
Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done; 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from table, until much adoring of 
1 imonj and , to sheio their loves , each singles out 
an Amazon, and all dance , men with women , a 
lofty strain or tivo to the hautboys, and cease. 

Tim. You have done our pleasures much grace, 

^ fair ladies, 

a f air * aR hlon on our entertainment, 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 

You have added worth nnfco’t, and lively lustre, 

And entertain’d me with mine own device : 

I am to thank you for it. 

3 \ Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best. 
™P e Vl‘. Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would 
not hold takmg, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 

Please you to dispose yourselv es. 

All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. 

™ . [Exeunt Cupid and Ladies. 

Tim . Flavins,— 

Flav. My lord. 

Zy n ' v The little casket bring me hither 
Flav. Yes, nay lord.— More jewels yet ! 

There is no crossing Mm in his humour ; (Aside.) 
Else I should tell him,— Well,— i’faitli, I should, J 
When all s spent, he’d be cross’d then, an be could. 
Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; 

That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind, 
i Txr , (Exit, and returns with the casket, 

1 Jjora. Where be our men? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord. Our horses. 

TV/w. Omy friends, I have one word 

1 o soy to you;— Look you, my good lord, ] must 
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Entrea* /on, lionotir me so much, as to 
Advan ,e this jewel ; 

Accept, and wear it, kind rny lord, 

1 -Lord* I am so far already in your gifts,— 

Jil. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv . My lord, there are certain nobles of the 
senate 

11 fewly alighted, and come to wait you. 

Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. j I beseech your honour, 

Vouchsafe' me a word; it does concern you near. 

. Tint* Near ? wily then another time I’lf hear thee : 
l pr’vthee, let us be provided 
To 8 new them entertainment. 

Flav. I scarce know how. {Aside.) 

Enter another Servant . 

2 Serv. May it please your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 

Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver. 

Tim. I shall accept them fairly : let the present# 

Enter a third Servant. 

Be worthily entertain’d.— How now, what news? 

3 Serv. Please you. my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your company 
to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your 
honour two brace of greyhounds. 

Tim. I’ll hunt with him ; and let them be receiv’d. 
Not without fair reward. 

Flav. {Aside.) What will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide 2 and give great gifts, 
And all out of an empty coder. — 

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this, 

To shew him what a beggar his heart is. 

Being of no power to make his wishes good ; 

His promises fly so beyond his state. 

That what he speaks is ail in debt, he owes. 

For every word ; he is so kind, that he now 
Pays interest for’t ; his land’s put to their books. 
Well, ’would I were gently put out of office. 

Before I were forc’d out 1 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed. 

Than such as do even enemies exceed, 
i bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit. 

Titn* You do yourselves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own me- 
rits: — 

Here, my lord ? a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord. With more than common thanks I will 

receive it. 

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 

Tim. And now I remember me, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik’d it I 
2 Lord. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in 
that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my lord ; I know, 
no man 

Can justly praise, but what he does affect : 

I weigh my friend’s affection with mine own ; 

I’ll tell you true. I’ll call on you. 

AU Lords. None so welcome 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give ; 

Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne’er be weary. — Alciniades, 

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich, 

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is ’mongst the dead: and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch’d field. 

Alcib* Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

1 Lord. We ate so virtuously bound, — 

Tim* And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lora. So infinitely endear’d,— 

Tim. All te ynj. —Lights, more lights ! 

I Lord. The beat of happiness. 

Honour, and fo»tun v s, keep with you, lord Timon! 


Tim. Ready for his friends. # 

[Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords, 
Apem. What a coil’s here 1 

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums ! 

I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for ’em. Friendship’s full of dregs 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound leg* 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court’sies, 
Tim Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen. 
I’d be good to thee. 

Apem . No, I’ll nothing : for, 

If I should be brib’d too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee; and then thou would’st sin the 
taster. 

Thou giv’st so long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly : 

What need these feasts, pomps, and vain glories ? 

Tim. Nay, 

An you begin to rail on society once, 

I am sworn, not to give regard to you. 

Farewell : and come with better music. [Exit. 

Apem . * So 

Thou’lt not hear me now, — thou shalt not then, — 
I’ll lock 

Thy heaven from thee. 0, that men’s ears should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery 1 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — The same. A Room in a Senator > 
House. 

.Enter, a Senator , with papers in Ms hand. 

Sen. And late, five thousand to Yarro; and to 
Isidore 

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum. 
Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not. 

If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog, 

And give it Timon, why, the aog coins gold i 
If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight, ^ 
And able horses : No porter at his gate ; 

But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho ! 

Caphis, I say I 

Enter Caphis. 

Caph. Here, sir : What is your pleasure ? 

Sen . Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord 
fc Timon ; 

Importune him for my moneys; be not ceas’d 
With slight denial ; nor then silenc’d, when— 
Commend me to your master — and the cap 
Plays in the right hand thus : — but tell him, sirrah. 
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own; his days and times are past. 

And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have smit my credit: I love, and honour him; 

But must not break my back, to heal his finger: 
Immediate are my needs; and my relief 
Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me iu words. 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone: 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A visage of demand ; for, I do fear, 

When every feather sticks in his own wing, 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

Caph. I go, sir. 

Sen. I go, sir? — take the bonds along wit! yon { 
And have the dates in compt. 

Caph. I will, sir. 

Sen. Go. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — The same. A Hall in Timon 9 s house 
Enter Flavius, with many bills in his h 
Flav. No care, no stop! so senseless of expense. 
That he will neither know how to maintain it. 

Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him: nor resumes no care 
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It is so. 
I fear it. 


Flav. 0, my good lord! 

At many times I brought in my accounts, 

Of what is to -'continue : Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 

What shall be done ? He will not hear, till feel . 
f must be round with him, now he comes from hunt- 
Fy, fy,fy,fy! . [ing * 

Enter Caphis, and the Servants of Isidore and 
Varro . 

Caph. Good even, Varro : What, 

Von come for money ? . , 9 

Var. Serv. Is’t not your business too ! 

Caph. It is ; — and yours too, Isidore ? 

Isid. Serv . 

Caph. ’Would we were all discharg'd ! 

Yar. Serv. 

Caph . Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, §fc. _ 
Tim* So soon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth again, 
My Alcibiades.— With me? What’s your will ( 

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim. Hues V Whence are you ? 

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tan. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me off 
To the su ccession of new days this month : 

My master is awak’d by great occasion. 

To call upon his own; and humbly prays you, 

That with your other noble parts you ii suit, 

In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest tnend, 

l pr’ythee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord,- 
Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Var. Serv One Varro’s servant, my good lord.— 
Isid. Serv. From Isidore ; 

He humbly prays vour speedy payment, — 

Caph* If you did know, my lord, my master s 
wants,— „ [weeks, 

Yar. Serv. ’Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six 

And past,— , „ . , 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me oil, my lord ; 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. Give me breath : — 

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lords. 
I’ll wait upon you instantly.— Come hither, pray 
y 0U ; (To Flavvus.) 

How goes the world, that I am thus encounter’d 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bqnds. 

And the detention of long-since-due debts, 

Against my honour ? 

Flav. Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 

Your importunacy cease, till after dinner ; 

That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. . , 

Tim. _ Bo so, my friends : 

See them well entertain’d. [Aarzif. 

Fla . I pray, draw near. [Exit. 

Enter Apemantus and a Fool. 

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Ape- 
mantus ; let’s have some sport with ’em. 

Var. Serv . Hang him, he’ll abuse us. 

Isid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog! 

Var. Serv. How dost, tool? 

Apem. Dost dial ogu e with thy shadow ? 

Var. Serv. 1 speak not to thee. 

Apem. No: ’tis to thyself.— Come away. 

(To the Fool.) 

Isid. Serv. (To Var. Serv,) There’s the fool 
tangs on your back already. , 

Apem * No, thou stand’s* single, thou art not on 
him yet 

Caph. Where’s the fool now ? 

Apem. He last asked the question. — Poor rogues, 
and usurers’ men ! bawds between gold and want ! 
All Serv. Wiiat are we, Apemantus ? 


Apem* Asses, 

All Serv , Why? 

Apem. That you ask ^ me what yon are, and da 
not know yourselves. — Speak to ’em, fool. 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 

All Serv. Gra mercies, good fool: How does yom 
mistress? 

Fool. She’s e’en setting on water to scald such 
chickens as you are. ’Would, we could see you 
Corinth. 

Apem. Good ! gramercy. 

Enter Page, 

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress' page. 
Page. (To the Fool) Why, how now, captain? 
what do you in this wise company?— How dost 
thou, Apemantns? ■ 

Apem . ’Would I had a rod in my month, that 1 
might answer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr’ythee, Apemantus, read me the super- 
scription of these letters : I know not which is which. 
Apem. Canst not read ? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that 
day thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; this 
to Alcibiades. Go ; thou wast born a bastard and 
thou’lt die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog ; and thou slialt 
famish, a dog’s death. Answer not, I am gone. 

■ ■ [Exit Page * 

Apem. Even so thou cut-run’st grace. Fool, 1 
will go with you to lord Timon’s. 

Fool. Will yon leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home.— You three serve 
three usurers. 

All Serv. Ay; would they serv’d us j 
Ape?n . So would 1. — -As good a trick as ever 
hangman served thief. 

Fool. Are you three usurers’ men? 

All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool I think, no usurer but has a fool to k.s ser- 
vant : My mistress is one, and I am hex look 
When men come to borrow of your masters, they 
approach sadly, and go away merry ; but they enter 
my mistress’ house merrily, and go away sadly* 
The_ reason of this ? 

Var. Serv. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whoremaster, and a knave; which notwithstanding, 
thoti shall: be no less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool? 

Fool A fool in good clothes, and something like 
ee. ’Tis a spirit: sometime, it appears like a 


thee. , 

lord ; sometime, like a lawyer ; sometime, like^ a 
philosopher, with two stones more than his artifi- 
cial one : He is very often like a knight; and, ge- 
nerally in all shapes, that map goes up and down in, 
from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit walks in. 

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as much 
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lnckest. 

Apem. That answer might have become Ape- 
mantus. • 

All Serv. Aside, aside : here comes lord Timon. 

Be- enter Timon and Flavio*. 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 

Fool I do not always follow lover, elder bro- 
ther, and woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantus and Foci 
Flav . ’Pray you, walk near, I’ll speak with you 
anon. [Exeunt Serv. 

Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere this 
time, 

Had you not fully laid my state before me; 

That I might so have rated my expense 
As I had leave of means ? 

Flav. me. 

At many leisures I propos’d. 

Tim. Go to : 

Perchance, some single vantages yon took. 
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When my indisposition put you back ; 

And that unaptness made your minister, 

Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. * O, my good lord ! 

At many times I brought in my accounts, 

Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some trilling present, you have bid me 
Return so much, I have shook my head, and 
wept; 

Yea, ’gainst the authority of manners, pray’d you 
l o hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor so slight checks ; when 1 have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate, 

And your great flow of debt. My dear-lov’d lord, 
Though you hear now (top late !) yet now’s a time. 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. * Let all my land be sold. 

Flav. ’Tis all engag’d, some forfeited and gone ; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace ; 

What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning? 

Tim. To Laceda?mon did my land extend. , 
Flat y 0 my good lord, the world is but a word ; 
Were it all yours to give it in a breath, 

How quickly were it gone ! 

Tint You tell me true. 

Flat. If vou suspect my husbandry, or falsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 
When all our offices have been oppress’d 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine; when every room 
Hath blaz’d with lights, and bray’d with minstrelsy; 
I have retir’d me to a wasteful cock, 

And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Pr’ythee, no more. 

Flav . Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants. 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon’s? 

What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord 
Timon’s ? 

Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon? 

Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praise, 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers. 
These flies are couch’d. 

Tim. Come, sermon me no further ; 

No villanous bounty yet hath pass’d my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. [lack. 

Why dost thou weep r Canst thou the conscience 
To think I shall lack friends ? Secure thy heart; 

If I would broach the vessels of my love, • 

A nd try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 

Men, and men’s fortunes, could I frankly use, 

As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav. ' Assurance bless your thoughts ! 
Tim . And, in some sort, these wants of mine are 
crown’d, 

That I account them blessings ; for by these 
Shall 1 try friends : You shall perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho ! — Flaminius ! Servilins! 


Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servant*. 
Sep}. My lord, my lord, — 

Tim. I will despatch you severally. — You, to 
lord Lucius, — 

To lord Lucullus yon ; I hunted with bis 
Honour to-day; — You to Sempronius ; 

Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say. 
That my occasions have found time to use them 
’ Toward a supply of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

Mam . As you have said, my lord. 

Flav . Lord Lucius, and lord Lucullus ? humph ! 

. (Aside.) 

Tint. yon, sir, (to another S etna.) to tV senators, 


(Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I have 
Deserv’d this hearing,} bid ’em send o’the mstani 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. ♦ l have been bold, 

(For that I know it the most general way,) 

To them to use your signet, and your name ; 

But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. Is’t true ? can it be ? 

Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry— you are honour- 
able, — [but 

But yet they could have wish’d— they know not— 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well' — ’tis 
pity— 

And so, intending other serious matters. 

After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions* 

With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 

They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them !— 

I pr’ythee, man, look cheerly : These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary: 

Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it seldom flows ; 

’Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

And nature, as it grows again towards earth. 

Is fashion’d for the journey, dull, and heavy.- — 

Go to Ventidius. — {To a Serv.) ’Pr’ythee, (To 
Flavius) be not sad. 

Thou art true and honest; ingeniously I speak, 

No blame belongs to thee (ifo Serv.) Ventidius 
lately 

Buried his father; by whose death, he’s stepp’d 
Into a great estate : when he was poor, 

Imprison’d, and in scarcity of friends, 

I clear’d him with five talents : Greet him from me t 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember’d 
With those five talents that had, — (to Flav.) give 
it these fellows 

To whom ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak, or think. 
That Timon’s fortune ’mong his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it ; That thought 
is bounty’s foe ; 

Being free itself, it thinks all others so. [Exeunt. 
ACT III. 

Scene I. — The same. A Room in Lucullus ’ House. 
Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant to him . 
Serv. I have told my lord of you, he is coming 
down to you. 

Flam. I thank you, sir. 

Enter LUCULLUS. 

Serv. Here’s my lord. 

hucul. (Aside.) One of Lord Timon s men ? 
gift, I warrant. Why, this hits right; 1 dreamt of 
a silver basin and ewer to-night.— Flaminius, ho- 
nest Flaminius ; you are very respectively welcome, - 
sir. — Fill me some wine. — (Exit Servant.) And how 
does that honourable, complete, free-hearted gen- 
tleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and 
master ? 

Flam. His health is well, sir. 

# Lucul. I am right glad that his health is- well, 
sir: And what hast thou there under thy ciuak, 
pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam. ’Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir ,* 
which, in my lord’s behalf, I corae to entreat your 
honour to supply; who, having great and; instant 
occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your lord- 
ship to famish him; nothing doubting your present 
assistance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says 
he? alas, good lord! a noble gentleman ’tis, if he 
would not keep so good a house. Many a time and 
often I have dmed with him, and told him on’t; and 
come again to supper to him, of purpose to have 
him spend less : and yet he would embrace ut 
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counsel, take no warning by ray coming. Every 
man has his fault, and honesty is his; I have told 
him on't, but I could never get him frorr^it. 

Re-enter Servant with wine, 

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here’s to thee. 

* Glam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul. I have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit,— give thee thy due,— and one that 
knows what belongs to reason ; and canst use the 
time well, if the time use thee well : good parts in 
thee. — Get you gone, sirrah. — ( To the Servant , who 
goes out.)— Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy 
lord's, a bountiful gentleman : but thou art wise ; and 
thou hnpwest well enough, although thou earnest to 
me, that this is no time to lend money ; especially 
upon bare friendship, without security. Here’s three 
solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and say, 
thou saw’st me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam. 1st possible, the world should so much 
differ ; 

And we alive, that liv’d ? Fly, damned baseness, 

To him that worships thee. 

[Throwing the money away.) 

Lucul. Hal now I see, thou art a fool, and fit for 
thy master. [Exit Lucullus . 

Flam. May these add to the number that may 
scald thee ! 

Let molten tcoin be thy damnation, 

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself 1 
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart, 

It turns in less than two nights ! 0 you gods, 

I feel my master’s passion! This slave 
Unto his honour, has my lord’s meat in him ; 

Why should it thrive, and turn no nutriment, 

When he is turn’d to poison ? 

0, may diseases only work upon’t ! [nature. 

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [Exit. 

Scene II. — The same. A Public Place . 

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers . 

Luc. Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Siran. We know him for no less, though we 
are but strangers to him. But I can tell you one 
tiling, my lord, and which I hear from common ru- 
mours ; now Lord Timon’s happy hours are done 
and past, and his estate shrinks from him. 

Luc . Fy, no, do not believe it; he cannot want 
for money. 

2 Siran , But believe you this, my lord, that, not 
long ago, one of his men was with the lord Lu- 
cullus, to borrow so many talents ; nay, urged ex- 
tremely for’t, and shewed what necessity belonged 


tot^ and yet was denied. 


Luc. How? 

2 Siran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that? now, before 
the gods, I am ashamed on’t. Denied that ho- 
nourable nun ? there was very little honour shewed 
in’t For my own part, I must needs confess, I 
have received some small kindnesses from him, as 
money, plate, jewels, and such like trifles, nothing, 
comparing to hi3 ; yet, had he mistook him, and 
sent to me, I should ne’er have denied his occasion 
so many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder’s my lord ; I have 
sweat to see his honour.— JVIy honoured lord, — 

[To Lucius.) 

Luc. Serviliusl yon are kindly met, sir. Fare 
thee well.; — Commend me to thy honourable-vir- 
tuous lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Serv. May it pleasure your honour, nay lord hath 
sent— **“ : 

Lite. Ha! what has he sent? I am sc much en- 


deared to that lord ; he’s ever sending: How shall 
I thank him, think’st thou ? And what has he sent 
now? 

Serv. He has only sent his present occasion now, 
my lord; requesting your lordship to supply his 
instant use with so many talents. 

Luc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me ; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

Serv. But in the mean time wants less, ray lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 

I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Luc. Dost thou speak, seriously, Servilius ? 

Ser. Upon my soul, ’tis true, sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beast was I, to disfnmish 
myself against such a good time, when I might 
have shewn myself honourable ! how unluckily it 
happened, that I should purchase the day belore 
for a little part, and undo a great deal of honour !— 
Servilius, now before the gods, I am not able to 
do’t ; the more beast, I say I was sending to use 
lord Timon myself, these gentlemen can witness ; 
but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had 
done it now. Commend me bountifully to his good 
lordship ; and I hope, his honour will conceive the 
fairest of ro^> because I have no power to be kind: 
— And tell him. this from me, I count it one of ray 
greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such 
an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will 
you befriend me so far, as to use mine own words 
to him? 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Servilius. 

[Exit Servilius. 

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 

And lie, that’s once denied, will hardly speed. 

[Exit Lucius. 

1 Stran . Do you observe this, Hostiiius ? 

2 Stran. Ay, too well. 

1 Stran. Why this 

Is the world’s soul ; and just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer’s spirit. Who can call him 
His friend, that dips in the same dish ? for, in 
My knowing, ’Timon has been this lord’s father, 
And kept his credit with his purse; 

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon’s money 
Has paid his men their wages: He ne’er drinks. 

But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip : 

And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man, 

When he looks out in an ungrateful shape ! 

He does deny him, in respect of his. 

What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1 Strati. For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life. 

Nor came any of his bounties over me, 

To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest. 

For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue. 

And honourable carriage, 

Had his necessity made use of me. 

I would have put my wealth into donation. 

And the best half should have return’d to him. 

So much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense ; 

For policy sits above conscience. [ Exeunt 

Scene III. — The same. A Room in Sempronius's 
House. 

Enter Sempronius, and a Servant of Timor?*. 
Sem. Must he needs trouble me lift t Humph! 
’Bove all others ? 

He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus! 

And now Yentidius is wealthy too, 

Whbm he redeem’d from prison ; All these th 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Serv. O my lord, [for 

They have all been touch’d, ana found base metal ; 
They have all denied him. . V 

Sem. m How! they have denied him? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him? 

And does he send to me 9 Three V humph !— 
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It shews but little love or judgment in him. 

Must I be his last refuge ? n is friends, like phy- 
sicians, [me ? 

Thrive, give him over; Must I take the cure upon 
He has much disgrac’d me in’t; I am angry at him, 
That might have known my place : l see no sense 
for’t. 

But his occasions might have woo’d me first 
For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e’er received gift from him : 

And does he. think so backwardljr of me now,) 

That I’ll requite it last ? No: So it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the rest, 

And I amongst the lords be thought a fool. 

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum, 

He had sent to me first, but for«my mind’s sake ; 
l had such a courage to do him good. But now 
return, 

And with their faint reply this answer join ; 

Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin. 

{.Exit. 

Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship’s a goodly vil- 
lain. The deyjl knew not what he did, .when he 
made man politic f he crossed himself by’t : and I 
cannot think, but, in the end, the villanies of man 
will set him clear. How fairly this lord strives to 
appear foul ! takes virtuous copies to be wicked; 
like those, that, under hot ardent zeal, would set 
whole realms on fire. Of such a nature is his poli- 
tic love. 

This was my lord’s best hope; now all are fled. 
Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead, 
Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d 
Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows ; 

Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house. 

[Exit. 

Scene IV . — The same . A Hall in TimotCs House. 
Enter two Servants of Varro, and the Servant of 
Lucius , meeting Titus, Hortensius, and other 
Servants to Timon s Creditors , waiting Ms 
coming out. 

Yar. Serv. Well met; good-morrow, Titus and 
Horten^us. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor . Lucius ! 

What, do we meet together? 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and, I think, 

One business does command us all ; for mine 
la money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philotus 

Luc. Serv . And, sir, 

Philotus too l 

Phi. Good-day at once 

Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Serv. So much? 

Phi. h not my lord seen vet? 

Luc. Serv . Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on’t ; he was wont to shine at 
seven. [with him : 

Luc. Serv . Ay, but the days are waxed shorter 
You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun’s; but not, Eke his, recoverable. 

I fear, 

‘Tis deepest winter in lord Timon’s purse : 

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that 

I’ll shew you how to observe a strange event 
Your lord sends now for money. 

# Most true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon’s gift, 
Fer which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart 


Luc. Serv. ** Mark, how strange it shews 
Timor) in |his should pay more than he owes : 

And e’en as if your lord should wear rich jewels, 
And send for money for ’em. 

Hor . I am weary of this charge, the gods caa 
witness : 

I know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth, 

And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Var. Serv. Yes, mine’s three thousand crow ns 
What’s yours? 

Luc. Serv . Five thousand mine. 

1 Var. Serv. ’Tis much deep ; and it should 
seem by the sum. 

Your master’s confidence was above mine ; 

Else, surely, his had equall’d. 


Enter Flaminius. 

Tit. One of lord Timon’s men. 

Luc. Serv. Flaminius! sir, a word ; ’Pray, is my 
lord ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. _ [much. 

Tit. We attend his lordship ; ’pray, signify so 
Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows., you 
are too diligent. [Exit Flaminius, 

Enter Flavius, in a cloak , muffled. 

Luc. Serv. Ha 1 is not that his steward muffled so? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

Tit. Do yon hear, sir? 

1 Var. Serv. By your leave, sir, — 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flan. _ ’ . Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 

’Twere sure enough. Why then preferr’d you not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat 
Of my lord’s meat? Then they could smile, and fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th’ interest 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves but 
wrong. 

To stir me up : let me pass quietly : 

Belie ve’t, my lord and I have made an eud : 

I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc . Serv . Ay, but this answer will not serve. 
Flav. If ’twill not, 

’Tis not so base as you ; for you serve knaves. [Exit. 

1 Var . Sei'v . Howl what does his cashier’d 
worship mutter? 

2 Var. Serv. No matter what; lie’s poor, and 
that’s revenge enough. Who can speak broader 
than he that has no house to put Ins head in? such 
may rail against great buildings. 

Enter Servilius. 

Tit, 0, here’s Servilius ; now we shall know 
Some answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentleman, 

To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it: for, take it on my soul, 

My lord leans woud’rously to discontent. 

His comfortable temper has forsook him ; 

He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 
Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, am 
'not sick: 

And, if it be so far beyond his health, 

Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts, 

And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser. Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 
Flam. {Within.) Servilius, help! — my lord! ray 
lord I — 

Enter Timon, in a rage; Flaminius following. 

; Tim. What, are my doors oppos d against ray 
| passage? 

Have I been ever free, and mast my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 

The place, which I have feasted, does it now 
Like all mankind, shew me an iron heart? 

Lite. Serv. Put in now, Titus. 
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Tii. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Serv. Here’s mine. 

Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord. * 

Both Var. Serv. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our bills. [the girdle. 

Tiir . Knock me down with ’em ; cleave me to 
Luc, Serv. Alas ! my lord, — 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums 
Tit. Mine 1 , fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand drops pay hat. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays mar. — * 

Vhat yours? — and yours? 

1 Var. Serv. My lord, — 

2 Var. Serv . My lord, — 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall on 
you ! _ [Exit. 

Hor. ’Faith, I perceive our masters may throw 
their caps at their money ; these debts may well be 
called desperate ones 5 lor a madman owes ’em. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter Ti&zon and Flavius. 

Tim. They have e’en put my breath from me, the 
slaves : 

Creditors !— devils. 

Flav. My dear lord, — 

Tim. What if it should be so ? 

Flav. My lord, — 

Tim. I’ll have it so : — My steward ! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all ; 

111 once more feast the rascals. 

Flav . 0 my lord, 

you only speak from your distracted soul ; 

There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be’t not in thy care ; go. 

I charge thee; invite them all: let in the tide 
..Of knaves once more; my cook and I’ll provide. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V.—The same. The Senate-House. 
The Senate sitting. Enter Alcibiades, attended. 

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to’t ; the fault’s 
Bloody ; ’tis necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 
Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to the 

senate ! 

1 Sen. Now, captain ? 

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues ; 

For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 

He is a man, setting his fate aside, 

Of comely virtues : 

Nor did be soil the fact with cowardice ; 

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault), 

Isutj with a noble fury, and fair spirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 

He did oppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, ere 'twas spent, 

As if he had but prov’d an argument. 

• 1. Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox, 

Stewing to make an ugly deed look fair : 

Your words have took such pains, as if they labour’d 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
l) ppn the head of valour ; which, indeed. 

Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects, and factions were newly born : 

He’s truly valiant, that can wisely sutler 

The worst that man can breathe; and make his 


His outsides; wear them like his raiment, care- 
lessly ; 

And - ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart. 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill. 

What folly ’tis, to hazard life for ill ? 

Alcib. My lord, — 

1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear ; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon mq 
If I speak like a captain. — 

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle, 

And not endure all threa filings? sleep upon it, 

And let the foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy v ' but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ? why then, women are more valiant, 

That stay at home, if bearing carry it ; 

And the ass, more captain than the lion ; the felon. 
Leaden with irons, wiser than the fudge. 

If wisdom be in suffering. O my Wets, 

As you are great, be pitifully good : 

Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood? 

To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust ; 

But, in defence, by mercy, Tis most just 
To be in anger, is impiety ; 

But who is man, that is not angry ? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Alcib. k In vain? his service done 

At Lacedaemon, and Byzantium, 

Were a sufficient briber for his life# 

1 Sen. What’s that? [vice 

Alcib. Why-, I say, my lords, h’as Gone fair ser- 

And slain in fight many of your enemies : 

How full of valour did he bear himself 

In the last conflict, and made plenteous wouxda? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with ’em, he 
Is a sworn rioter: h’as a sin that often 

Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 

If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 

And cherish factions : ’Tis inferr’d to us, 

His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 

(Though his right arm might purchase his own time. 
And be in debt to none), yet, more to move you. 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both : 

And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I’ll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his gevoa returns. 

“'by crime he owes the law his life, 
jw hy, let the war receiv’t in valiant gore; 

F or law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no mare. 
On hejght of our displeasure : Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another. 

Alcib. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen, How ? 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What? 

Alcib. I cannot think, hut your age has forgot ms ; 

It could not else be, I should prove so base, 

1 o sue, and be denied such common grace : 

My wounds ache at you, 
f I Sen. Do you dare our anger? 

T is in few words, but spacious in effect 
We banish thee forever. 

Alcib. * Banish me ? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 

That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen. If, after two days’ shine, Athens contain 
■■ / thee, 

Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell 
our spirit, 

He shall be executed presently. [Exeunt Senator s. 
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Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that 
you may live 

Only in bone, that none may look on you) 

I am worse than mad: I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest; I myself 

Rich only in large hurts:— -All those, for this ? 

Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Fours into captains’ wounds ? ha ! banishment ? 

It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish’d ; 

I I is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 

That I may strike at Athens. I’ll cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

Tjs honour, with most lands to be at odds , 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods. 

. . [Exit 

Scene VI. — A magnificent Room in Timon’s 
House. 

Music . Tables set out : Servants attending. 
Enter divers Lords , at several doors. 

Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to; you. I think, this 
honourable lord did but try ns this other day. 

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when 
we encountered : I hope, it is not so low with him, 
as’he made it seem in the trial of his several friends. 

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of 
his new feasting. 

1 Lord. I should think so : He hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did 
urge me to put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond 
them, and I must needs appear. 

2 Lord. In like manner was I in debt to my im- | 
portunate business, but he would not hear my ex- 
cuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, 
that my provision was out. 

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how all things go. 

2 Lord. Every man here’s so. What would he 
have borrowed of you ? 

1 Lord. A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord. A thousand pieces ! 

1 Lord. What of you? 

2 Lord. He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes. 

Enter Timon, and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both : — And 
how fare you ? 

1 Lora. Ever at the best, hearing well of your 
lordship. 

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lordship. 

Tim. (Aside.) Nor more willingly leaves winter ; 
such summer-birds are men.— Gentlemen, our din- 
ner will not recompense this long stay : feast your 
ears with the music awhile ; if they will fare so 
harshly on the trumpet’s sound : we shall to’t pre- 
sently. 

1 Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with 
your lordship, that 1 returned you an empty mes- 
senger. 

Tim. 0, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord . My noble lord, — 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ? 

(The banquet brought in.) 
2 Lord. My most honourable lord, l am e’en sick 
of shame, that, when your lordship this other day 
sent to me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on’t, sir. 

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours before,— 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
— Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord. All covered dishes ! 

i Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money and the season 
can yield it. 

1 Lord. How do you ? What’s the news ? 

3 Lord. Alcibiades is banished : Hear you of it ? 
1 & 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished ! 

3 Lord, ’Tin so be sure of it 


1 Lord. How ? how ? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near/ 

3 Lord. I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s a nob*» 
feast toward. 

2 Lord. This is the old man still. 

3 Lord. Will’t hold ? will’t hold ? 

2 Lord. It does : but time will — and so — 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as he 
would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be 
in all places alike. Make not a city feast of i t, to 
let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first 
place : Sit, sit. The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefactors , sprinkle our society with 
thankfulness. For your oion gifts, make yourselves 
raised : hut reserve still to give , lest your deities 
e despised . Lend to each man enough, that one 
need not lend to another : for. were your godheads 
to borrow of men, men would forsake the gods. 
Make the meat be beloved \ more than the man that 
gives it. Let no assembly of twenty be without a 
score of villains : If there sit twelve women at 
the table , let a dozen of them be— as they are . — 
The rest of your fees, 0 gods,— the senators of 
Athens, together* with the common lag of people , — 
what is amiss in them, you gods, make suitable 
for destruction. For these my present friends ,— ■ 
as they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless them, 
and to nothing they are welcome. 

Uncover^ dogs, and lap. 

(The dishes uncovered \ are full of warm water.) 

Some speak. What does his lordship mean ? 

Some other . I know not. 

Tim. May you a better feast never behold. 

You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke, and iuke-warm 
water 

Is your perfection. This is Timoffs last; 

Who stuck and spangled you.with flatteries, 

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

(Throwing water in their facts.) 
Your reeking villany. Live loath’d, and long, 

Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s flies, 
Cap-and-knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks 1 
Of man, and beast, the infinite malady 
Crust you quite o’er ! — What, dost thou go ? 

Soft, take thy physic first, — thou too, — and thou 
[Throws the dishes at them, and drives them out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.— 

Wnat, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast, 
Whereat a villain’s not a welcome guest. 

Burn, house; sink, Athens! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity. [Exit. 

Re-enter the Lords , with other Lords and 
Senators. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords ? [fury ? 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon’s 

3 Lord. Pish ! did you see my cap? 1 

4 Lord. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other 
day, and now he has beat it out of ray hat: — Bid 
you see my jewel ? 

4 Lord. Bid you see my cap? 

2 Lord. Here ’tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let’s make no stay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timon’s mad. 

3 Lord. I feel’ t upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day 

stones. L Exeunt * 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Without the Walls of Athens. 

Enter TlMON. 

Tim. Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall. 
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That girdkst in tnose wolves ! Div| in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent I 
Obedience fail in children! slaves, and fools, 

Pluck the grave \Vrinkled senate from the bench, 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o’the instant, green virginity i 
Do’t in your parents’ eyes ! bankrupts hold fast ; 
Rather than render back, out with vour knives, 

And cut your trusters’ throats! bound servants, 
steal! 

Large-handed robbers your grave masters are. 

And pill by law ! maid, to thy master’s bed ; 

Thy mistress is o’the brothel ! son of sixteen, 

Pluck the lin’d crutch from the old limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear, 

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 

Degrees, observances, customs, and Jaws,* 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet confusion live ! — Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 

That ’gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot! itches, Mains, 

Sow all the Athenian bosoms : and their crop 
Be general leprosy I breathrinfect breath ; 

That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison 1 Nothing I’ll bear from thee, 

But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns ! 

Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all,) 

The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low ! 
Amen [Exit. 

Scene ll.— Athens. A Room in Timon' s House . 
Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 

I Serv. Hear you, master steward, where’s our 
master? 

Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining? 
Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should 1 say to 
you ? 

Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 

I am as poor as you. 

1 Serv. Such a house broke ! 

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the pirm, 

And go along with him ! 

2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 

From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 

So hts familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him. 

Like empty purses pick’d : and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air, 

With his disease of all-shunn’d poverty. 

Walks, like contempt, alone. — More oi our fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav . All broken implements of a ruin’d house. 

3 Serv . Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s livery, 
That see I by our faces; we are fellows still. 
Serving alike in sorrow : Leak’d is our bark : 

And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the surges threat: we must all part 
Into this sea of air, 

Flav . Good fellows all. 

The latest of my wealth I’ll share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake. 

Let’s yet be fellows; let’s shake our heads, and say, 
As ’twere a knell unto our master’s fortunes, 

We have seen better days. Let each take some ; 

( Giving them money.) 

Nay, put out all your bands. Not one word more 


i Thus part we rich in sorrc w, parting poor, 

[ Exeunt Servant* 

O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us ! 
Who would not wish to he from wealth exempt, 

I Since riches point to misery and contempt? 

| Who’d be so mock’d with gtory ? or to live 
But in a dream of friendship ; 

To have his pomp, and all what state compounds. 
But only painted, like his varnish’d friends ? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart,* 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood. 

When man’s worst sin is, he does too much good! 
Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 

My dearest lord, — Mess’d, to be most accurs’d. 
Rich, only to be wretched thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 
He’s flung in rage from this ungrateful seat 
Of monstrous friends ; nor has he with him to 

» his life, or that which can command it. 

ow. and inquire him out : 

Til serve his mind with my best will ; 

Whilst I have gold. I’ll be his steward still. [Exit 

Scene III.— The Woods. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim . O blessed breeding sun, draw from the 
earth 

Rotten humidity; below thy sister’s orb 
Infect the air 1 Twinn’d Mothers of one womb, — 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, (tunes ; 
Scarce is dividant,— touch them with several for 
The greater scorns the lesser: Not nature, 

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune. 
But by contempt of nature. 

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord * 

The senator shall bear contempt hereditary. 

The beggar native honour. 

It is the pasture lards the brother’s sidef, (dares 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, wh® 
In purity of manhood stand upright, 

And say. This man's ajlaiterer? if one be. 

So are they all ; for every grize of fortune 
Is smooth’d by that below: the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool r. All is oblique ; 

There’s nothing level in our cursed natures. 

But direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr’d 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men l 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind ! — Earth, yield me roots! 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce Ins palate^ ^ 


Thus much of this; will make black, white ; foul, 
fair ; (valiant. 

Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward, 
Ha, you gods! why this? What this, you gods? 
Why this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides ; 
Pluck stout men’s pillows from below thejr heads : 
This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the ac curs’d ; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador’d ; place thieves. 

And give them title, knee, and approbation. 

With senators on the bench : this is it. 

That makes the wappen’d widow wed Again ; 

She, whom the spital -house, and ulcerous sores # 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spice* 
To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that pnt’st odds 
A mong the rout of nations, l will make thee 
Do thy right nature .— {March &far ojf.)—~ Ha ! m 
drum? — Thou’rt quick. 

But yef I’ll bury thee : Thou’lt go, strong thie£ 

I When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand * 

| Nay, stay tboa out for earnest. 


{Keeping some gold) 
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Enter Alcibiades, with drum and fife, in warlike 
manner : Phkynia and Timandra. 

Alcib. What art thou there ? 

Speak. [heart, 

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy 
For shewing me again the eyes of man I 
Alcib. What is thy flame? Is man so hateful to 
That art thyself a man ? 4 [thee, 

Tim. I am misanthropes , and hate mankind. 

For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 

That 1 might love thee something. 

Alcib . I know thee well ; 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and strange. 

Tim . 1 know thee too; and more, than that I 
know thee, 

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ; 

■With man’s blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religions canons, civil latvs are cruel ; 

Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, 

For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim . I will not kiss thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alcib , How came the noble Timon to this change? 
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could not, like the moon; 

There were no suns to borrow of. 

Alcib. Noble Timon, 

What friendship may I do thee ? 

Tim. None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

A Icib. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none : If 
Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, confound thee, 
For thon’rt a man ! 

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 
Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 
Alcib . I see them now ; then was a blessed time. 
Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
Tim. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the 
world 

Voic’d so regardfully? 

Tim . Art thou Timandra ? 

Timan. Yes. 

Tim . Be whore still ! they love thee not, that 
use thee; 

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust 
Make use of thy salt honrs: season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths ; bring down rose-cheeked youth 
To the tub-fast, and the diet. 

Timan. \ Hang thee, monster ! 

Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra ; for his wits 
Are drown’d and lost m his calamities.— 

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 

The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
tn my penurious band : I have heard, and griev’d, 
How cursed Athens, miudless of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states, 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 
Tim. I pr’ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Ti- 
mon. t t [trouble ? 

Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost 
I had rather be alone. 

Alcib . Why, fare thee well : 

Here’s some gold for thee, 

Tim , ICeep’t, I cannot eat it. 

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a 
heap, — 

Tim. W arr’st thou ’gainst Athens ? 

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim, The gods confound them all i’thy conquest ; 
• and 

thee after, when thou haut conquer’d ! 

.Alcib, Why me, Timon? 

Tim . That, 

By killing villains, thou wast born to conquer 



My country. 

Put up tliy gold ; Go on,— here’s gold,— go on ; 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 

Will o’er some high- vic’d city hang hi3 poison 

In the sick air : Let not thy sword skip one : 

Pity not honour’d age for his white beard ; 

He 5 s an usurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron 
It is her habit only that is honest, 

Herself s a bawd : Let not the virgin’s cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk-pap% 
That through the window-bars bore at men’s eyes. 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, [babe 

Set them down horrible traitors: Spare not the 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 
mercy; 

Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat shall cut, 
And mince it sans remorse: Swear against objects; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 

Whose proofs, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 
babes, 

Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding, 

Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy soldiers: 
Make large confusion; and, thy fury spent, 
Confounded he thyself! Speak not, be gone. 

Alcib • Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take the gold thot 
giv’st me. 

Not all thy counsel. [upon thee! 

Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven’s curse 
Phr. <§T Timan . Give us some gold, good Timon: 
Hast thou more ? 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts, 
Your aprons mount|nt: You are not oathable,— 
Although, I know, you’ll swear, terribly swear. 

Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues, 

The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your oaths. 
I’ll trust to your conditions : Be whores still ; 

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you* 

Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 

Let your close fire predominate his smoke, 

And be no turncoats: Yet may your pains, six 
months. 

Be quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ; — some that were. bang’d. 
No matter:— wear them, betray with them: whore 
. still ; 

Paint, till a horse may mire upon your face: 

A pox of wrinkles I 

Phr.& Timan. Well, more gold; — What then? — 
Belie v% that we’ll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Consumption sow 

In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins ? 
And mar men’s spurring. Crack the lawyer’s voice, 
That he may never more false title plead, 

Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flamen, 

That scolds against the quality of flesh, 

And not believes himself: down with the nose, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee, 

Smells from the general weal: make curl’d -pate 
ruffians bald ; 

And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you: Plague all; 

That your activity may defeat and quell 

The source of ail erection.— There’s more gold :■ — 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 

Ann ditches grave you alii 

Phr. Timan. More counsel with more money,, 
Dounteous Timon. 

Tim. More whore, more mischief first; I hair*, 
given you earnest. 

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare*- 
well, Timon ; 

If 1 thrive well, I’ll visit t.hee again. 

Tim. If I hope well. I’ll never see thee more. 
Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou spok'st well of me. 

Alcib. ' Cal 1’st thou that ham!' 

Tim. Men daily find it such. Get thee away, ( 
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And take thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him.— 

Strike. _ 

[Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiaaes, Phrynia, 
and Timanara. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s unkind- 
ness, - 

Should yet be hungry !— Common mother, thou,. 



Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff’d, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’d worm, 

With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven, 
Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate, 

From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor root! 
Etasear thy fertile and conceptions womb, 

Let it no more bring out ingraleful man ! 

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented !— 0, a root, — Dear thanks ! 

Drv up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas : 
Whereof ungrateful man, with liquorish draughts. 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mina, 

That from it all consideration slips ! 

Enter Apemantus. 

More man? Plague! plague I 
Apem. I was directed hither: men report, 

Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 
Tim . ’Tis then, because thdu dost not keep a 
dog, 

Whom I would imitate : Consumption catch thee ! 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected ; 

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this 
place ? 

This slave-like habit? and these looks of care? 

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft; 
Hug their diseas’d perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. . Shame not these woods, 

By putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee. 
And let his very breath whom thou’lt observe. 

Blow off* thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain. 

And call it excellent : Thou wast told thus 
Thou gav’st thine ears, like tapsters, that bid wel- 
come, 

To knaves, and all approaches. ’Tis most just. 

That thou turn rascal : had’st thou wealth again, 
Rascals should have’t. Do not assume my likeness. 
Tim. Were I like thee, I’d throw away myself. 
Apem. Thou hast cast awj^y thyself, being like 
thyself ; 

A madman so long, now a fool r What, think’st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 

Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moss’d 
trees, 

That have out-liv’d the eagle, page thy heels, 

And skip, when thou point’st out? Will the cold 
brook, 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, 

To cure thvo’er-night’s surfeit? call the creatures,— 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
*0 f wreakful heaven ; whole bare unhoused trunks, 
To the conflicting elements expos’d. 

Answer mere nature,— bid them flatter thee ; 

O ! thou shah find— 

Tim. A fool of thee : Depart. 

Apem. I We thee better now than e’er I did. 



Tim. Always a villain’s office, of a fool's. 

Dost please thyself in’t ? 

Apyem. Ay. 

Tim. * What! a knave too* 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, ’twere well: but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thoud’st, courtier be again, 

Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives jncertain pomp, is crown’d before: 

The one is filling still, never complete ; 

The other, at high wish : Best state, contentless. 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 

Worse than the worst, content.^ 

Thou should’st desire to die, being miserable, 

Tim . Not by his breath, that is more miserable 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm 
With favour never clasp’d ; but bred a dog 
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, proceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would’st have plung’d thyself 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust; and never learn’d 
The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d 
The sugar’d game before thee. But myself, 

Who had the world as my confectionary; 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ; — I, to bear this. 

That never knew but better, is some burden : 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath mjide thee hard in’t. Why should st thou nate 
men? 

They never flatter’d thee : What hast thou given . 

If thou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag, 

Must be thy subject; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence 1 be gone f 
If thou hadst not been born the worst of men. 

Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 
No prodigal. 

Tim . I, that I am one no%v ; 

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee, 

I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— 
That* the whole life of Athens were in this ! 

Thus would I eat it. (Eating a root.) 

Apem. Here ; I will mend thy feast. 

(Offering him something .) 

Tim. First mend my company, take away thyself. 

Apem. So I shall mend mine own, by the lack oi 
thine. 

Tim. ’Tis not well mended so, it is but botch’d; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem. What would’st thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

Tim. * The best, and truest’: 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly’st o’nights, Timon ? 

2 im. Under that’s above me* 

Where feed’st thou o’days, Apemantus? 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat; or, rather 
where I eat it. 

Tim. ’Would poison were obedient, and knew m 
mind ! 

Apem. Where wonld’st thou send it? 

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knew 
est, but the extremity of both ends: When thou 
wast in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked thee 
for too much curiosity ; in thy rags thou kuowest 
none, but art despised for the contrary. There’s a 
medlar for thee, eat it 
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Tim. On what I hate, 1 feed not 

Apem* Dost hate a medlar? * 

Tim* Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, thou 
shorn d’st have loved thyself better now. What man 
didst thou ever kfbw unthrift, that was beloved 
after his means ? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talkest of, 
didst thou ever know beloved ? 

ijpew. Myself. 

Tim. I understand thee ; thou hadst some means 
(o keep a dog. 

Apem . What things in the world canst thou nearest 
tompare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women nearest; but men, men are the things 
themselves. What woulast thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power? . 

» Ape?* 2 ' Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would’st thou have thyself fall in the con- 
fusion of men, and remain a beast with the beast? 

Apem . Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to] If thou we rt the lion, the fox 
would begnile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox 
would eat thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion would 
suspect thee, when, perad venture, thou wert ac- 
cused by the ass: if thou wert the ass, thy dulness 
would torment thee ; and still thou Kved’st but as a 
breakfast to the wolf : if thou wert the wolf, thy 
greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou should’st 
hazard thy life for thy dinner : wert thou the uni- 
corn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and make 
thine own self the conquest of thy fury : wert thou a 
bear, thou would’st be killed by the horse; wert 
thou a horse, thou would’st be seized by the leopard ; 
wert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, 
and the spots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life : 
all thy safety were remotion; and thy defence, ab- 
sence. What beast could’st thou be, that were not 
subject to a beast? and what a beast art thou al- 
ready, that seest not thy loss in transformation? 

Apem. If thou could’st please me with speaking to 
me, thou might’st have hit upon it here: The com- 
monwealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that thou 
art out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter : the 
plague of company light upon thee! I will fear to 
catch it, and give way: when I know not what else 
to do, HI see thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
shall he welcome. I had rather be a beggar’s dog 
than Apemautns. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. ' W Quid thou wert clean enough to spit upon. 

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse. 

Tim. All villains, that do stand by thee, are pure. 

Apem. There is no leprosy but what thou speak’sk 

Tim. If 1 name thee.— - 
HI b* at thee — but I should infect my hands, 

Apem. 1 would, my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog 1 
Clmh-r does kill me, that thou art alive; 

1 swoon to see thee. 

Apem. ’Would thou would’st burst! " 

^ Tim. Away, 

Tnuu tedious rogue ! J am sorry, I shall lose , 

A stone by thee. {Throws a stone at him.) 

Apem. Beast! 

Tim. Slave ! 

Apem. Toad I 

Tun. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 

[Apemantus retreats backward, as going, 
I am sick of this false World ; and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ; 

Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily * make thine epitaph, 

That death in me at others’ lives may laugh. 


0 thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

{Looking on the gold) 

’Twixt natural son and sire! thou bright (lofiler 
Of Hymen’s purest bed ! thou valiant Mars! 

Thou ever young, fresh, lov’d, and delicate woe er. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian’s lap ! thou visible god. 

That solder’st close impossibilities, 

Aud mak’st them kiss! that speak’st with evirj 
tongue, 

To every purpose ! O thou touch of hearts ! 

Think, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! ’ 

Apem. ’Would ’twere so ; 

But not till I am dead !— TU say, thou hast gold : 
Thou wilt be throng’d to shortly, 

Tim. Throng’d to? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr’ythee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim. Long live so, and so die ! — I am quit. — 

[Exit Apemantus 
More things like men? — Eat, Timon, aud abhoi 
them. 

Enter Thieves. 

1 Thief. Where should he have this gold ? J It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his re- 
mainder: The mere want of gold, and the falling- 
from of his friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief. It is noised, he hath a mass of treasure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him ; if he 
care not for’t, he will supply us easily; If he covet- 
ously reserve it, how shall’s get it ? 

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him, ’t» 
hid. 

1 Thief. Is not this he ? 

Thieves . Where? 

2 Thief. ’Tis his description. 

3 Thief. He ; I know him. 

Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 

Tun. Now, thieves. 

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 

1 Tim. Both too ; and women’s sons, 

| Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that much 
do want. ^ (meat. 

Tim. Your greatest want Is, you want much of 
Why should you want ? Behold the earth hath roots ; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips ; 

The bounteous house wife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want? why want ? 
1 Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries, 
water, 

As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, 
and fishes ; 

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con, 
That you are thieves profess’d ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. Rascal thieves, 

Here’s gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth. 

And so ’scape hanging : trust not the physician : 

His antidotes are poison, and he slays 

More than you rob ; take wealth and lives together* 

Do villany,do, since you profess to do*t, 

Like workmen. I’ll example you with thievery : 
The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea : the moon’s an arrant thief. 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun: 

The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves \ 
The moon into salt tears : the earth’s a thief. 

That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement : each thing’s a thief; 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck’d theft. Love not yourselves ; away 
Rob one another. There’s mere gold : Cut throats; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Atheii, go, 
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Breax open sliopa ; nothing can you steal, . 

But thief ves do lose it : Steal not less, for this 
l give you : and gold confound you howsoever . 

Amen {Timon retires to his Cave) 

3 Thief. He has almost charmed me from my 

H ltete^S«oWbd,(hathethus 
advises us : not to have us thrive in our mystery. . 

2 Thief I’ll believe him as an enemy, and give 

1 Tliief Let us first see peace in Athens : There 
is no time so miserable, but a man may be true. 

[Exeunt Thieves. 

Enter Flavius. 

Flav. O you gods ! # 

[a yon despis’d and ruinous man my lord t 
Full of decay and failing? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow d 1 
What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made 1 
What viler thing upon the earth, than mends. 

Who can bring noblest minds to.basest ends 1 
How rarely does it meet with this time’s. guise, 

When man was wish’d to love his enemies ; 

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, than those that dc. 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him ; and as my lord. 

Still serve him with my life.— My dearest master 1 
Timon comes forward from his Cave . 

Tim. Away! what art thou? . 

Flav. Have you forgot me, sir l 

Tim. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all men ; 
Then, if thou grant’st tkou’rt man, I have forgot thee. 
Flav. A n honest poor servant of yours. 

Tim. fhen 

I know’ thee not : I ne’er had honest man 
About me, I ; all that I kept were knaves. 

To serve in meat to villains. 

Flav. The gods are witness, 

Ne’er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim. What, dost thou weep ?— Come nearer;— 
then I love thee, 

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim’st 
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give, . ' 

But thorough lust, and laughter. Pity’s sleeping; 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping! , , . , 

Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 

To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts, 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had l a steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy faco.— -Surely, this man was bom of woman. — 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 
Perpetual-sober gods ! I -do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake hie not, — but one ; 

No more, I ptay, — and he is a steward. 

How fain would I have hated all mankind, 

And thou redeem’st thyself: But all, save thee, 

I fell with curses. 

Methinks. thou art more honest now than wise ; 

For, by oppressing and betraying me, 

Thou might’st have sooner got another service : 

For many so arrive at second masters, . 

Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me true, 

( For I must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure,) 

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous. 

If not a usuring kindness ; Jtfid as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? . 

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac’d too late : . 

Yoa should have fear’d false times, when you did 
feast: 

Suspect still comes, where an estate is least. 

TM which l shew, heaven knows, is merely love/ 
Doty and seal to your unmatched mind. 


Care of your food and living : and, believe it, 

My most honour’d lord. 

For any benefit that points to me. 

Either in hope, or present. I’d exchange 

For this one wish, That you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich(|ourself. 

Tim . Look thee, ’tis so 1— Thou singly honest man, 
Here, take the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition’d ; Thou skalt build from men ; 
Hate all, curse all ; shew charity to none ; 

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny’st to men ; let prisons swallow them, 
Debts 'wither them : Be men like blasted woods. 

And may diseases lick up. their false bloods • 

And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. O, let me stay, 

And comfort you, my master. 

Tim . If thou hat st 

Curses, stay not; fly, while tliou’rt bless’d and free : 
Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee. 

[Exeunt severally. 

ACT, V, 

Scene I .—The same. Before Timon's Cave . 
Enter Poet and Painter; Timon behind, unseen. 

Pain . As I took note of the place, it cannot be 
far where he abides. , 

Poet . What’s to be thought of him? Does the 
rumour hold for true, that he is so full of gold i # 
Pain. Certain; Atcibiades reports it: Phrynia 
and Timandra had gold of him : he likewise en- 
riched poor straggling soldiers with great quantity , 
’Tis said, he gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a 
try for his friends. 

Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourish with the highest, there- 
fore, ’tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in 
this supposed distress of his : it will shew honesty 
in us ; and is very likely to load our purposes with 
what the.y travel for, if it be a just and true report 
that goes of his having. J 4 „ 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him T 
Pain. Nothing at. this time but my visitation: 
only I will promise him an excelleut piece.. 

Poet. I must serve him so too ; tell him of an 
intent that’s coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the very 
air o’the time : it opens the eyes of expectation : 
performance is ever the duller for his act l and, but 
in the plainer and simpler kind of people., the deed 
of saying is quite out of use. To promise is. most 
courtly and fashionable : performance is a kind of 
will, or testament, which, argues a great sickness in 
his judgment that makes it. . 

Tim. Excellent workman! Thou canst not paint 
a man so bad as is thyself. 

Poet. I am thinking what I shall say I have pro- 
vided for him: It must be a personating of himself: 
a satire against the softness of prosperity ; with a 
discovery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth 
and opulency. „ . , ... 

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain in thme 
own work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other 
men ? Do so, I have gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay, let’s seek him : 

Then do we sin against our own estate, 

When we may profit meet, and come too late* 

, Pain . True ; «... , - . 

When the day serves, before black-corner d night, 
t Find what thou want’st by free and offer’d light 
Come. ,, 

I Tim I’ll meet you at the turn. W hat a god a gold, 
That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple 
Than where swine feed ! 

* ’Tis thou that rigg’st the V ark, and plough st th« 
foam ; 
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Pettiest admired reverence in a slave : 

To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown’d with plagues/ that thee alone obey! 

’Fit I do meet them. ( Advancing .) 

Poet . Hail, worthy Tiraon ! 

Pain . Our late noble master* 

Tim. Have I once liv’d to see two honest men ? 
Poet Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty tasted, 

Hearing you were retir’d, your friends fall'll off, 
Whose thankless natures — O abhorred spirits ! 

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What! to you ! 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I’m rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see’t the better : 
You, that are honest, by being what you are. 

Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myself, 

Have travell’d in the great shower of your gifts, 

And sweetly felt it. 

Tim . Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our service. 
Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I requite 
you i 

Can yon eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 

Both. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you service. 
Tim. You are honest men; You have heard that 
I have gold; 

I am sure, you Jhave : speak truth : you are honest 
men. 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord : but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men : — Thou draw’st a coun- 
terfeit 

Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 

Thou counterfeits most lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Titn. Even so, sir, as I say : — And, for thy fiction, 
{To the Poet.) 

Why, thy verses swell with stuff so fine and smooth. 
That thou art even natural in thine art.— 

But, for all this, my honest-natur’d friends, 

I must needs say, you have a little fault : 

Marry, ’tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honour, 

To make it known to us. 

Tim. You’ll take it ill. 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Both . Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There’s ne’er a one of you but trusts a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord ? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis- 
semble. 

Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him. 

Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur’d. 

That he’s a made-up villain. 

Pain . I know none such, my lord. 

Poet . Nor I; 

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I’ll give you 
gold, 

Rid me those villains from your companies : 1 
Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a draught. 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 

Til give you gold enough. 

Both, Name them, my lord, let’s know them. 

Tim . You that way, and you this, but two in com- 
pany : — 

Each man apart, all single and alone. 

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 

If where thou art, two villains shall not be, 

(To the Painter.) 

Come not near him. — If thou would’st not reside 

(To the Poet.) 

But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 


Hence ! pack there’s gold, ye came for gold, y« 
slaves : 

You have done work for me, there’s payment; 
Hence I 

You are an alchyraist, make gold of that 
Out, rascal dogs ! 

[Exit, heating and driving them out 
Scene II . — The same. 

Enter Flavius and two Senators. 

Flav. It is in vain that you would speak with 
Timon ; 

For he is set so only to himself, 

That nothing but himself, which looks like man, 

Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave ; 

It is our part, and promise to the Athenians, 

To speak with Timon, 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : ’Twas time and griefs. 
That fram’d him thus : time, with his fairer hand,* 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 

The former man may make him : Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may, 

Flav. Here is his cave.— 

Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon ! Timon ! 
Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians, 

By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort’st, burn! — Speak, 
and be hang’d : 

For each true word, a blister! and each false 
Be as a caut’rizing to the root o’the tongue, 
Consuming it with speaking! 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon — 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon* 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim . I thank them ; and would send them bac&the 

plague, 

Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators, with one consent of love, 

Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought' 

On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confess. 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross : 
Which now the public body, — which doth seldom 1 
Play the recanter, — feeling in itself 

A lack of Timon’8 aid,, hath sense withal 
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon; 

And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render, 
Toge therewith a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth. 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs. 
And write in thee the figures of their love. 

Ever to read them thine. 

Tim . You witch me in it; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears : 

Lend me a fool’s heart, and a woman’s eyes. 

And I’ll beweep these comforts, worthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours,) to take , 
The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks. 
Allow’d with absolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority ; — so soon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; 

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country’s peace. 

2 Sen. And shakes his threatening sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon,— 

Tim. Well, sir, I will : therefore, I will, «ur* 
Thus,- . > 

If Alcibiades kill my countrvmen. 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
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That— Timon cares hot. But if he sack fair Athene 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards. 
Giving oar holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain’d war; 

Then, let him know,— and tell him, Timon speaks it, 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

I cannot choose but tell him, that — I care not, 

And let him tak’t at worst ; for their knives care not, 
While you have throats to answer; for myself. 
There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp, 

But I do prize it at mylove, before 

The reverend’st throat in Athens. So I leave yoa 

To the protection of the prosperous gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all’s in vain. 

Tint. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
ft will be seen to-morrow; My long sickness 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend, 

And nothing brings me all things. .. Go, live still ; 
Be A Icibiades your plague, you his, 

And last so long enough h 
3 Sen. We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country; and am not 
One .that rejoices in the common wreck, 

As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen. That’s well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to rny loving countrymen, — 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they pass 

through them. 

3 Sen. And enter incur ears like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them; 

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs, 

1 hen fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do 
them : 

I’ll teach them to prevent wild A Icibiades’ wrath, 

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my close, 

That mine own use invites me to cut down, 

And shortly must I fell it; Tell my friends, 

Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste, 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe. 

And hang himself: — I pray you, do my greeting. 
Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you still shall 
find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 

Which once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent purge shall cover ; thither come, 

And let my grave-stone be your oracle.— 

Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 
What is amiss, plague and infection mend ! 

Graves only be men’s works ; and death, their gain! 
Sun, hide thy beams 1 Timon hath done his reign. 

■ • ■ [Exit Timm. 

1 Sen. His discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen.. Our hope in him is dead . let us return, 
And strain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril. 

1 Sen. It requires swift foot. [Exeunt. 

Scene HI.— The Walls of Athens. 

Enter two Senators and a Messenger. 

1 Sin. Thou hast painfully discover’d; are his files 
As full as thy report ? 

Mess. ^ ^ I have spoke the least : 

Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. 

W6 stand much hazard, if they bring not 
- Timon. 

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos’d, 
Yet oar old iov« made A particular force. 


And made ns speak like friends this maD was 
riding 

From Alcibiaaes to Timon ’s cave, 

With letters, of entreaty, which im ported 
His fellowship i’the cause against your city, 

In part for his sake mov’d. 

Enter Senators from Timon . 

1 Sen . Here come our brother* 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect— 
The enemies’ drum is heard, and tearful scouring 
Both choke the air with dust : In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the snare. [Exeunt 

Scene IV. — The Woods. Timon* s Cave, and a 
Tombstone seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeking Timon. 

Sold. By all description this should be the place. 
Who’s here” speak, ho! — No answer? — What is 
■■ ■ , this ? - 

Timon is dead, who hath outstretch’d his span : 
Some beast rear’d this ; there does not live a man. 
Bead, sure; and this his grave. — 

} What’s on this tomb I cannot read ; the character 
I’ll take with wax: 

Our captain hath in every figure skill : 

An ag’d interpreter, though young in days ♦ 

Before proud Athens he’s set down by this, 

W hose fall t he mark of his ambition is. [Exit 

Scene V. — Before the Walls of Athens. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades and For css. 

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lasririoas town 
Our terrible approach. [A paring sounded) 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice ; till now, myself, and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power, 

Have wander’d with our travers’d arms,and breath’d 
Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush, 

When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong* 
Cries, of itself, No more : now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 

A nd pursy indolence shall break his wind 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble, and young, 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 

Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear, 

We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city’s love, 

By humble message, and by promis’d means: 

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen. These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your griefs : nor are they such, 
That these great towers, trophies, and school* 

should fall 

For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. ^ ' Nor are they living, 

Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

Into our city with thy banners spread : 

By decimation, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the destin’d tenth * 
And by the hazard of the spotted die. 

Let die the spotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended ; 

For those that were, it is not square to take. 

On those that are, revenges : crimes, like land*. 
Are nbt inherited. Then, dear countryman, 

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage 
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pare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin. 

Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 

But kill not all together. 

‘2 Sen. ' ' What thou wilt, 

Th'iu rather ahalt enforce it with thy smile, 

I'n-in hew f.o't with thy sword. 

1 'Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our ratnpir’d gates, and they shall ope • 

So thou., wilt send thv gentle heart before, 

To thou’lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove,- 

Or any token of thine honour else, 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress, 

And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there s my glove ; 

Descend, and open jour uncharged ports : 

Those enemies- of Timon’s, and mine own. 

Whom you yourselves shall set out fair reproof, 

Fall, and no more : and, — to atone your fears 
With ray more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
1 )f regular justice in your city’s bounds. 

Bui snail be renedied, to your public laws, 

A t hea viest answer. 

Both, ’Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

The Senators descend , and open the gates* 


Enter a Soldier. 

Sol. My noble general. Timon is dead ; 

Entomb’d upon the very nem o’the sea : 

And. on his gravestone, this insculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. (Beads.) Here lies a wretched corso^ oj 
wretched soul bereft : 

Seek not my name; A plague consume you wicked 
caitiffs left l 

Here lie I Timon ; who alive , dll living men dia 
hate; 

Pass by, and curse thy fill; out. px*ots, and slay 
not here thy gait . 

These xvell express in thee thy Utter spirits : 
Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs. 
Scorn’dst our brain’s flow, and those our dropTets 
which 

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for *yn 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city 
And I will, use the olive with ray sword : 

Make war breed peace; make peaee Stint war; 
make each 

Prescribe to other, as each other’s leech. — 

Let our drums strike. [Mxeimt. 


l 




CORIOLANUS 


The tragedy o* Coriolanus is one of the most amusing of our author’s performances* The old man’s merriment 
m Menemus the lofty lady a dignity m Volumnia : the brMal moaesty in Virgilia; the patrician and military haxurfi- 
hncss w Conolanus ; the plebeian m Brutus and Sicinius, make a very pleasing variety ; and the various revolutions 
i er -° s *£ ort i Un , e ’ tiie nuud witb noxious curiosity. There is, penhaps, too much bustle in the first act, and 
too uttie in tne last. Johnson 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 

TITUS LArSKs C P RI0LANUS » a nobIe Roman. 

COMUNTIUS, * | Gene rals against the Volscians. 

“cf^TCLCTUsf ' C ^°! a T , 

'UNI US BRUTUS, / Tribunes of the People. 

Young MARC1US, Son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Herald . 

TULLUS AUFIDIUS, General of the Volscians. 

Lieutenant to Aufidius. 


Conspirators with Aufidius. 

A Citizen of Antiunt. 

Two Voted an Guards. 

V0LUMN1A. Mother to Coriolanus . 

VIRGILIA, Wife to Coriolanus. 

VALERIA, Friend to Virgilia. 

Gentlewoman , attending Virgilia. 

Roman and Voteclan Senators, Patricians, AFdlles, Lie- 
tors, Soldiers, Citizens, Messengers, Servants to Au 
fidius, and other Attendants. 


Scene, — Partly in Rome ; and partly in the Territories of the Volscians and Antiates, 


ACT I. 

Scene L— Rome. A Street. 

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, with 
staves, clubs , and other iveapons . 

1 Cit. Before we proceed any farther, hear me 
speak. 

CtL Speak, speak. ( Several speaking at once.) 
1 Cit. You are all resolved rather to die, than to 
famish V 

Cit. Resolved, resolved. 

1 Cit. First you know, Caius Marcius is chief 
euem.y to the people. 

\ Cit. We know’t, we know’! 

|J| 1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we’ll have corn at our 

kfogfcjf own price. Is’t a verdict? 

" Cit. No more talking on’t; let it be done : away, 

away. 

2 Cit . One word, good citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the pa- 
tricians, goorl : What authority surfeits on, would 
relieve us; If they would yield us but the super- 
fluity, while it were wholesome, we might guess, 
they relieved us humanely; but they think, we are 
too dear: the leanness that afflicts us, the object of 
our misery, is as an inventory to particularize their 
abundance; our sufferance is a gain to them. — Let 
us revenge this with our pikes, ere we become rakes : 
for the gods know, I speak this in hunger for bread, 
not in thirst for revenge. 

2 Cit. Would you proceed especially against 
Caius Marcius ? 

Cit. Against him first; he’s a very dog to the 
commonalty. 

' 2 pM' Consider you what services he has done 
lor Ins country r 

1 Cit. Very well; and could be content to give 
urn good report for’t, but that he pays himself with 
being proud. 

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit. I say unto you, what he lutth done fa- 
mously, lie did it to that end: though soft con- 
science men can be content to say, it was for his 
country,. he did it to please his mother, and to be 
Pmtiy proud ; which he is, even to the altitude of 
lU> virtue. 

2 Cit. VV hat he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 

cou t a vice in him; \ ou must in no way sav he 
is c vetous. : ’ 

1 Cit. If I must not, 1 need not. be barren of ac- 
cusations; lie hath faults, with surplus, to tire in 
repetition. [Shouts within.) What shouts are these? 

J he other side o'the city is risen : Why stay we 
pratmg here ? to the Capitol. 

C*t. Come, come. 

I Cit. Soft; who come here ? 


Enter Menenius A cripp a. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath 
always loved the people. 

1 Cit. He’s one honest enough ; ’Would, all the 
rest were so i 

Men. What work’s, my countrymen, in hand ? 
Where go you [you. 

With bats and clubs ? 'Die matter ? Speak, I pray 

I Cit . Our business is not unknown to the senate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we in- 
tend to do, which now we’ll shew ’em in deeds. 
They say, poor suitors have strong breaths ; they 
shall know, we have strong arms too. 

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine ho- 
nest neighbours, 

Will you undo yourselves ? 

1 Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 

Y our suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them 
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment : For the dearth. 

The gods, not the patricians, make it: and 

Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, 

You are transported by calamity 

Thither where more attends you: and you slander 

The helms o’the state, who care for you like fathers. 

When you curse them as enemies. 

1 Cit. Care for us !— True, indeed !— They ne’er 
cared for us yet Suffer us to famish, and their 
store-houses crammed with grain ; make edicts for 
usury, to support usurers ; repeal daily any whole- 
some act established against the rich, and provide 
more piercing statutes daily, to chain up and restrain 
the poor. If the wars eat us not up, they will ; and 
there’s all the love they bear us. 

Men. Either you must 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious. 

Or be accus’d of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale ; it may be, you have heard it ; 

But, since it serves my purposes, I will venture 
I o scale’t a little more. 

p* im ^ % ar s * r * >' et you must not 

tiunfc to fob oft our disgrace with a tale ; but au’t 
pJease you deliver. [member, 

n 7?' T 1 here was a lime, when all the body’. 
Re bell’d against the bvllv; thus accus’d it 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
Tthe midst o’the body, idle and inactive, 

Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 

Like labour with the rest; where the other instrument! 

Hid see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 

And, mutually participate, did minister 
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Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answer’d, — 

] Cit < Well, sir, what answer made the belly? 
Men, t shall tell you. — With a kind of smile, 
Which ne’er came from the lanes, but even thus, 
(For, look you, I may make the belly smile, 

As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied 
To tile discontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receipt ; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators, for that 
They arc not such as you. 

1 Cit. Your belly’s answer: What 1 

The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 

With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they — 

Men. _ What then ?— 

'Fore me, this fellow speaks ! — what then? what 
then? 

1 Cit . Should by the cormorant belly be restrain’d, 
Who is the sink o’the body, — 

Men. Well, what then ? 

1 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly answer? 

M en. I will tell you ; 

If you'll bestow a small (of what you have little) 

Fa tie ne'e, a while, you’ll hear the belly’s answer. 

1 Cit. You are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate, 

N<>t »-°h like his accusers, and thus answer'd : 

True . > it. my incorporate friends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at first. 

Which you do live upon: and Jit it is; 

Bee a use I am the. store- house, and the shop 
Of' the iv hole body ; But if you do remember , 

! send it through the rivers of' your blood, 

Even to the court, the heart, — to the seat o' the 
brain; 

And, through the cranks and ojjices of man : 

The strongest nerves, and small wj'erior veins, 
C*'am me receive that natural competency 
j A' hereby they live: And though that all at once, 
j You, my good friends (this says the belly,) mark 
l Cit. Ay, sir; well, nu ll. [me, — 

Men. m Though all at once cannot 

See tv hat l do deliver out to each; 

Yet l can make my audit up, that all 
From me do hack receive the flower of all, 

And leave me but the bran. What say yon to’t? 
1 Cit. It was an answer: How apply you this? 
Men. The senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members: For examine 
Their’ counsels, and their cares ; digest things rightly, 
Touching the weal o’the common; you shall find, 
No public benefit which you receive, 

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you. 

And no way from yourselves.— What do you think ? 
You, the great toe of this assembly?— 

1 Cit. I the great toe ? Why the great toe ? 

Men. For that being one o’the lowest, basest, 
poorest, 

Of this most wise rebellion, thou go’st foremost: 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood, to run 
Lead’st first to win some vantage.— 

But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs ; 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle. 

The one side must have bale.— Hail, noble Marcius! 

Enter Caius Marcius. 

Mar. Thanks, — What’s the matter, you dissen- 
tious rogues, . 

That rubbing the poor Hch of your opinion. 

Make yourselves scabs ? 

1 Cit. We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will 
flatter [curs. 

Beneath abhorring.— What would you have, you 
That like nor peace, nor war? the one affrights you, 


The other makes you proud. He that trusts yon. 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares; 
Where foxes, geese : \ ou are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

Or hailstone In the sun. Y oar virtue is. 

To make him worthy, whose offence subdues him, 
And curse that justice did it Who deserves great* 
ness, 

Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. He, that depends 
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead, 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye ! Trust 
With every minute you do change a mind*; [ye ? 
And call him noble, that was now your hate. 

Him vile, that was your garland. Vv hat’s the matter 
That in these several places of the city 
\ ou cry against the noble senate, who, 

Under the gods, keep you in awr:, which else 
Would feed on one another?— What’s their seeking? 

Men. For corn at their own rates ; whereof, they 
The city is well stor’d. [say, 

Mar . . Hang ’em! they say? 

They’ll sit by the fire, and presume to know 
What’s done i’the Capitol : who’s like to rise. 

Wild thrives, and who declines : side factions, and 
give out 

Conjectural marriages: making parties strong, 

And feebling such as stand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say, there’s grain 
enough? 

Would the. nobility lay aside their ruth, 

And let me use my sword, I’d make a quarry 
With thousands of these quarter’d slaves, as high 
As 1 could pick my lance. 

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly persuaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 

Yet are they passing* cowardly. But, 1 beseech 
What says the other troop ? (yo% 

Mar. They are dissolved : Hang ’em ! 

They said, they were an-hungry ; sigh’d forth pm 
verbs; — 

That, hunger broke stone walls; that, dogs must eat; 
That, meat was made for mouths; that, the god# 
sent not 

Corn for the rich men only : — With these shreds 
They vented their complainings ; which being an- 
swer’d, 

And a petition granted them, a xtrange one, 

(To break the heart of generoal [cap# 

And make bold power look paw,) they threw their 
As they would hang them on the horns o’the moon. 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. ' What is granted them ? [doms. 
Mar. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wis- 
Of their own choice: One’s Junius Brutus, 

Sicinius Veliitus, and I know not — ’Sdeath 1 
The rabble should have first unroof d the city, 

Ere so prevail’d with me : it will in time 

Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 

For insurrection’s arguing. 

Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius? 

Mar. Here : What’s the matter? 

Mess . The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 
Mar. 1 am glad on’t ; then we shall have means 
to vent 

Our musty superfluity :■ — See, our best elders. 

Enter Cominius, Titus Lartius, and other Sena - 
tars; Junius Brutus, and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Sen. Marcius, *tis true, that you have lately 
The Voices are in arms. (told us ; 

Mar. They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to’t 
I sin in envying his nobility : 

And were I auy thing but what I am. 



b60 


COEI0LANUS. 


Act L 


a 


I would wish me only he. „ 

Com . You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears. 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make [and he 

’July my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these, wars. 

Com, ft is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is; 

And I am constant.— Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus’ face : 

What, art thou stiff? stand’st out ? 

Tit. No, Cains Marcius; 

Pli lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other. 
Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. 0, true bred 1 

1 Sen. Your company to the capitol; where, I 
Our greatest friends attend us. [know, 

Tit. ' Lead you ou; 

Follow, Cominius ; we must follow you; 

Right worthy your priority. 

Com. Noble Lartius ! 

1 Sen . Hence! To your homes, be gone. 

(To the Citizens.) 
Mar. Nay, let them follow : 

The Voices have much corn ; take these rats thither, 
To gnaw their garners Worshipful mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow. 

[Exeunt Senators , Com. Mar. Tit. and 
Menen. Citizens steal away. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius ? 
Bru. He Has no equal. . [pie,— 

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the peo- 
JBru. Mark'd you his lip, and eyes? 

Sic. ' Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov’d, he will not spare to gird the 
Sic. Be-mock the modest moon. [gods. 

Bru. The present wars devour him : he is grown 

« Too proud to be so valiant. 

Sic. . Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon: But l do wonder, 

His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. „ 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, — 

In whom already he is well grac'd, — cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d, than by 
A place below the first : for wlmt miscarries 
Shall be the general’s fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, 0, if he 
Mad borne the business ! 

Sic. Besides, if things go well, 

pinion, that so sticks on Marcias, shall 
This demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come : 

Half all Comiuius’ honours are to Marcius, 

Though Marcius earn’d them not ; and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed, 

In aught he merit not. 

__ Sic. . Let’s hence, and hear 

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion, 
More than in singularity, he goes 
Upon his present action. 

Rru. Let’s along. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Corioli. The Senate- House. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, and certain Senators. 

1 Sen. So, your opiuion is, Aufidius, 

That they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels. 

And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours ? 

Whatever hath been thought on in this state, 

That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? ’Tis not four days gone, 

&bce I heard thence ; these are the words : l think, 

1 have the letter here ; yes, here it is : (Reads.) 

They have press'd a power , but it is not known 
Whether for east or west: The dearth is great; 


The people mutinous : and it is rumour d, ? 
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy , 

(Who is of .Rome worse hated than of you , ) 

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 

These three lead on this preparation 
Whither ’tis bent: most likely, His for you £ 
Consider of it. 

X Sen. Our army’s in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 

To keep your great pretences veil’d, till when 
They needs must shew themselves ; which in the 
hatching, 

It seem’d, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery 
We shall be shorten’d in our aim ; which was„ 

To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. . . Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission: hie you to your bands: 

Let us alone to guard Corioli : 

If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; but, I think, you'll find 
They have not prepar’d for us. 

Auf, O, doubt not that ; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, more, 

Some parcels of their powers are forth already, 
And only hitherward, i leave your honows.. 

If we and Cains Marcius chance to meet, 

’Tis sworn befAyeen us, we shall never strike, 

Till one can do no more. 

All. The gods assist you 1 

Auf And keep your honours safe i 

1 Sen. Farewell 

2 Sen. Farewell. 

Ail. Farewell. [ Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Rome. An Apartment in Marcius 
House. * 

Enter Volumnia and V irciua : They sit down on 
two low stools , and sew. 

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express your 
self in a more comfortable sort: If my son were my 
husband, I should freelier rejoice in that absent 
wherein he won honour, than in the emhracements 
of his bed, where be would shew most love. When 
yet he was but tender-bodied, and the only son oi 
my womb; when youth with comeliness plucked 
all gaze his way ; when, for a day of king’s entreaties, 
a mother should not sell him an hour from tier 
beholding; I, — considering how honour would be- 
come such a person; that it was no better than 
picture like to hang by the wall, if renown made il 
not stir,— was pleased to let him seek danger where 
he was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent 
him; from whence he returned, his brows bound 
with oak. I tell thee, daughter,— I sprang not more 
in joy at first hearing he was a man-child, than now 
in first seeing he had proved himself a man. 

Vzr. But had he died in the business, madam, 
how then ? 

Vol. Then his good report should have been my 
son ; I therein would have found issue. Hear me 
profess sincerely : — Had I a dozen sons,— each in 
my love alike, and none less dear than thine and my 
good Marcius. — I had rather had eleven die nobly 
for their country, than one voluptuously surfeit out 
of action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman . 

Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to visit 
yon. [self 

Vir. ’Beseech you, give me leave to retire mp 

Vol. Indeed, yoi] shall not 
Methinks I hear hither your husband’s drum ; 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 

As children from a bear, the Voices shunning hunt 
Methinks, 1 see him stamp thus, and call thus,— 
Come on, you cowards, you were got in fear. 
Though you were bom m Rome : Ilia bloody brow 
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With his mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes, • 
Like to a harvest man, that’s task’d to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vir His bloody brow] 0, Jupiter, no blood! 

Vol. Away, yon fool ! ’t more becomes a man, 

Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba, 

When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector’s forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords’ contending. — Tell Valeua, 

We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 

Vir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidins i 
Vol. He’ll beat Aufidius’ head below hu knee, 

And tread upon his neck. 

Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Valeria and her 
Usher. 

Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet madam, — 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship. _ 

Val. How do you both? you are manifest house- 
keepers. What, are you sewing here ? A fine spot, 
in good faith. — How does your little son ? 

Vir. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam. 
Vol. He had rather see tne swords, and hear a 
drum, than look upon his schoolmaster. 

Vol. O’ my word, the father’s son: I’ll swear, 
’tis a very pretty boy. O’my troth, I looked upon 
him o’ Wednesday half an hour together: he nas 
such a confirmed countenance. I saw him run after 
a gilded butterfly; and when he caught it, he let it 
go again ; and alter it again ; and over and over he 
comes, and up again; catched it again: or whether I 
bis fall enraged mm, or how ’twas, he did so set his j 
teeth, and tear it; O, I warrant, how he mam- 
mocked it! 

Vol. One of his father’s moods. 

Val. Indeed, la, ’tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, madam. 

Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; I must have 
you play the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 
Vir, No, good madam; I will not out of doors. 
Val. Not out of doors? 

Vol. She shall, she shall. 

Fir. Indeed, noi, by your patience: I will not 
over the threshold, till my lord return from the 
wars. 

Val. Fy, you confine yourself most unreason- 
ably; Come, you must go visit the good lady that 
lies in. 

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit 
her with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you ? 

Vir. ’Tis not to save labour, nor that I want love. 
Val. You would be another Penelope : yet, they 
say, all the yarn she spun, in Ulysses’ absence, did 
but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would your 
oambric were sensible as your finger, that you might 
leave pricking it for pity. Come, you shall go with 
us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will 
not forth. 

Val. In truth, la, go with me; and I’ll tell you 
excellent news of your husband. 

Vir. 0, good madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you ; there came 
news from him last night. 

Vir. Indeed, madam ? 

Val. In earnest, it’s-true ; I heard a senator speak 
it. Thus it is : — Tim Voices have an army forth; 
against whom Corainius the general is gone, with 
one part of our Roman power: your lord, and Titus 
Larfius, are set down before their city Corioli ; they 
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. 
This is true, on mine honour ; and so, I pray, go 
withus. 

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam; I will obey 
yon in every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her albne, lady ; as she is now, she will 
but disease our better mirth. 

Val In troth, I think, she would;* — Fare you 


wefl then.— Come, good sweet lady,— Pr’ythce , Vir- 
giiia, turn thy solemnness out o'aoor, and go along 
with us. 

Vir. No: at a word, madam ; indeed, I must not. 

I wish you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewell. lExeunt 

Scene IV. — Before Corioli. 

Enter , with drum and colours, March's, Trrea 
Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a 
Messenger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news : — A wager, they have 
Bart. My horse to yours, no. [met 

Mar . ’Tis done. 

Lari. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ? 

Mess. They lie in view; but have not spoke as 
hart. So, the good horse is mine. [yet. 

Mar . I’ll buy him of you. 

hart. No, I’ll nor sell, nor give him : lend yo» 
him, I will. 

For half a hundred years. — Summon the town. 

Mar. How far off lie these armies ? 

Mess. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then shall we hear their 'larum, and they 
ours. 

Now, Mars, I pr’ythee, make us quick in work; 

That we with smoking swords may march from 
hence. 

To help our fielded friends !— Come, blow thy blast. 

They sound a parley. Enter , on the ivalls , some 
Senators , and others. 

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls ? 

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he, 
That’s lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

(Alarums afar off.) 
Are bringing forth our youth : W e’ll break our wails, 
Rather than they shall pound us up: our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn’d with 
rushes ; 

They’ll open of themselves. Hark you, far off ; 

( Other Alarums. 

There is Aufidius ; list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. # O, they are at it! [ho! 

hart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, 

The Voices enter , and pass over the stage. 
Mar . They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields.— Advance, 
brave Titus : 

They do disdain us much beyond onr thoughts. 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. — Come on„ 
my fellows; 

He that retires, I’ll take him for a Voice, 

And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarum , and exeunt Romans and Voices, fighting., 
The Romans are beaten bach to their trenches'. 
Re- enter Mar crus. 

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on.you, 
You shamesofRome! you herd of— Boils and plagues 
Plaster you o’er ; that you may be abhorr’d 
Further than seen, ana one infect another 
Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese. 

That bear the shapes of men, how have yon run 
From slaves that apes would beat? Pluto and hell L 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agned fear ; Mend, and charge home. 
Or, by the fires of heaven, I’ll leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you : look to’t : Come on; 

If you’ll stand fast, we’ll beat them to- their wives. 
As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another alarum. The Voices and Romans, re - 
enter, and the fight is renewed. The Voices 
retire into Corioli , and Marcius follows them 
to the gates . 

So, nqw the gates are ope : Now prove good seconds 
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’Tin for the followers fortune widens them, 

Kot for the flyers : mark m® , and do the like. b 

(He enters the gates, and is shut 

1 Sol Fool-hardiness : not I. 

2 Sol Nor I. 

3 Sol , r See, tjiey 

Have shut him in. (Alarum continues.) 

AIL To the pot, X warrant him. 

Enter Titus Laetius. 

Start. What is become of Marcias ? 

All. Slain, sir, doubtless. 

1 Sol Following the fliers at the very heels, 

With them he enters: who,, uf>on the sudden, 

Clapp’d to their gates ; he is himself alone, 

To answer all the city. 

hart. . 0 noble fellow ! 

Who, sensible, outdares his senseless sword, 

And, when it bows, stands up! Thou art left. Mar- 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, [cius : 
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato’s wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and 
The tlumder-like percussion of thy sounds. 

Thou mad’st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

Ile-enter Marcius, bleeding , assaulted by the 
enemy . 

1 Sol. Look, sir. 

hart. t ’Tis Marcius : 

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

( They fight, and all enter the city. ) 

Scene V . — Within the Town. A Street. 

Enter certain Romans , with spoils. 

1 Rom . This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. Aud I this. 4 f. 

3 Rom. A murrain on’t ! I took this for silver. 

(Alarum still continues afar off.) 

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, with a 
trumpet. 

Mar. See here these movers, that do prize their 
hours 

At a crack’d drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons, 

Irens of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up : — Down with 
them. — ’ [him : — 

And hark, what noise the general makes!— To 
There is the man of my soul’s hate, Aufidius, 

Piercing our Romans : Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city; 

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will haste 
To help Cominius. 

hart. Worthy sir, thou bleed’st; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of fight. . 

Mar. Sir, nraise me not : 

My work hath not. yet warm’d me : Fare you well. 
The blood I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight. 

hart . . Now the fair goddess, Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms 
Misgaidt thy opposer’s swords! Bold gentleman, 1 
Prosperity be thy page ! 

Mar. Thy friend no less ' 

Than those she placeth highest! So, farewell. i 

hart. Thou worthiest Marcius !— [Exit Marcius. 1 
Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place : 

Call thither all the officers of the town, 

Where they shall know our mind ; Away. {Exeunt. -t 

Scene VI. — Near the Camp of Cominius* , 
Enter Cominius and Forces, retreating . 

Com. Breathe you, my friends ; well fenght : we : 
are come off 

Like Homans, neither foolish in our t tands. 


Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, airs. 

We shall be charg’d again. Whiles we have struck, 
Bv interims, and conveying gusts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends :--Tiie Roman gods 
Lead their successes as we wish our own ; 

That both our powers, with smiling fronts encouiu 
teriug. 

Enter a Messenger. 

May give you thankful sacrifice !— Thy news ? 

Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued, 

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 

I saw our party to their trenches driven. 

And then I came away. 


^voin. Though thou speak’st truth, 

Methmks, thou speak’st not well. How long is’t 
Mess. Above an hour, my lord [since ? 

Com. ’Tis not a mile ; briefly we hoard their drums: 
How could’st thou in a mile confound an hour, 

And bring thy news so late? 

Mess. Spies of the Voices 

Held me m chase, that I was forc’d to wheel 
TWe or four miles about; else had I, sir, 

Half an hour since brought my report. 

Enter Marcius. 

Com . Who’s yonder. 

That does appear as he were flay’d ? 0 gods ! 

He has the stamp of Marcius; and I have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Mar. _ Come I too late? 

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a 
tabor, 

More than I know the sound of Marcius’s tongue 
From every meaner man’s. • 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay. if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own 
Mar . O ! let me clip you 

In .arms as sound, as when I woo’d ; in Heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done. 

And tapers burn’d to bed ward. 

rr Co7 V'%. ... m .. , .. „ Flower of warriors. 

How is’t with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees ; 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming him, or pitying, threading the other: 
Holding Corioli m the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash. 

To let him slip at will. 

i j . _ , Where is that slave, 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

v . Let him alone, 

He did inform the truth ; But , for our gentlemen, 

1 he common file, (A plague ! Tribunes for them ! ) 

I he mouse ne’er shunn’d the cat, as they did budge 
rrom rascals worse than they. 

\ Hut how prevail’d you ? 
* Wl , 11 the time senre to tell ? I do not think — . 
Where is the enemy? Are you lords o’the field? 
If not, why cease you till you are so ? 

Com. Marcius 

We have at disadvantage fought, and did * 
Retire, to win our purpose. [<,,de 

Mar. How lies their battle ? Know you on which 
They have plac’d their men of trust ? 

mP? m C , . , As I guess, "Marcius, 

I heir bands m the vaward are the Antiates, 

Of their best trust : o’er them Aufidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

d %; l . . . I do beseech you, 

By all the battles wherem we have fought. 

By the blood we have shed together, by the vovt* 
We have made to endure friends, that you direct!* 
bet me against Aufidius, and his Antiates : 

And that you not delay the present ; but, 

JV r Ilin S t* 16 air with swords advanc’d, and dart*. 

W e prove this very hour. 

Though I could wish 


- 
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Yon were conducted to a gentle bath, 

And balm* applied to you, yet dare I never • 

Deny youi asking; take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mar. Those are they 

That most are willing If any such be here, 

(As it were sin to doubt,) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear’d ; if any fear 
Lesser his person than an ill report; 

If any think, brave death outweighs bad life, 

And that his country’s dearer than himself, 

Let him, alone, or so many, so minded, 

Wave thus, {waving his hand) to express his. dis- 
And follow Marcius. [position, 

( They all shout, and wave their sworas; take 
him up in their arms, and cast up their caps.) 
0 me, alone ! Make you a sword of me ? 

In these shews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices? None of you but is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
A shield as hard as his. A certain number. 

Though thanks to all, must I select: the rest 
Shall bear the business in some other fight. 

As cause will be obey’d. Please you to march; 
And four shall quickly draw out my command, 
Which men are best inclin’d. 

Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this ostentation , and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — The Gates of Corioli. 

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Corioli , 
going with a arum and trumpet jfozoarrfCoMiNlUS 
and Caius Marcius, enters with a Lieutenant , 
a party of Soldiers, and a Scout. 

Lari. So, let the ports be guarded : keep your 
duties. 

As I have set them down. If I do send, despatch 
Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve 
For a short holding : If we lose the field. 

We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us. — 

Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct us. 

[Exeunt. 

SceneVIII. — A Field of Battle between the Roman 
and the Volscian Camps . 

Alarum. Enter Marcius and Aufidius. 

Mar. I’ll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate 
Worse than a promise-breaker. [thee 

Auf. We hate alike; 

Not Afric owns a serpent, I abhor 
More than thy fame and envy : fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the first budger die the other’s slave. 
And the gods doom him after l 
Auf. If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. ^ 

Mar . , Within these three hours, Tullus, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls. 

And made what work I pleas’d : ’Tis not my blood. 
Wherein thou see’st me mask’d ; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Auf. ' Wert thou the Hector, 

That was the whip of your bragg’d progeny, 

Thou should’st not ’scape me here. — 

{They fight, and certain Voices come to 
the aid of Aufidius.) 

Officious, and not valiant— -you have sham’d me 
In your condemned seconds. 

[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius. 

Scene IX.—TAe Roman Camp. 

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter 
at one side, Cominius and Romans ; at the other 
side, Marcius, with his arm in a scarf, and 
other Romans. 

Com. If I should tell thee o’er this thy day’s work, 
Yhou’lt not helie ye th y deeds : but I’ll report it, 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles ; 
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Where gieat patricians shall attend and shrug, 

Tthte end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted. 
And, gladly quak’d, hear more; where the dull 
Tribunes, 

That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall sav against their hearts, — We thank the gods, 
Our Rome hath such a soldier /— 

Yet cam’st thou to a morsel of this feast. 

Having fully dined before. 

Enter Titus Lartius, with his power, from the 
pursuit. 

Lart. O general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison : 

Hadst thou beheld — 

Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother. 

Who has a charter to extol her blood. 

When she does praise me, grieves me. I have done, 
As you have done ; that’s what I can ; induc’d 
As you have been : that’s for my country : 

He, that has but effected his good will, 

Hath overta’en mine act 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving ; Rome must kno*?- 
The value of her own : ’twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement. 

To hide your doings ; and to silence that, 

Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch’d. 

W ould seem but modest : Therefore, I beseech yon, 

(In sign of what you are, not to reward 

What you have done,) before our army hear me. 

Mar . I have some wounds upon me, and they 
To hear themselves remember’d. [smart 

Com. " Should they not. 

Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude, 

And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses, 
(Whereof we have ta’en good, and good store,) of all 
The treasure, in this field achiev’d, and city 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta‘en forth 
Before the common distribution, at 
Yonr only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword ; I do refuse it; 

And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 

{A long flourish. They all cry, Marcius 1 
Marcius! cast tip their caps and lances: 
Cominius and Lartius stand bare.) 
Mar. May these same instruments, which you 
profane. 

Never sound more ! When drums and trumpets shall 
I’ the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of falae-fac’d soothing! When steel grows 
Soft as the parasite’s silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars ! No more, I say ; 

For that I have not wash’d my nose that bled, 

Or foil’d some debile wretch, — which, without note, 
Here’s many else have done, — you shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 

As if I loved my little should be dieted 
In praises sauc’d with lies. 

Com . Too modest are yon; 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience, 

If ’gainst yourself you be incens’d, we’ll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm,) in manacles. 
Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it 
known. 

As to us. to all the world, that Caius Manama 
Wears tnis war’s garland : in token of the which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him. 
With all his trim belonging; and, irom this time. 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 

With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus.— 

Bear the addition nobly ever ! 

( Flourish. Trumpets sound, and drums 
All. Caius Marcius Coriolauus ! 

Cor. I will go wash ; 
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Anti when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush, or no : Howbeit, I thank you 
1 wean to stride yotir steed ; and, at all times, 

To undercrest your good addition, 

To the fairness of my power. 

Com . So, to our tent: 

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. — You, Titus Lartius, 

Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome 
The best, with whom we may articulate, 

For their owm good, and ours. 
hart. I shall, my lord. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I, that now 
Refus’d most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. # . 

Com. Take it : ’tis yours.— What is’t ? 

Cor. I sometime lay, here in Corioji, 

At a poor man’s house ; he us’d me kindly: 

He cried to me ; I saw him prisoner ; 

But then Aufidius was within my view, 

Add wrath o’erwhelm’d my pity : I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com. O, well begg’d 1 

Were he the butcher of my son, he. should 
Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 
hart. Marcius, his name? 

Cor . By Jupiter, forgot: — 

I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir’d — * 

Have we no wine here ? 

Com. ' Go we to our tent; 

The blood upon your visage dries ; ’tis time 
It should be look’d to : come. [Exeunt, 

Scene X. — The Camp of the Voices . 

A flourish. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius, 
bloody, with ti vo or three Soldiers. 

A k/! The town is ta’en ! 

1 Sol. ’Twill be deliver’d back on good condition. 
Auf. Condition? — 

I would, I vvere a Roman; for I cannot, 

Being a Voice, be that I am. — Condition! 

What good condition can a treaty find 
I ’the part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius, 
l have fought with thee ; so often hast thoa beat me ; 
And wouldst do so, I think, should we encounter 
As often as we eat. — By the elements, 

If e’er again I meet him beard to beard. 

He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in’t, it had ; for where 
I thought to crush him in an equal force, 

(True sword to sword,) I’ll potch at him some way ; 
Or wrath) or craft, may get him. 

1 Sol. He’s the devil. 

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle : My valour’s 
poison’d. 

With only suffering stain by him ; for him 

Shall fly out of itself : nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 1 

Being naked, sick ; nor fane, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the city * 
Hearn, how ’tis held ; and what they are, that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

1 Sol. Will not you go? 

Auf. I am attended at the cypress gro v e : 

I pray you, 

(Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thirhar 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
l may spur on my journey. 

X Sol, ' I shall, sir. [Exeunt. 

• ACT II. 

Scene I. — Home. A public Place 
« Enter Menenius. Sicinius, and Brutus. 


I may spur on my journey. 
1 Sol. r ’ 


Men, The aagurei tells me, we shall have news 
to* night 


Bru. Good, or bad ? 

Men. Not according to tie prayei ©f the people, 
for they love not Marcius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love ? 

Sic. The l*mb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He’s a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He’s a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You two are old men ; tell me one thine that I shall 
ask you. 

Both Trib. Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that yoa 
two have not in abundance ? 

Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but stored with all. 

Sic. Especially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is strange now : Do you two know how 
you are censured here in the city, I mean of us o’the 
right-hand file ? Do you ? 

Both Trib. Why, now axe we censured ? 

Men. Because you talk of pride now, — will you not 
be angry ? 

Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well. 

Men. Why, ’tis no great matter; for a very little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tience : give your disposition the reins, and be angry 
at your pleasures ; at the least, if you take it as a 
pleasure to you, in being so. You blame Marcius for 
being proud? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone; for 
your helps are many ; or else your actions would grow 
wondrous single : your abilities are too infant-like, 
fox doing much alone. You talk of pride; 0, that 
you could turn your eyes towards the napes of your 
necks, and make but an interior survey of your good 
selves ! 0, that you could ! 

Bru. What then, sir ? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of 
unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, (alias, 
fools,) as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tyber in’t; said to be something imperiect, 
in favouringthe first complaint: hasty, and tinder- 
like, upon too trivial motion: one that converses 
more with the buttock of the night, than with the 
forehead of the morning. What I think ? I utter; and 
spend my malice in my breath : Meeting two such 
weals-men as you are, (1 cannot call you Lycurguses) 
if the drink you give me touch my palate adversely^ 
I make a crooked face at it. I cannot say, your 
worships have delivered the matter well, when f find 
the ass in compound with the major part of your 
syllables : and though I must be content to bear with 
those that say you are reverend grave men ; yet they 
lie deadly, that tell, you have good faces. If you 
see this in the map of my microcosm, follow it. that 
l am known well enough too? What harm can your 
bisson conspectuities glean, out of this character, if I 
be known well enough too ? 

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any 
thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves’ caps and 
legs ; you wear out a good wholesome forenoon, in 
hearing a cause between an orange- wife and a f>s set- 
seller; and then rejourn the controversy of three, 
pence to a second day of audience. — When yon a/s 
hearing a matter between party and party, if yo«? 
chance to be pinched with the cholic, you make 
laces like mummers ; set up the bloody flag against 
all patience ; and, in roaring for a chamber-pot, dis- 
miss the controversy bleeding, the more entangled 
bj your hearing: all the peace you make in their 
cause, is calling both the parties knaves : You are 
9 pair of strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to be 
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t perfecfer giber for the table, than a necessary 
bencher in the Capitol. 

Men . Our very priests must become mockers, if 
they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you 
are. When you speak best unto the purpose, it is 
not worth the wagging of your beards; and your 
beards deserve not so honourable a grave, as to stuff 
a botcher’s cushion, or to be entombed in an ass’s 
pack-saddle,. # Yet you must be saying, Marcias is 
proud : who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all your 
predecessors, since Deucalion ; though, perad ven- 
ture, some of the best of them were hereditary hang- 
men. Good e’en to your worships ; more of your 
conversation would infect my brain, being the he"rds- 
men of the beastly plebeians ; I will be hold to take 
my leave of you. 

(Brutus ana Sicinius retire to the hack of the 
scene.) 

Enter Volumnu, Virginia, Valeria, §fc. 
How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon, 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow 
your eyes so fast? 

VoL Honourable Menenius, my. boy Marcias ap- 
proaches ; for the lcve of Juno, let’s go. 

Men. Ha I Marcius coming home ? _ 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with most pros- 
perous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee : — 
Hoo 1 Marcius coming home! 

Two Ladies. Nay, ’f is true. 

VoL Look, here’s a letter from him: the state 
hath another, his wife another ; and, I think, there’s 
one at home for you. 

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night : — 
A letter for me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you : I saw it. 

Men. A letter for me ? It gives me an estate of 
seven years’ health; in which time I will make a lip 
at the physician : the most sovereign prescription in 
Galen is out empiricutic, and, to this preservative, 
of no better report than a horse-drencn. Is he not 
wounded ? he was wont to come home wounded. 

Vir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for’t. 

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much : — Brings 
’a victory in his pocket? — The wounds become him. 

Vol. On’s brows, Menenius: he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he disciplined Aufidiu3 soundly? 

Vol Titus Lartius writes,— they fought together, 
but Aufidius got off. 

Men. And ’twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that : an he had staid by him, I would not have been 
so fidiused for all the chests in Corioli, and the gold 
that’s in them. Is the senate possessed of this ? 

Vol. Good ladies, let’s go: — Yes, yes, yes: the 
senate has letters from.the general, wherein he gives 
my son the whole name of the war* he hath iu this 
action outdone his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In troth, there’s wondrous things spoke of 
him. 

Men. Wondrous? Ay, I warrant you, and not 
without his true purchasing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true ! 

Vol. True ? pow, wow. 

Men. True ? I’ll be sworn they are true : — Where 
is he wounded?— God save your good worships! 
(To the Tribunes , who come forward.} Marcius is 
coining home: he has more cause to be proud. — 
Where is he wounded ?i 

Vol. I’the shoulder, and i’the left arm: T lie re 
will be large cicatrices to shew the people, when he 
•hall stand for his nlace. He received in the repulse 
of Tarquin, seven hurts i’the body. ^ 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh, — 
there’s nine that I know. 

Vol. He had, before this last expedition, twenty- 
five wounds upon him. 

Men. N;*w it s twenty-seven: every gash was an 


enemy’s grave: (a shout and flourish.) Hark! the 
trumpets- 

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before him 
He carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears ; 
Death, that dark spirit, in’s nervy arm doth lie ; # 
Which being advanc’d, declines ; and then men die. 

A sennet. Trumpets sound . Enter Comuntus and 
Titus Lartius ; between them , poRiOLANUS, 
crownedwith an oaken garland ; with Captains , 
Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli’s gates : where he hath won, 

With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these 
In honour follows, Coriolanus: — 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

( Flourish.) 

All . Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus 1 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
Prav now, no more. 

Com. Look, sir, your mother, ~- 

Cor. Oi 

You have, I know, petition’d all the gods 
For my prosperity. ( Kneels ) 

Vol. . Nay, my good soldier, up ; 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly nam’d, 

What is it? Coriolanus, must I call thee ? 

But 0, thy wife — 

Cor. My gracious silence, hail ! 

Would’st thou have laugh’d, had I come coffin’d 
home. 

That weep’st to see my triumph ? Ah, my dear. 

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 

And mothers that lack sons. 

Men. Now tlfe gods crown thee I 

Cor. And live you yet? — O my sweet lady, par- 
don. ( To Valeria.) 

Vol. I know not where to turn : — O welcome 
home ; 

And welcome, general And you are welcome all. 
Men. A hundred thousand welcomes: I could 
weep. 

And I could laugh ; I am light, and meavy : Wel- 
come : 

A curse begin at very root of his heart. 

That is not glad to see thee 1— You are three, 

That Rome should, dote on : yet, by the faith of men. 
We have some old crab-trees here at home, that 
will not 

Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors: 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever right 

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours: 

(To his wife and mother ) 
Ere in our own house I do shade my head. 

The good patricians must be visited ; 

From whom 1 have receiv’d not only greetings. 

But vvith them change of honours. 

Vol. 1 have liv’d 

To see inherited my very wishes, 

And the buildings of my fancy: only there 
Is one thing wanting, which I doubt not, but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way, 

Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the Capitol. 

[Flourish. Cornets. Exeunt in state , as before. 

The Tribunes remain. * 

Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
sights 

Are spectacled to see him ; Your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 

While she chats him : the kitchen malkin pin* 

Her richest loCkram ’bout her reechy neck. 
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Glamouring the walls to eye him: Stalls, bulks, 
windows, , . , , 

Are smother’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges hors’d 

With variable complexions; all agreeing 

In earnestness to see nini : seld -shown flamens 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station : our veil'd dames 
Commit the wav of white and damask in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus’ burning kisses : such a pother. 

As if that whatsoever god, who leads him. 

Were slily crept into his human powers. 

And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic . On the sudden, 

[ warrant him consul. 

Bni. Then our office may. 

During his power, go sleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours 
From where he should begin, and end ; but will 
Lose those that he hath won. 

Bin. In that there’s comfort 

Sic . Doubt not, the commoners, for whom we 
stand, 

But they, upon their ancient malice, will 
Forget, with the least cause, these his new honours ; 
Which that he’ll give them, make as little question 
As he is proud to do’t. 

Bru. 1 heard him swear. 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i’the market-place, nor on him put 
' The napless vesture of humility ; ^ 

Nor shewing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Sic. * ’Tis right, 

Bru. It was his word : 0, he would miss it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the suit o’ihe gentry to him. 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better, 

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. ’’I*is most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good wills ; 

A sure destruction. 

Bru. So it must fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end, 

We must suggest the people, in what hatred 
He still hatlr held them: that to his power, he 
would 

Have made them mules, silenc’d their pleaders, and 
Dispropertied their freedoms : holding them. 

In human action and capacity, 

Of no more soul, nor fitness tor the world, 

'Than camels in their war; who have their provand 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
•Shall teach the people, (which time shall not want. 
If he be put npon’t: and that’s as easy, 

As to set dogs on sheep, J will be his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Mess. You are sent for to the Capitol. ’Tis 
thought/ 

That Marcius shall be consul : I have seen 
The dumb men throng to see him, and the blind 
To hear him speak. The matrons flung their gloves. 
Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he passed : the nobles bended 
As to Jove’s statue : and the commons made 
■ A shower, and thunder, with their caps, and shouts ; 

I never saw the like. 

Bru. * Let’s to the Capitol, 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
v Bat hearts for the event. 

\ Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — The same. T/ie Capittl. 

Enter two Officers, to lay cushions* 

1 Off. Come, come, they are almost here : How 
many stand for consulships ? 

2 Off. Three, they say : but ’tis thought of every 
one, Ooriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off. That’s a brave fellow ; but he’s vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Off. ’Faith, there have been many great men 
that, have flattered the people, who ne’er loved 
them ; and there be many that they have loved, they 
know not wherefore: so that, if they love they know 
not why, they hate upon no better ground : There- 
fore, for Coriolanus neither to care whether they 
love or hate him, manifests the true knowledge he 
has in their disposition ; and, out of his noble care* 
lessness, let’s them plainly see’t. 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their 
love, or no, he waved indifferently ’twixt doing them 
neither good nor harm ; but he seeks their hate with 
greater devotion than they can render it him ; and 
leaves nothing undone, that may fully discover him 
their opposite. Now, to seem to afiect the malice 
and displeasure of the people, is as bad as that which 
he dislikes, to flatter them for their love. 

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country: 
And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those, 
who, having been supple and courteous to the people, 
bonnetted, without any further deed to heave them 
at all into their estimation and report; but he hath 
so planted his honours in their eyes, and his actions 
in their hearts, that for their tongues to be silent, 
and not confess so much, were a kind of ingrateful 
injury; to report otherwise, were a malice, that, 
giving itself the lie, would pluck reproof and re- 
buke from every ear that heard it. 

1 Off. No more of him ; he is a worthy man 
Make way, they are coming. 

A Sennet. Enter , with Motors before them, Comi- 
ni us the Consul , Menenius, Coriolanus, many 
other Senators , Sicinius and Brutus. T/ie 
Senators take their places ; the Tribunes take 
theirs also by themselves. 

Men. Having determin’d of the V olces, and 
To send for Titus Lartius, it remains. 

As the main point of this our after-meeting, 

To gratify his noble service, that fyou, 

Hath thus stood for his country: Therefore, pleas# 
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well-found successes, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform’d 
Bv Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himself. 

I Sen. Speak, good Cominius* 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our state’s defective for requital. 

Than we to stretch it out Masters o’the people, 
We do request your kindest ears ; and, after, 

Y our loving motion toward the common body’, 

To yield what passes here. 

Sic. We are converged 

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our assembly. 

Bru. ^ Which the rather 

We shall he bless ’d to do, if he remember ' 

A kinder value of the people, than 
He hath hereto priz’d them at. 

Men. That’s off, that’® off; 

I would you rather had been silent ; Please you 
To hear Cominius speak ? __ 

Bru. Most willingly ; 

But yet my caution was more pertinent. 

Than the rebuke you give it. . " 

Men. He loves your people; 

Bat tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 
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Worthy Commius, speak.— Nay, keep your place. 

( Coriolanus rises, and offers to go away.) 

* Sen . Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor . Your honours’ pardon ; 

I bad rathei have my wounds to heal again, 

Than hear say bow I got them. 

Bru. _ Sir, 1 hope, 

My words dis bench’d you not* 

Con No, sir: yet oft. 

When blows have made me stay, X fled from words. 
You sooth’d not, therefore hurt not: But your 
people, 

1 love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor . I had rather have one scratch my head i’the 
When the alarum was struck, than idly sit [sun, 
To hear my nothings monster’d. [Exit. 

Men. ' Masters o’the people, 

Y our multiplying spawn how can he flatter, 

(That’s thousand to one good one,) when you now see 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 

Than one of his ears to hear it ? — Proceed, Cominius. 

Com. I shall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter’d feebly. — It is held. 

That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver: if it be, 

The man 1 speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpois’d. At sixteen years. 

When Tarqtiin made a head for Rome,, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator, 
Whom with all praise I point sat, saw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bristled lies before him : he bestrid 
Ar, o’er-press’a Roman, and i’the consul’s view 
Slew three opposers: Tarquin’s self he met, 

A iid struck him on his knee : in that day’s feats, 

\\ lieu he might act the woman in the scene, 
lb- p rov’d best man i’the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter’d thus, he waxed like a sea ; 

A ml, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

lie lurch’d ail swords o’the garland. For this last, 

Before and in Corioli, let me say, 

I cannot speak him home: He stopp’d the fliers; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport : as waves before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d. 

And fell below his stem s. his sword (death's stamp) 
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
W as timed with dying cries : alone he enter’d 
The mortal gate o’the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny, aidless came off, 

And with a sudden reinforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet : Now all’s his : 

When by and by the dm of war ’gan pierce 
His ready sense ; then straight his doubled spirit 
Re-quicken’d what in flesh was fatigate. 

And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Run reeking o’er' the lives of men, as if 
Twere a perpetual spoil : and, till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men. ' Worthy man! 

1 Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the ho- 
Which we devise him. [nours 

Com. Our spoils he kick’d at ; 

And look’d upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o’the world he covets less 
Than misery itself would give ; rewards 
His deeds with fining them ; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. 

Men. He’s right noble ; 

Let him be call’d for. 

1 Sen. Call for Coriolanus. 

Off. He doth appear, 

# Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d 


To make thee consul. 

Cor. I do owe them stall 

My life, and services. 

Men. It then remains, 

That you do speak to the people. 

Cor. I do beseeidi yon, 

Let me o’erleap that custom : for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 

For my wounds’ sake, to give their suffrage : pleas# 
That I may pass this doing. [you. 

Sic. Sir, the people 

Must have their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to ’t : — 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom : and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have. 

Your honour with your form. 

Cor. ' It is a part 

That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Rru. Mark yori that ? 

Cor. To brag unto them, — Thus I did, and 
thus : — 

Shew them the unaking scars, which I should hade, 
As if I had receiv’d them for the hire 
Of their breath only : — 

Men . Do not stand upon’t. — 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 

Onr purpose to them ; — and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Sen . To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

[Flourish.^ Then exeunt Senators. 
Bru. You see how he intends to use the people. 
Sic. May they perceive his intent! He, that will 
require them. 

As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru . Come, we’ll inform them 

Of our proceedings here : on the market-place, 

1 know, they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

Scene- III. — The same. The Forum. 

Enter several Citizens. 

1 Cit. Once,, if he do require our voices, we 
ought not to deny him. 

2 Cit. We may, sir, if we will* 

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it,^ but 
it is a power that we have no power to do : for if he 
shew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are 
to put our tongues into those wounds, and speak for 
them ; so, if he tell us his noble deeds, we must also 
tell him our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude 
is monstrous : and for the multitude to be ingrate- 
ful, were to make a monster of the multitude ; of the 
which, we being members, should bring ourselves 
to be monstrous members. 

1 Cit. And to make us no octtci thought of, a 
little help will serve: for once, when we stood up 
about the corn, he himself stuck not to call urn the 
many-headed multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of n any; not that 
our heads are some brown, some black, some auburn, 
some bald, but that our wits are so diversely co- 
loured : and truly I think, if all our wits were to issue 
out of one skull, they would fly east, west, north, 
south ; and their consent of one direct way should 
be at once to all the points o’the compass. 

2 Cit. Think you so ? Which way, do yo t judge, . 
my wit would tiy ? 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as i 
another man’s will, ’tis strongly wedged up in a* 
block-head: but if it were at liberty, ’twould, sure,, 
southward. * 

2 Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog-; where being thiee- 
parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth* 
would return for conscience’ sake, to help to get; 
thee a wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks: — You 
may, you may. 
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3 Cit. Are yon all resolved to give yoar voices ? 
Bat that’s no matter, the greater part carries it. j 
say, if he would incline to the people, there was 
*ever a worthier man. 

Enter Coriolanus and Menenius. 

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility * mark 
his behaviour. We are not to stay altogether, but to 
come by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, 
and by threes. He’s to make his requests by parti- 
culars : wherein everyone of us has a single honour, 
in giving him our own voices with our own tongues • 
therefore follow me, and I’ll direct you how you 
shall go by him. 

Ali Content, content. [Exeunt 

Men. 0 sir, you are not right: have you not 
I he worthiest men have done’t ? [known 

T ^ or ' . What must I say ?— 

I pray, sir,— Plague npon’t! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace: — Look, sir; — my 
wounds J 
I got them in my country’s service, when I 

p rne c ? rtair l oi> y° ur brethren roar’d, and ran 
r rom the noise of our own drums. 

Men. 0 me, the gods ! 

Yon must not speak of that: you must desire them 
J o think upon you. 

i C ° r ;*« Think upon me? Hang ’em I 
tvn-v they would forget me, like the virtues 
W Inch our divines lose by them. 

V \\\ 6n ' t> , You’ll mar all ; 

1 11 leave you : Pray you, speak to them, I pray yon 
In wholesome manner. 1 [Exit. 

Enter two Citizens. 

a .« . , ?id them wash their faces, 

nd keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace. 

* ‘? u /?‘i°«r the 1 cau ? e?sir ’ of my standing here. 

tel1 l,s what hath brought you 
Cor. Mine own desert. b r/jf 

^Eit. Your own desert ? 

(Jar. A . 

Mine own desire. y * no * 

1 C/if. _ How ! not your own desire ? 

^ Cor. No, sir: 

/{was never my desire yet, 

I o trouble the poor with begging. ] 

Wehipetoga^byyot’ ** ** 5 '° U ! 

th — pr?y ’ y<mr pr!ce °’ the cons'ui- 
ICit. rile price is, sir, to ask it kindly. 

Sir. I nrav. Kvt . r l ■» . Kindi y l 1 


me ha t * : 1 have wonnds to shet/yon. 

What say you? ^ “ private -^” V** 

c £* a JgS** have 5t ' worth y sir - Is ‘ r; 

T here is in all two worthy voices beire’d *— 

1 have your alms ; adieu. * 

or;/ a n But this is something- odd. 

* matter U S " e a S ai “-But ’(is no 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray yon now, if it may stand with the tune 
the customary’ g^wn/ be ° 0DSn1 ’ 1 t,ave here 

3 Cit. You have deserved nobjy your countrv 
*nd you hare not deserved nobly. country. 

Cor. Your enigma ? 

3 Cit You have been a scourge to her enemas 
you have been a rod to her friends; you have m? 

indeed, loved the common people. * 

0U account me the more virtuous 

n0t ^ ee ? co J nmon >» my love. I will’ 
sir, flatter my sworn brother the people, to earn a 
dearer estimation of them ; His a condition thevL 
^ and S3 'f Ce l he ' visd °m of their choice 
T - t0 - haV 5 my iat than m y heart, I will prac- 
tise the insinuating nod, and be off to them most 


’ eounterfeitly ; that is, sir, I will counterfeit the be- 
witehment of some popular man, and give it bourn 
tilully to the desires. Therefore, beseech you I 
may be consul. ’ 

.,4 Cit We hope to find you our friend: aii 
therefore give you our voices heartily. 

Z Cit. You have received many wounds for vour 
country. J 

T Wd l no * sea * your knowledge with shewing 
them. I .will make much of your voices, and so 
trouble you no further. 

Both Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily * 

Cor. Most sweet voices ! — ^ 

Better it is to die, better to starve. 

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 

Why m this wolfish gown should l stand here. 

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear. 

Their needJess vouches ! Custom calls me to’t:— 

H hat custom wills, in ali things should we do’t 
i he dust on antique time would lie unswept ' 
And mountainous error be too highly heap’d 
{or truth to over-peer— Rather than fool it so. 

Let the high office and the honour go 

lo one that would do thus.— I am half through * 

I lie one part suffer’d, the other will I do. 

Enter three other Citizens . 

Here come more, voices,— 

voices : for your voices I have fought ; 

Watch d for your voices: for your voices, bear 
Uj wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 
1 have seen, and heard of; for your voices, have 
Hone many things, some less, some more: your 
1 'vould be consul. [voices : 

o Lit. lie has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honest man’s voice. 6 

Cit. Therefore let him be consul : The gods give 
hun joy and make him good friend to the people ] 

■Alt Amen, amen. — 

God save thee noble consul! _ [Exeunt Citizens. 

Worthy voices I 

Re-enter Menenius, with Brutus and Sicinius. 

Men - J^ u un h e ave stood your lix tation ; and the 

y ' °* l \ W1 i h * h , e P eo .P^’ s voice : Remains, 

1 hat, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

The* Deo fa f T* 0 ?' "f req,,ests discharg’d : 
lhe people do admit vou : and a™ h 


The people do admit = 

1 o meet anon, upon yonr approbation. 

Cor. Where i at the senate-house ? 

Cor. May I then change tb 

jl en 'lv k ? ep t yotl company. — Will you along? ' 
Bru. We stay here for the people. S * 

rrt , _ Tare you well, 
rr i .1 , . l&xeunt Coriol. and Menen. 

■Tis h waiT41ear l hl3l °° k8 ' raelhink3 ' 

Hifhlble weed, : dSf^peoplI?* 

Re-enter Citizens. 

Toil 1 hT rj’ mym - aster 3. ? have you chose thi, 

» ii, has our voices, sir. fman ‘1 

^ Wes^ the SOdS ' he may deserve your 

2 Cit. Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice 
He mock’d as, when he begg’d oar voicej. ’ 

He flouted us downright. Certainly, 

mock’us. h!S k! " d ° f 8peech) hs didDOte 
2 Cit. Not one amongst ns, save yonrself. bnt .ayg, 
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He us’d ns scornfully : he should have shewM ns 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv’d for his country. 

'Sic, Why, so he did, I am sure. 

Cit, No ; no man saw ’em. 

(Several speak,) 

3 Cit, He said, he had wounds, which he coula 
shew in private ; 

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 

F would be consul, says he ; aged custom , 

But by your voices, wilt not so permit me ; 

Your voices therefore . When we granted that, 
Here was, — I thank you for your voices , — thank 
you , — _ [voices, 

Your most sweet voices : — now you have left your 
X have no further withy ou : — W as not this mock- 
ery? 

Sic. Why, either, you were ignorant to see’t ; 

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru . Could you not have told him, 

As you were lesson’d, — When he had no power. 
But was a petty servant to the state. 

He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I’the body of the weal : and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o’the state, 

If he should still malignantly remain 
Past foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves? Yon should have said, 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for: so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards you into love, 

Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said, 

As von were fore-advis’d, had touch’d his spirit. 
Ana try’d his inclination ; from him pluck’d 
Either his gracious promise, which you might, 

As cause had call’d you tip, have held him to; 

Or else it would have gall’d his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught ; so putting him to rage, 

You should have ta’en tne advantage of This choler, 
And pass’d him unelected. 

Bru. * Did you perceive. 

He did solicit you in free contempt. 

When he did need vonr loves ; and do yon think,' 
That his contempt snail not be bruising to you. 
When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies 
No heart among yon ? Or had you tongues, to cry 
A gams t the rectorship of judgment ? 

Sic . Have you, 

Ero now, deny’d the asker? and, now again, 

On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your su’d -for tongues ? 

3 Cit. He’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 

I’ll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

I Cit. 1 twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece ’em. [friends, — 

Bru, 0 et you hence instantly; and tell those 
They have chose a consul, that will from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 

As therefore kept to do sou 

Sic. Let them assemble ; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride,’ 

And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in his suit he scorn’d you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance. 

Which gibiogly, ungravely he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he beats you. 

Bru. Lay 

A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we labour’d 
(No impediment between) but that you mus* 

Cast your election on him. 

Sic. Say, you chose him 


More after our commandment, than as guided^ 

By your own true affections ; and that, yonr minds 
Pre-occupy’d with- what yon rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the graui 
To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us . 

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say, we read lecture* U 
you, 

How yonngly he began to serve Iris country, 

How long continued : and what stock he springs of, 
The noble house o’the Marcians; from whence earn* 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa’s daughter’s son, 

Wfio, after great Hostilius, here was king : 

Of the same*. house Publius and Quintus were. 

That our best water brought by conduits hither ; 

And Censorlnus, darling of the people, 

And nobly nam’d so, being censor twice, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. * One thus descended. 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you have found, 

Scaling his present bearing with his past, 

That he’s your fixed enemy, and revolke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne’er had done’t, 

(Harp on that still,) but by our putting on : 

And presently, when you have drawn your number 
Repair to the Capitol. 

Cit. ' We will so : almost all (Several speak.) 
Repent in their election. [Exeunt Citizens 

Bru . ^ Let them go on ; 

This mutiny were better put in hazard, 

Than stay, past doubt, for greater: 

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 

With their refusal, both observe and answer 

The^ vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol : 

Come ; we’ll be there before the stream o’the people: 
And this shall seem, as partly ’tis, their own. 

Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — The same. A Street. 

Comets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Co- 
mjnius, Titus Lartius, Senators, and Patri- 
cians. 

Cor. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head? 
Lart. He had, my lord ; and that it was, which 
Our swifter composition. [caus’d 

Cor. So then the Voices stand but as at first; 
Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so. 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 

Ear. On safeguard he came to me ; and did curs* 
Against the Voices, for they. had so vilely 
Yielded the town : he is retir’d to Antiura. 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 

hart. He did , my lord. 

Cor. How? what? 

La) t. How often he had met you, sword to 
sword. 

That, of all things upon the earth, he hated 
Your person most : that he would pawn his fortune* 
To hopeless restitution, so be might 
Be call’d your vanquisher. 

Cor, At Antiu'm lives he ? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor . I wish, I had a cause to seek him there. 

To oppose his hatred full. — W elcome home. 

(To Lartius ) 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Behold I these are the tribunes of the people, 

The tongues o’the common mouth. I do despise 
For they do prank them in authority, [them 

Against all noble sufferance. 



CORIOLANUS, 


Act III 


Sic. Pass no further. 

Cor, Ha! What is that? . t J 

Bru. It will be dangerous to 

Go on : no further. , ,,.1 o 

Cor. What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter? 

Com. Bath he not pass’d the nobles, and the com- 
Bru. Cominius, no. [mons . 

Cor . Have I had children’s voices i 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the mar- 
ket-place. . 

Bru. The people are incens’d against him. 

Sic. . Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. , _ 

Cor. Are these your herd ?— 

Must these have voices, that can yield them now. 
And straight disclaim their tongues ? —What are 
your offices ? [teeth ? 

You being their mouths, why rule you not their 
Have you not set them on ? 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by plot. 

To curb the will of the nobility : 

Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rule. 

Nor ever will be rul’d. 

Bru. Call’t not a plot : 

The people cry, you mock’d them ; and, of late. 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin’d ; 
Scandal’d the suppliants for the people ; call’d them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform’d them since ? 

Brit, How ! I inform them ! 

* Cor. You are like to do such business. 

Bru. Notunlike, 

Each way, to better yours. [clouds. 

Cor. Why then should I be consul? By yon 
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow- tribune. 

Sic. You shew too much of that, 

For which the people stir : If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your 
way. 

Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; 

Or never be so noble as a consul, 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men. Let’s be calm. 

Com. The people are abus’d : — Set on. — This 
palt’nng 

Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanus 
Deserv’d this so dishonour’d rub, laid falsely 
I’the plain way of his merit 

Cor. Tell m e of corn ! 

This wa9 my speech, and I will speak’t again;— 
Men. Not now, not now. 

3 Sen. ; Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I will, — My nobler friends, 
I crave their pardons : — 

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves : I say again, 

In soothing them, we nourish ’gainst our senate 
The^ cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition. 

Which we ourselves have plough’d for, sow’d and 
scatter’d. 

By mingling them with us, the honour’d number; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

¥o n ' xt Well, no more. 

1 ben. No more words, we beseech you. 

Cor How ! no more ? 

As for my country I have shed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force, so shall mv lungs * 

Coin words till their decay, againsf those meazels. 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

You speak o’the people. 
As if you were a god to punish, not 
A. man of their infirmity. 


It will be dangerous to 


Sic. *Twere well. 

We let the people know’t ^ 

Men. What, what? his cholai? 

Cor. Choler! 

Were I as a patient as themidnight sleep. 

By Jove, ’twould be my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind. 

That shall remain a poison where it is, 

Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark yo*' 
His absolute shall? 

Com . ’Twas from the canon. 

Cor. Shalt l 

0 good, but most unwise patricians, why, 

You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer, 

That with his peremptory shall, being but 

The horn and noise o’the monsters, wants not spirit 

To say, he’ll turn your cuirent in a ditch, 

And make your channel his ? If he have power. 
Then vail your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your, dangerous lenity. If you are learned. 

Be not as common fools ; if you are not. 

Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeians, 
If they be senators : and they are no less. 

When both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate : 
And such a one as he, who puts his shall, 

His popular shall , against a graver bench 
Than ever frown’d in Greece ! By Jove himself, 

It makes the consuls base : and my soul aches, 

To know, when two authorities are up. 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter ’twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com . Well — on to the market-place 

Cor . Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The corn o’the store-house gratis, as twas us’d 
Sometime in Greece,— 

Men. Well, well, no more of that 

Cor. (Though there the people had more a [(so- 
lute power.) 

1 say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

Bru. Why, shall the people give. 

One, that speaks thus, their voice ? 

Cor. I’ll give my reasons, 

More worthier than their voices. They know, the 
corn 

Was not our recommence ; resting well assur’d 
They ne’er did service for’t : Being press’d to the 
war. 

Even when the navel of the state was touch’d 
They would not thread the gates: this kind of 
service 

Did not deserve corn gratis ; being- i’the war. 

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they shew’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate. 

All cause unborn, could never be the native 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ? 

How shall this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate’s courtesy ? Let deeds express 
What’s like to be their words : — We did request it. 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears : which will in time break ope 
The locks o'the senate, and bring in the crow 
To peck the eagles. — 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 
xxP or ' No, take more : 

What may be sworn by, both divine and human, * 
Seal what I end withal ] — This doable worship,-— 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason ; where gentry title) wis- 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no [dura, 
Of general ignorance— it must omit 
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Real necessities, and give way tl e while 
To unstable sligntness : purpose s i barr’d, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore, beseech 
you, — 

You that will be less fearful than discreet ; 

That love the fundamental part of state, 

More than you doubt the change oft; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump a body with a dangerous physic, 

That’s sure of death without it, — at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it; * 

Not having the power to do the good it would, 

For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru. He has said enough. 

Sic. He has spoken like a traitor, and shall an- 
As traitors do. [swer 

Cor. Thou wretch! despite overwhelm thee! — 
VVliat should the people do with these bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : In a rebellion. 

When what’s not meet, but what must be, was law. 
Then were they chosen ; in a better hour. 

Let what >s meet, be said it must be meet, 

And throw their power i’ the dust. 

Bru. Manifest treason. 

Sic. This a consul ? no. 

Bru. TheiEdiles, ho ! — Let him be apprehended. 
Sic, Go, call the people ;[ Exit Brutus.] in whose 
name, myself 

Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the public weal : Obey, I charge thee. 

And follow to thine answer. 

Cor. Hence, old goat I. 

Sen. <§* Pat. We’ll surety him. 

Com . Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy 
Out of thy garments. [bones 

Sic. Help, ye citizens. 

Re-enter Brutus, loith the JEdiles , and a rabble 
of Citizens. 

Men. On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Here’s he, that would 

Take from you all your power. 

Bru. Seize him, iEdiles. 

Cit Down with him ! down with him I 

( Several speak.) 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons ! 

# ( They all bustle about Coriolajius.) 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens I — what, ho! — 
Sicinus, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

Cit Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold, peace! 
Men. What is about to be ? — 1 am out of breath ; 
Confusion’s near: I cannot speak ^You, tribunes 
* To the people. — Coriolanus, patience : — 

Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people , — Peace. 

Cit Lei’s hear our tribune : — Peace. Speak, 
speak, speak. 

Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties: 
Marcius would have all from you ; Marcias, 

Whom late you have nam’d for consul. 

Men. Fy, fy, fy ! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

I Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the city, but the people ? 

Cit True, 

T he people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were establish’d 
The people’s magistrates. 

Cit You so remain. 

\ Men, And so are like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 

To bring the roof to the found? .tion ; 

I Ami bury all, which yet distin ;tly ranges, 

In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sde * ' ; This deserves death. 


Bru. Or let ns stand to our authority. 

Or let us lose it : — We do here pronounce. 

Upon the part o’the people, in whose power, 

We were elected their’s, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. t Therefore, lay hold of him ; 

Bear him to the rock TarpeiaD, and from thenc* 

Into destruction cast him. 

Bru. iEdiies, seize him : 

Cit Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word. 

Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

JEd. Peace, peace. [friend. 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country’s 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. ' Sir, those cold ways. 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent: — Lay hands upon 
And bear him to the rock. [him. 

Cor. No; I’ll die here. 

{Drawing his sword.) 
There’s some among you have beheld me fighting; 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 
Men. Down with that sword; — Tribunes, with- 
draw a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help, help, Marcius! help. 

You that be noble ; help him, young-, and old ! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

{In this mutiny , the Tribunes , the JEdiles 
and the people , are all beat in ,) 

Men. Go, get you to your house : be gone, away. 

All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 1# 

Cor. m Stand fast; # 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that? 

1 Sen. The gods forbid! 

I pr’ythee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 

Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For tls a sore upon us. 

Yon cannot tent yourself : Begone, ’beseech you. 

Com. Come, sir, along with us.^ 

Cor. I would they were barbarians, fas they are 
Though in Rome litter’d,) not Romans, (as they 
are not, 

Though calv’d i’ the porch of the Capitol,) — 

Men. Begone: 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 

I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could myself 

Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea , the two 
tribunes. 

Com. But now ’tis odds beyond arithmetic; 

And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric. — Will you hence. 

Before the tag return ? whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear 
What they are used to bear. 

M en. Pray you, be gone ; 

I’ll try whether my old wit be in request 

With those that have but little ; this must be patch’d 

With cloth of any colour. 

Com. ' Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus , Cominius , and others* 

1 Pat This man has marr’d his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart’s hit 
mouth : 

What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent ; 

And being aDgry, does forget that ever / 

He heard the name of death. ( A noise ivithin.) 

Here’s goodly work! 

2 Pat . I would they were a-bed! 

Men , I would they were in Tyber !— What the 

vengeance, 
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Could lie not speak them fair? 

"Re-enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble . 
S^c. Where is this viper. 


That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 


Be every man himself? 

• Men. You worthy tribunes,— 

Sic. He shall be thrown dawn the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath resisted law, 

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 


Than the severity of the public power, 
Which he so sets at nouaht 


Which he so sets at nought 
1 Cit He shall well know, 

The noble tribunes are the people’s mouths, 

And we their hands. 

Cit. He shall, sure on’t. 

(Several speak together.) 
Men. Sir.— 

Sic . Peace. 

Men. Ho not cry, havock, where you should but 
With modest warrant # # [hunt 

Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 

Have holp to make this rescue ? 

Men. Hear me speak 

As I do know the consul’s worthiness 
So can t name his faults :— 

Sic. Consul ! — what consul ? 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

Bru. He a consul I 

Cit No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours, good 
people, 

I may be heard, I’d crave a word or two ; 

The which shall turn you to no further harm, 

Than so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then ; 


For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This viperous traitor: to eject nim hence, 

Were hut one danger; and, to keep him here. 

Our certain death; therefore it is decreed. 

He dies to-night 

Men. Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome , whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enroll’d 
In Jove’s own book, like an unnatural dam, 

Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He’s a disease that must be cut away. 
Men. O, he’s a limb, that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, easy. 

What has he done to Rome, that’s worthy death ?. 
•Killing our enemies? The blood he hath lost, 
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Ana, wnatis leit, to lose it by his country. 

Were to us all, that do’t, and suffer it, 

A brand to the end o’the world. 

^ This is clean kam. 

Bru. Merely awry: When he did love his coun- 
it honour’d him. [try, 

Men. The service of the foot 

Being once gangren’d, is not then respected 
For what before it was ? 

Bru. * We’ll hear no more 

Pursue him to bis house, and pluck him thence; 
Lest his infection, being of catching nature, 

Spead further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
'Hie harm of unscann’d swiftness, will, too late, 

Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by pro- 
Lest parties (as he is belcrv’d) break out, [cess : 
And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Ifitwereso, — 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 

Our iEdiies smote ? ourselves resisted ?— Come :— 
M*n. Consider this; — He has been bred i’the 
wars . 

Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school’d 
la bWted language; meal and bran together - j 


He throws without distinction. Give me leave 
I’ll go to him, and undertake to brin£ him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form, 

(In peace) to his utmost peril. 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes. 

It is the humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning* 

Sic. Noble Menenks, 

Be you then as the people’s officer : — 

Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the market-place We’ll attend 
you there : 

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we’ll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men . I’ll bring him to you : — 

Let me desire your company. (To the Senators.) 
He must come, 

Or what is worst will follow. t , 

3 Sen. Pray you, let’s to him. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II .— A Room in Coriolanus’s House. 
Enter Coriolanus and Patricians . 


Cor . Let them pull all about mine ears ; present 


Death on the wheel, or at wild horses’ heels, 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock. 

That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Yolumnia. 

1 Pat You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muse, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats ; to shew bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder. 
When one but of my ordinance stood up 
To speak of peace, or war. 1 talk of you ; 

(ToVolmmia.) 

Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have ms 
False to my nature ? Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. 0, sir, sir, sir, . 

I would have had you put your power well on,. 
Before you had worn it out > 

Cor. * Let go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you 
are, 

With striving less to be so : Lesser had been’ 

The thwartings of your dispositions, if 

You had not shew’d them how you were dispos'd. 

Ere they lack’d power to cross you. 

Cor. , Let them hang 

Vol. Ay, and burn too. 

Enter Mrnenius and Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, 
something too rough ; 

You must return, and mend it 
1 Sen. * There’s no aremedy; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city ' 

Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Vol. Pray be counsel’d ; 

I have a heart as little apt as your*, 

But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger. 

To better vantage. 

Men. Well said, noble woman; 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o’the time craves it as physic 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour o% 
Which I can scarcely bear. L- 


Cor . What must J 


Men. Return to the tribaneg. 

Cor. Well. 

What then? what then? 

Men . Repent what you have spota* 

Cor. For them?— I cannot do it to the gods, 


m 
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Must I then do’t to them ? 

Vol. * You are too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never be too noble. 

But when extremities speak, I have heard you say. 
Honour and policy, like unsever’d friends, 

I'the war do grow together : Grant that, and tell 
me, 

In peace, what each of them by th’other lose, 

That they combine not there. 

Cor. Tush, tush! 

Men. m A good demand. 

* YoL If it be honour, in your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for your best ends, 

Y ou adopt your policy,) how is it less, or worse. 
That it snail hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war ; since that to both 
It stands in like request ? 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction, 

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to, 
But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom’s truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all. 

Than to take in a town with gentle words, 

Which else would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood.—* 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requir’d 
I should do so in honour : I am in this, 

Y our wife, your son, these senators, the nobles ; 
And you will rather shew our general louts 
How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon them, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. . . Noble lady ! — 

Come, go with us; speak fair: you may salve so. 
Not what if dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past. • 

Vol. ' I pr’ythee now, my son, 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 

And thus far having stretch'd it, (here be with 
them,] 

Thy knee bussing the stones, (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant. 
More learned than their ears,) waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 

That humble, as the ripest mulberry, 

Now will not hold the handling: Or, say to them. 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils. 
Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confess. 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim. 

In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power, and person. 

Men. This but done. 

Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts were 
yours; 

For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

Vol. Pr’ythee, now. 

Go, and be rul’d : although, I know, thou had’st 
rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf, 

Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius, 

Enter Cominius. 

Com 1 nave been i’the market-place : and, sir, 
’tis fit 

You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness, or by absence ; all’s in anger. 

Men. Only fair speech. 

Com. I think, ’twill serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit. 

Vol. He must, and will : — 

Pr’ythee, now, say, von will, and go about it. 

Cor. Must I go shew them my unbarb’d sconce ? 
Must I 

With my base tongue give to my noble heart 


A lie, that it must bear ? Well, I will do’t; 

Yet were there but this single plot to lose, 

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it 
And throw it against the wind. — To the market 
place:— 

You have put me uow to such a part, which nevei 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we’ll prompt you 

Vol. I pr’ythee now, sweet son ; as thou hast said. 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 

To have my praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before, 

Oor» m # Well, I must do’t; 

Away, ray disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot’s spirit ! My throat of war be turn’d, 
Which qnired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves 
I ent in my cheeks ; and school- boys’ tears take up 
I he glasses of ray sight ! A beggar’s tongue 
Make motmn through my lips ; and my arm’d knees. 
Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like his 
I hat hath receiv’d an alms !— I will not do’t. 

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth, 

And, by my body’s action, teach my mind 

A most inherent baseness. 

rn^P^ r . . . At tby choice then; 

1 o beg ol thee, it is my more dishonour, 

1 han thou of them. Come all to ruin ; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
fhy dangerous stoutness : for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck’dst it from me * 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

.. _ Cor. ' Pray, be content; 

Mother, I am going to the inarket-place ; 

Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves. 
Cog their hearts from them, and come nome belov’d 
Oi all the trades in Home* Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. I'll return consul ; 

Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
I’the way of flattery, further. 

■ ; . Do your will. [Exit, 

tom. Away, the tribunes do attend you: ana 
yourself 

To answer mildly ; for they are prepar’d 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Thau are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly: — Pray you, let us go: 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [Exeunt. 

Scene III.— -The same* The Forum. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. In this point charge him home, that he af- 
fects 

Tyrannical povver : If he evade us there. 

Enforce him with his envy to the people; 

And that the spoil, got on the An dates. 

Was ne’er distributed. 

Enter an JEdile. 

What, will he come ? 

JEd. He’s coming. 

Bru . ■ How accompanied ? 

JEd. With old M enemas, and those senators 
That always favour’d him. 

Sic. ' Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procur’d. 

Set down by the poll ? 

JEd. I have ; ’tii ready, here. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ? 

JEd. £ have. 

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither: 

And wbyn they hear me say, It shall be so 
T the right and strength o’ the commons^ be it 
either 

For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them* 
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And power vthe tram o’the cause. 

I shall inform them. 

Bril And when such time they have begun to cry. 
Let them not cease, but with a din confus’d 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 

JEd. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this hint, 
When we shall hap to give’t them. 

iirii Go about it.— 

* [Exit mile. 

Put him to choler straight : He hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction : Being once chaf’d, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to temperance ; then ho sneaks 
What’s in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominids, 
Senators , and Patricians. 

Sic. W ell, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, 1 do beseech you. 

Cor . Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume.— The honour’d 
gods 

Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among ns ! 
Throng our large temples with the shews of peace, 
And not our streets with war ! 

1 Sen. Amen, amen. 

Men . A noble wish. 

Re-enter JEdile , with Citizens. 

Sic. Draw near, ye people. [say. 

JEd. List to your tribunes ; audience: Peace, I 

Cor. First, hear rne speak. 

Both Tri. Well, say.— Peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall ! be charg’d no further than this pre- 
Must all determine here ? [sent ? 

Sic. I do demand, 

Ifi pou submit yon to the people’s voices, 

Allow their officers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be prov’d upon you? 

Cor. Iam content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he says, lie is content. 

The warlike service he has done, consider ; 

Think on the wbunds his body bears, which shew 
Like graves i’the Holy churchyard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, 

Shears to move laughter only. 

Men. * Consider further, 

That when he speaks not like a citizen, 

You find him like a soldier : Do not bike 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 

But, as 1 say, such as become a soldier, 

Rather than envy you. 

Com. t Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 

That being pass’d for consul with full voice, 

I am so dishonour’d, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sic. . Answer to us. 

Cor. Say then : ’tis true, I ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv’d to take 
From Rome all season’d office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 

For which, you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How ! Traitor! 

Men. Nay: temperately : Yonr promise. 

Cor. The fires i’the lowest hell fold in the people! 
Call me their traitor I — Thou injurious tribune! 
Withjn thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths, 

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say. 

Thou best, unto theepwth a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. . Mark you this, people ? 


Cit. To the rock with him ; to the rock with him ’ 
Sic.iPeace. 

We need not put new matter to his charge : 

What you have seen him do, and heard hum apeak. 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves. 

Opposing laws with strokes, and hero defying 
Those whose great power must try him; even this, 
So criminal, and in such capital kind, 

Deserves the extremest death. 

Bru. But since he hath 

Serv’d well for Rome, — 

Cor. What, do you prate of service ? 

Bru . I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You? 

Men. Is this 

The promise that you made your mother ? 

Com. Know, 

I pray you, — 

Cor. I’ll know no further ; 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying; Pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 

Nor check my courage for what they can give. 

To hav’t with saying, Good morrow. 

Sic. For that he has 

(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute* it.;, in the name o’the people, 

A nd in the power of us the tribunes, we. 

Even from this instant, bauish him our city ; 

In peril oi pn cipitatiuV 

From off the rock 'Tarpeian, never 'more > 

' To enter our Rome gates: 1’ the people’s name, 

I I sav, it shall he so. 

| Cit. It shall "be so, 

! It shall he so; let him away; he’s banish’d 
And so it shall be. {friends 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
Sic. He’s sentenc’d : no more hearing. 

Com. Let me speak; 

I have been consul, and can shew from Rome 
Hei enemies’ marks upon me I do love 
My country’s good, with a respect more tender. 
More holy and profound, than mine own life, 

| My dear wife’s estimate, her womb’s increase, 

A nd treasure of my loins * then if I would 
Speak that — 

Sic. We know your drift: Speak what? 
Bru . There’s no mote to be said, but he u 
banish’d, 

As enemy to the people, anil his country: 

It shall be so. 

Cit. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common c ry of curs I whose breath I ha* 1 
As reek • o’the rotten lens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcases of unlmried men 
That do corrupt my air, 1 banish you ; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 

Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length, 

Your ignorance, (which finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 

(Still your own fues,) deliver you, as most 

Abated captives, to some nation 

That won you without blows! Despising, 

For you, the city, thus I turn my back : 

There is a world elsewhere. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus , Cominius, Mentnim 9 
Senators, ana Patricians. 

JEd. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone ! 

Cit. Our enemy’s banish’d ! he is gone !Heo I kocrl 
[ThUe people shout, and throw up their caps. 
Skc. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him* 

As he hath follow’d you, with all despite ; 
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Give him deserv’d vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. [come 

Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates; 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes !— Come. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — The same. Before a Gate of the City. 

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Viroilia, Mene- 
Nius, Cominius, and several young Patricians . 

Cor. Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell : — 
the beast 

With many heads butts me away.— Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage ? you were us’d 
To say, extremity was the trier of sp irits ; 

That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Shewed mastership in floating: fortune’s blows. 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 
cravens 

A noble cunning: you were us’d to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible^ 

The heart that conn’d them. 

Vir. O heavens ! O heavens ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr’ythee, woman, — 

Vol. Now _ the red pestilence strike all trades in 
And occupations perish 1 jRome, 

Cor. What, what, what! 

I shall be lov’d, when I am lack’d. Nay, mother. 
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say. 

If you had been the wife of Hercules, 

Six of his labours you’d have done, and sav’d 
Your husband so much sweat. — Cominius, 

Droop not ; adieu : — Farewell, my wife ! my mother ! 
I’ll do well yet.— Thou old and true Menenius, 

Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s, 

And venomous to thine eyes. — My sometime general, 

I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart-hard’ning spectacles ; tell these sad women, 
*Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes. 

As ’tis to laugh at them.— My mother, you wot well, 
My hazards still have been your solace : and 
Believ’t not lightly, (though I go alone 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more than seen,) your son 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelons baits and practice. 

Vol. My first son. 

Whither wilt thou go ? Take good Cominius 
With thee a-while : Determine on some course. 
More than a wild exposure to each chance 
That starts i’the way before thee. 

Cor. O the gods ! 

Com. I’ll follow thee a month, ‘devise with thee 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou may’st hear of us, 
And we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
O’er the vast world, to seek a single man : 

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
I’the absence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well :— 

Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full 
Of the yrars’ surfeits, to go rove with one 
That’s yet unbruis’d : bring me but out at gate.— 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, when I am forth, 

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men. That’s worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Come, let’s not weep.— 

If l could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
i’d with thee every foot. 

€o$\ Give me thy hand : — 

Come. {Exeunt 


Scene II. — The same . A Street near the Gate. 
Enter Sicinius, Brutus, and an Mdile . 

Sic. Bid them all home; he’s gone, and we’ll u» 
further. — 

The nobility are vex’d, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf, 

Bru. N ow we have shewn our power. 

Let us seem humbler after it is done. 

Than when it was a doing. - ; 

Sic. ' Bid them home;’ 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they , 

Stand in tneir ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home., 

[Exit JEdili 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. Let’s not meet her. 

Bru . Why? 

Sic* They say, she’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’en note of us: 

Keep on your wpy. [o’the gods 

Vol. 0, you’re well met: The hoarded plague 
Requite your love. 

Men. Peace, peace ; be not so loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping.you should hear,— 
Nay, and shall hear some.— Will you be gone ? 

(To Brutus.) 

Vir. You shall stay too: [To Sicin.) I would, I 
had the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Si c. Are you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool ; Is that a shame ? — Note but this 
fool, 

Was not a man my father? Hadst thou fox’ship 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words ? 

Sic. 0 blessed heavens ! 

Vol . More noble blows, than ever thou wise 
words; fgo:— 

And for Rome’s good. — I’ll tell thee what ;— Yet 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too:— I would my sou 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him. 

His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. What then? 

Vir. What then? 

He’d make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards, and all. — 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome l 
Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continu’d to his country, 

As he began; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru . I would he had. 

Vol. I would he had? ’Twas you incens’d the 
rabble : 

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 

As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru . Pray, let us go. 

Vol Now, pray, sir, get you gone : [this : 

You have done a brave deed. Ere yon go, hear 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome, so far, my son. 

(This lady’s husband here, this, do you see,) 

Whom you have banish’d, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we’ll leave yon. 

Sic. Why stay we to be baited 

With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol Take my prayers with you.— 

I would the gods bad nothing else to do, 

[Exeunt Tribune* 

But to confirm my curses! Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to’t 

Men. You have told them home. 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You’ll sup 
with ine ? 

Vol. Anger’s my meat ; l sup upon myself. 
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^.ncVso shall starve wit?) reeling. — Come, lets go: 
Leave this faint puling, arid lament as I do, 

In anger. Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fy, fy, fy. {Exeunt. 

Scene III.— A Hiahway between Rome and An- 

tium. Muter a Roman and a Voice , meeting* 

Bom. I know yop well, sir, and you know me : 
your name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol It is so, sir: truly, I have forgotyou. 

Bom l am a Roman ; and my services are, as 
you are, against them : Know you me yet ? 

Vol. Nicanor? No. 

Bom . The same, sir. 

Vol. You had more beard, when I last saw you; 
but your favour is well appeared by your tongue. 
What’s the news in Rome? I have a note from the 
Volcian state, to find you out there: You have 
well saved me a day’s journey. 

Bom. There hath been in Rome strange insur- 
rection : the people against the senators, patricians, 
and nobles. ' „ , , , 0 „ 

Vol Hath been ! Is it ended then?* Our state 

chinks not so; they are in a most warlike prepara- 
tion, and hop.e to come upon them in the heat of 
their division. „ . . , , . n 

Bom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small 
thing would make it flame again. For the nobles 
receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy 
Coriolanus. that they are in a ripe aptness, to take 
all power from the people, and to pluck from them 
their tribunes for ever. This lies glowing, I can tell 
you, and is almost mature for the violent breaking 
out. 

Vol. Coriolanus banished ? 

Bom. Banished, sir. 

fa/. Ton will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nieanor. „ , _ 

Horn. The day serves well for them now. 5 have 
« heard it said, the' fittest time to corrupt a man’s wife, 
is when she’s fallen out with her husband. Your 
noble Tnlius Aufidius will appear well in these wars, 
his great opposer, Coriolanus, beiDg now in no re- 
quest of his country. 

Vol. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, 
thus accidentally to encounter yon : You have ended 
my business, and I will merrily accompany you 
Rome. 

Rom . I shall, between this and supper, tell you 
most strange things from Rome; all teuding to the 
good of their adversaries. Have you an army ready, 
say von? 

Vol. A most royal one : the centurions, and their 
charges, distinctly billetted, already in the enter- 
tainment, and to be on foot at an hours warning. 

Rem. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and 
am the man, I think, that shall set them iu present 
action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad 
of vour company. 

Vol. You take my part from me, sir; I have the 
most cause to be glad of yours. 

Bom . Well, let us go together. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Antium. Before Aufidius* $ House. 
Enter Coriolanus, in mean apparel , disguised 
and muffled . 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium: City, 

Tis I that made thy widows ; many an heir 

Of these fair edifices ’fore my wars 

Have I heard groan, and drop: then know me not; 

Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen . 

fn puny battle slay me.— Save you, sir. 

Cit. And you. 

Cor. ’ Direct me, if it be your will, 
Where great Aufidius lies: Is he in Antium? 

Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 

At hk house this night. 

Cor Which is his house, beseech you ? 


Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor . Thank you, sir: farewell 

[Exit Citizen. 

0, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast 
sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart. 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise. 
Are still together, who ’twin, as ’twere, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissention of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, [sleejj. 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke then 
To take the one the other, by some chance, # 

Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends, 
And interjoin their issues. So with me : — 

My birth-place hate I, and my Jove’s upon 
This enemy town. — I’ll enter : if he slay me. 

He does fair justice ; if he give me way, „ 

I’ll do his country service. [Exit 

Scene V.— The same. _ A Hall in Aufidius* s 

House. Music within. Enter a Servant. 

1 Ser. Wine, wine, wine I What service is here! 

I think our fellows are asleep. [Exit. 

Enter another Servant. 

2 Ser. Where’s Cotus ? my master calls for him.— 

Cotus ! [Exit. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Cor. A’goodly house : The feast smeils well ; but ] 
Appear not like a guest 

Re-enter the first Servant. 

] Ser. What would you have, friend ? Whence 
hre you ? Here’s no place for you : Fray, go to the 
door. * 

Cor. T have deserv’d no better entertainment, 

Hi being Coriolanus. 

Re-enter second Servant. 

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the porter 
his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to such 
companions ? Fray, get you out. 

Cor. Away! 

2 Serv. Away? Get you away. 

Cor. Now thou art troublesome. 

2 Serv. Are you so brave ? I’ll have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him . 

3 Serv. What fellow’s this? 

1 Serv . A strange one as ever I looked on : I 
cannot get him out o’the house: Pr’ythee, call my 
master to him. 

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ? Fray 
yon, avoid the house. # [hearth. 

Cor. Let me but stand; I will not hurt your 

3 Serv . What are you? 

Cor . A gentleman.* 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so lam. 

3 Serv. Fray yon, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station; here’s no place for you; pray you, 
avoid : come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go ! 

And batten on cold bits. [Pushes Mm away.) 

3 Serv. What, will you not? Fr’ythee, tell my 
master what a strange guest he has here. 

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit. 

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou? 

Cor. Under the canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the canopy ? 

Cor . Ay. 

3 Serv. Where’s that ? 

Cor. I’ the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. I’ the city of kites and crows? — What 
an ass it is !— Then thou dwellest with daws too? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. [roaster? 

3 How, sir ! Do you meddle with my 
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Cor. Ay, ’tis an honester service than to meddle 
with thy mistress : 

Th)u prat’st, and prat’st; serve with thy trencher, 
hence l {Beats him away!) 

Enter Aufiditjs and the second Servant . 

Atif. Where is this fellow? 

2 Serv. Here, sir; I’d have beaten him like a 
dog, but for disturbing the lords within, 

Auf Whence comest thou ? What wouldest thou? 
Thy name ? 

Why speak’st not ? Speak, man : What’s thy name ? 

Cor. If, Tull ns, ( Unmujjling .) 

Not yet thou know’st me, and seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 

Auf What is thy name '? 

( Servants retire.) 

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volcians’ ears. 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf. . * Say, what’s thy name ? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in’t ; though thy tackle’s torn, 
Thou shew’st a noble vessel : What’s thy name ? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown: Know’st thou 
rrie yet? 

Auf I know thee not: — Thy name? 

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 

Great hurt and mischief ; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus: The ppinful service, 

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory, 

And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou should’st bear me: only that name 
The cruelty and envy of the people, [remains ; 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forvook me, hath devour’d the rest; 

And suffer’d me by the voice of slave to be 
Whoop’d out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth : Not out of hope. 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
I had fear’d death, of all the men i’ the world 
I would have ’voided thee : but in mere spite, 

’To be full quit of those my banishers, 

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those mains 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 
straight, 

And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 

That my revengeful services may prove 

As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 

Against my canker’d country with the spleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if so be 

Thou dar’st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

Thou art tir’d, then, in a word, 1 also am 

Longer to live most weary, and present 

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 

Which not to cut, would shew thee but a fool; 
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Auf O Marcius, Marcius, 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my 
A root of ancient envy. If J upiter [heart 

Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and say, 
’Tis true : I’d not believe them more than thee. 

All noble Marcius. — O, let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke, 

And scar’d the moon with splinters! Here I clip 
The anvil of my sword ; ana do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love. 

As ever in ambitions strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

* »oved the maid I married ; never man 
Sighed timer breath ; but that I see thee here. 


Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart, 

Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell 
thee, 

We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy bwtwn, 

Or lose mine arm fort. Thou hast jb.eajt me ou» 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyself and me ; 

We have been down together in my sleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s throat, 

And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy Ma 
cius. 

Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banish’d, vve would muster all 
From twelve to seventy; and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a bold flood o’er-beat. 0, come, go in. 

And take our friendly senators by the hands; 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me 
Who am prepar’d against your territories, 

Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor. You bless me, gods ! 

Auf Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt 
have 

The leading of thine own revenges, take 

The one half of my commission ; and set down,*— 

As best thou art experienc’d, since thou know’st 
Thy country’s strength and weakness, — thine own 
ways : 

Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 

Let me commend thee first to those, that shall 
Say, yea, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend than e’er an enemy; 

Yet Marcius, that was much. Your hand! Most 
welcome ! 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

1 Serv. ( A dvancing .) Here’s a strange alteration ! 

2 Serv. By my hand. I had thought to have 
strucken him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave 
me, bis clothes made a false report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has ! He turned me 
about with his finger and his thumb, as one would 
set up a top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I .knew by his face that there was 
something in him: he had, sir, a kind of face, 
methought, — I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv . He had so : looking as it were, — ’Would 
I were hanged, but I thought there was more in 
him than I could think. 

2 Serv. So did I, I’ll be sworn : he is simply the 
rarest man i’the world. 

] Serv. I think, he is ; but a greater soldier than 
be, you wot one. 

2 Serv. Who? my master? 

1 Serv. Nay, it’s no matter for that; 

2 Serv. Worth six of him. 

1 Serv. Nay, not so, neither; but T take him to be 
the greater soldier. 

2 Serv. ’Faith, look you, one cannot tell bow to 
say that: for the defence of a town, our general is 

1 Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. [excellent 

Re-enter third Servant. 

3 Serv. O, slaves, I can tell you news; news v 
you rascals. 

1. 2. Serv. What, what, what ? let’s partake. 

3 Serv . I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; 
I had as lieve be a condemned man. 

1. 2. Serv. Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Serv. Why, here^s he that was wont to thwack 
our general,— Cains- Marcius. 

1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general ? 

3 Serv . I do not say, thwack our general ; bn* 

he was always good enough for him. 

2 S«rv. Come, we are fellows, and friends; he 
was ever too hard for him I: have heard him say- 
so himself. 
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1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to say 
the truth on’t: before Corioli he scotched hkri and 
notched him like a carbonado. 

2 Serv. An he had been caanibally given, he 
wight have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv. But, more of thy news ? 

3 Serv . Why, he is so made on here within, as 
if he were son and heir to Mars : set at upper end 
of the table: no question asked him by any of the 
senators, but they stand bald before him: Our ge- 
neral himself makes a mistress of him ; sanctifies 
himself with’s hand, and turns up the white o’the 
eye to his discourse. But the bottom of the news 
is, our general is cut i’the middle, and but one 
half of what he was yesterday; for the other has 
half, by the entreaty and grant of the whole table. 


Men. Nay, I hear nothing ; his mother and ku wifil 
Hear nothing from him. 


He’ll go, he says, and spwle the porter of Rome 
gates by the ears : He will mow down all before 
him, and leave his passage polled. 

2 Serv. And he’s as like to do’t, as any man I can 
imagine, 

3 Serv , Do’t? he will do’t: For, look you, sir, 
he has as many friends as enemies : which friends, 
sir, (as it were,) durst not (look you, sir,) shew 
themselves (as we term it,) his friends, whilst he’s 
in directitude. 

1 Serv. Directitude! what’s that? 

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their 
burrows, like conies after rain, and revel all with 
him. 

1 Serv. But when goes this forward? 

3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day : presently. You 
shall have the drum struck up this afternoon : ’tis 
as it were, a parcel of the feast, and to be executed 
ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world 
again. This peace is nothing, but to rust iron, in- 
crease tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds 
peace, as far as day does night ; it’s sprightly, waking, 
audible, and full of vent. Peace is a very apo- 
plexy, lethargy ; mulled, deaf, sleepy, insensible ; 
a getter of moie bastard children, than war’s a 
destrojer of men. 

2 Serv. ’Tis so : and as war, in some sort, may 
be said to be a ravisher;.so it cannot be denied, 
but peace is a great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Serv. Reason; because they then less need 
one auother. The wars for my money. I hope to 
see Romans as cheap as_V°Irians. They are rising, 
they are rising. < 

All In, in, in, in. f Exeunt 

Scene VI .-"Rome. A Public place. 

Enter Sicinius and Brctus. 

Sic. Wejhearnotof him, neither need we fear him; 
His remedies are tame i’the present peace 


And quietness o’the people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make hi 


W ere in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blush, that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themselves did suffer by’t, behold 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 


Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We stood to’t in good time. Is this Me- 
nenius? 

Sic. ’Tis he, ’tis he: 0, he is grown most kind 
Of late. — Hail, sir ! 

' Hail to you both ! 

Slc \ 1 opr Coriolanus, sir, is not much miss’d. 

But with his friends: the common- wealth doth stand; 
And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All’s well;, and might have been much 
better,' if 

He could, have temporiz’d. 

Where is he, hear you ? 


' - i 


Enter three or four Citizens. 

Cit. The gods preserve you both I 

Sic. Good -e’en, our neighbours. 

Bru. Good-e’en to you all, good-e’en to you ail, 

1 Cit , Ourselves, our wives, and children on on 
knees, 

Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic. Live, and thrive! 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours: We wish’d 
Coriolanus 

Had lov’d you as we did. 

Cit. Now the gods keep you ! 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Citizens . 
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oic. I his is a happier ana more comely time, 
Than when these fellows ran about die, streets. 
Crying, Confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 

A worthy officer i’the war ; but insolent, 

O’ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking. 
Self-loving,— _ 

Sic. ' And affecting one sole throne, 
Without assistance. 

Men. I think not so. 

Sic. We, should by this, to all our lamentation. 
If he had gone forth consul, found it so, 

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 


Enter JEdile . 

Worthy tribunes, 

I here is a slave, whom we have put in prison. 
Reports, — the Voices with two several powers 
Are enter’d in the Roman territories ; 

And with the deepest malice of the war 
I Destroy what lies before them. 

Men. " ’Tis Aufidius, 

Who, hearing of our Marcius’ banishment, 

Thrusts forth his horns again into the 'world * 
Which were inshell’d, when Marcias stood for 
\Rome, 

And durst not once peep out. 

Of Marcia, ? Come, what talk yo^ 

m ? r ?Tp° s , ee rumourer whipp’d.— It cannot 

lne Voices dare break with us. 

ixru * „ , Cannot be! 

We have record, that very well it can ; 

And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason with the fellow. 

Before you punish him, where he heard this: 

-Lest you should chance to whip your information. 
And beat the messenger, who bids beware 
Ul what is to be dreaded. 

t ax • r f e U not me ; 

I know, this cannot be. 

B ru - Not possible. 


Enter a Messenger. 

a ft The nob J es > in ^ eat earnestness, are going 
All to the senate-house : some news is come. 

I hat turns their countenances. 

Sic. 9 ^is this slave • 

Go whip him ’fore the people’s eyes his raising! 
Nothing but his report! 

Mess. Yes, worthy sir, 

t he slave s report is seconded ; and more. 

More fearful, is deliver’d. 

T . . T r What more fearful? 

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths 
(How probable, I do not know,} that Marcius, 

Join d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Rome; 
And vows revenge as spacious, as between 
ihe young’st and oldest thing. 

r u » , This is most likely! 

n - s tba t the weaker surt may wish 

v^ood Marcius home again. 

The very trick on’t. 
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Scene 7. 

Men This is unlikely : 

He and Aufidius can no more atone, 

Than violentest contrariety. 

Enter another Messenger . 

Mess. Yon are sent for to the senate 
A fearful army, led by. Caius Marcius, 

Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already 
Overborne their way, consum’d with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 

Enter Cominius. 

Com. O, you have made good work ! 

Men. What news ? what news ? 

1 Com. You have holp to ravish your own daugh- 

ters, and 

To melt the city leads upon your pates; 

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses : — 
Men. What’s the news? what’s the news: 

Com. Your temples burned in their cement; and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin’d 
1" j *. '.'Into ;ah augre’s:bore.'" 

L '.-Men. Pray now, your news ?— 

:* You have made fair work, 1 fear me Pray, your 

I; . news ? '■ 

If Marcius should be join’d with Volcians, — 

Com. ' If! 

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature, 

That shapes man better : and they follow him. 
Against us brats, with no less confidence, 

Than boys pursuing summer butterflies, 

Or butchers killing flies. 

Men. You have made good work, 

You, and your apron-men ; you, that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters ! 

Com. He will shake 

Your Rome about yours ears. 

Men. As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit : You have made fair 
Bru. Butl&this true, sir? [work I 

Com. Ay; and-you’ll look pale 

I Bfefore you find it other. All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt; and, who resist. 

Are only mock’d for valiant ignorance, 

And perish constant fools. Who is’t can blame him? 
Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men. We are all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who shall ask it? 

The tribanes cannot do’t for shame ; the people 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they 
Should say, Be good to Borne , they charg’d him even 
As those should do that had deserv’d his hate, 

And therein shew’d like enemies. 

Men. ' ’Tis true : 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the face 
To jay, Beseech you y cease. — You have made fair 
hands. 

You, and your crafts ! you have crafted fair! 

Com. You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How! Was it we? We lov’d him; but, 
like beasts, 

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clustery 
Who did hoot him out o’tke city. 

Com. But, I fear, 

They’ll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 

The second name of men, obeys his points. 

As if he were his officer : — Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 

That Rome can make against them. 

Entet a Troop of Citizens 

Here come — > ' 

L _ ' 


CORIOLANUS. pn 

] And is Aufidius with him ?-? You are they 
1 That made the air unwholesome, when you c ssi 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming; 

And not a hair upon a soldier’s head, 

Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcomb^ 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down. 

And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matter; 

If he could burn us all into one coal. 

We have deserv’d it. 

Cit. ’Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit . For mine own part. 

When I said, banish him, I said, ’twas pity. 

2 Cit. And so did I. 

3 Cit. And so did I ; and to say the truth, so did 
very many of us : That we did, we did for the best: 
and though we willingly consented to his banish- 
ment, yet it was against our will. 

Com. You are goodly things, you voices! 

Men. You have made 

Good work, you and your cry ! — Shall us to the 
Com. 0, ay ; what else ? [Capitol 

[Exeunt Com. and Men. 
Sic . Go, masters, get you home, be not dismay’d ; 
These are a side, that would be glad to hav e 
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go home. 
And shew no sign of fear. 

1 Cit. The gods be good to us ! Come, masters, 
let’s home. Fever said, we were i’the wrong, when 
we banish’d him. 

2 Cit. So did we all. But come, let’s horns. 
[Exeunt Citizens. 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. [wealth 

Bru . Let’s to the Capitol: — ’Would, half my 
Would buy this for a lie I 
Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — A Camp ; at a small distance from 
Rome. 

Enter Aufidius, and his Lieutenant. 

Auf. Do they still fly to the Roman ? 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft’s in him ; but 
Your soldiers use him a$ the grace ’fore meat, 

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ; 

And you are darken’d in this action, sir, 

Even by your own. 

Auf. 1 cannot help it now ; 

Unless, by using means, Maine the foot 
Of our design. He bears himself more .proud tier 
Even to my person, than I thought lie would. 

When first l did embrace him ; Vet his nature 
In that’s no changeling : and I, must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Vet l wish, sir, 

(I mean for your particular,) von had not 
Join’d in commission with him : but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well ; and be thou sure, 
When he shall come to ills account, he knows not 
What I can urge against him. Although it seems. 
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly 
And shews good husbandry for the Volcian state, 
Fights di agon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which shall break his neck, or ha 2 ard inin 
Whene’er we come to our account [Rome 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he’ll carry 
Auf. All places yield to him, ere he sits down 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 

The senators, and patricians, love him too : 

The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. I think, he’ll? be to Rome. 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
B sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even : whether 'twas pride, 
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Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man; whether defect of judgment 
To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of ; or %vhether nature, 
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Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the casque to the cushion, but commanding 


peace 

Even with the same austerity and garb 
As he controll’d the war : but, one of these, 
f As he hath spices of them all, not all, 

For 1 dare so far free him,) made him fear’d, 

So hated, and so banish’d : But he has a merit 
To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time; 

And power, unto itself most commendable, 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. 

One tire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail; 
Rights by rights fouler, strength by strengths, do faiL 
Come, let’s away. When, Caius, Rome is thine. 
Thou art poor's! of all; then shortly art thou mine. 

' [Exeunt. 

ACT. 7. 


Scene I. — Rome. A Public Place. 

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, 
and others. 

Fllnotgo: you hear what he hath said. 
Which was sometime his geueral ; who lov’d him 
In a most dear particular. He call’d me, father ; 
but what o’ that? Go, you that banish’d him, 

A mile before his teut fall down, and kneel 
1 he way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy’d 
1 o hear Cominius speak, I’ll keep at home. 

Com. He would not seem to know me. 

/y en ' ... Dk> yon hear ? 

tom. Yet one time, he did call me by my name : 
I urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
1 oat vve have bled together, Coriolanus 
He would not answer to : forbad all names; 

He was a kind of nothing, titleless, 

he had forg’d himself a name i’ the fire 
Oi burning Rome. 

3 fen. ' YV hy, so ; you have made good work : 

A pair of tribunes that have rack’d for Rome, 

I o make coals cheap : A noble memory I 
Com. I minded him, how royal ’twas to pardon, 
W hen it was less expected : He replied, - 

I t was a bare petition of a state 
lo one whom they had punish’d. 

r to Very well ; 

Could lie say less ? 

Com. I oifer’d to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was. 

He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Ut noisome, musty chaff: He said, ’twas folly, 
ror one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt. 

And still to nose the offence. 
shen. For one poor grain 

Hr tv ™ ; / am one 0 f those ; his mother, wife, 

His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the 
grains : 

a i° U nr 1i^ ie must y chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you. 
f ft? Na y>P™r> be patient : If you refuse your aid 
{ 1 so never-heeded help, yet do not 

UT u d k US mth 0Ur distress - -Bat, sure, if you 
VVould be your country’s pleader, vour good tongue 
More than the instant army we can make, * 
our countryman. 

No; I’ll not meddle. 

Sic. I pray you, go to him. 

n*' n . . A ._ , What should I do ? 

r ® u ; mak ? ft? 1 what F° lJr ^ve can do 

r oi Rome, towards Marcius. 

Rptnr!! iM6 r • ♦ WelWl say that Marcius 
Ketura me, as Cominius is return’d 
JJnlieard ; what then? — ’ 

Byt as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness ? Say’t be so ? 


Vet yonr good will 
Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure 
As you intended well. 

Men. I’ll undertake it : 

I think, he’ll hear me. ^ Yet to bite his lip. 

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 

He was not taken well ; he had not din’d : 

The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
.To give^ or to forgive ; but, when we have stuff’d 
J hese pipes and these conveyancers of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore I’ll watch 
1 ill he be dieted to my request, [him 

And then I’ll set upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into his kindness. 
And cannot lose your way. 

g ^ G aL *+ n r i .p ood foftb. I’ll prove him. 
opeed how it will. I shall ers long have knowledge 
Of ray success. 

tom. He’ll never bear him. 

Sic. 

Com . I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as ’twould burn Rome ; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel’d before him : 

1 was very faintly he said. Rise; dismiss’d me 

1 hus, with his speechless hand : What he would do. 
He sent in writing after me ; what he would not. 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 
oo, that all hope is vain, 

Unless his noble mother, and his wife ; 

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country. Therefore, let’s hence. 

And with our lair entreaties haste them on. [Exeunt. 

S ° ENE U-— An advanced Post of the Volcian 
Lamp before Rome. The f/uard at their stations. 

Enter to them Menenius. 

1 G. Stay : Whence are you ? 

v ■, Stand, and go. back. 

Men. You guard like men ; ’tis well : But, br 
your leave, J 

I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

\p‘ From whence? 

fnv \ From Rome. 

1 Cr. i ou may not pass, you must return ; our 
general 

W ill no more hear from thence. 

2G. You’ll see your Rome embrac’d with fire, 

I Von 11 speak with Coriolanus. [before 

Men. Good my friends, 

7 5 ? U A a - ve y- h . ear ? y° ar ^m?ral talk of Rome, 

And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks. 

My name hath touch’d your ears : it is Menenius. 

J (x. he it so; go back : the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. J 

3fen . I tell thee, fellow. 

Thy general is my lover : I have been 
1 he book of his good acts, whence men hare read 
His fame unparallel’d, haply, amplified: 

For I have ever verified my friends, * 

wi ‘ h ad tlie size that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer: nay, sometimes 
Hike to a bowl upon a subtle ground, 

L: a ^ e tabled past the throw; and in his praise 

lLsVh a Te S leaveTp^ aSing = therefore ’ feIIow > 

t * 1 Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf, as you have uttered words in your own, 
yon should not pass here: no, though it were as 
vmtuous to he as to live chastely. Therefore, go back. 

reraem ber my name is 
general ^ a ways Actionary on the party of yonr 

2 G. Howsoever yon have been his liar, (as you 
y y° u have,) I am one that, telling true under him, 

UUlSt 8ft V . tAn AunviAi flFlL i . * 


wmtywujug true unaerxun 
!Lyh y °\™A™\ P * ss ' therefore, go hack. 
Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell? for I would 
not speak with him till after dinner. 
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G. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men . I am as thy general is. 

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have push’d out your gates the 
very defender of them, and, in a violent popular 
ignorance, given your enemy your shield, think to 
front his revenges with the easy groans of old 
women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or 
with the palsied intercession of such a decayed do- 
pant as you seem to be ? Can you think to blow out 
the intended fire your city is ready to flame in, with 
such weak breath as this? No, you are deceived ; 
therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for your ex- 
ecution : you are condemned, our general has sworn 
you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, 
he would use me with estimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for you. Back, I say, 
go, lest I let forth your half pint of blood back, 
— that’s the utmost of your having : back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, — 

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. What’s the matter 

Men. Now, you companion, I'll say an errand 
for you ; you shall know now, that I am in estima- 
tion ; you shall perceive, that a Jack guardaut cannot 
office me from my son Coriolanus : guess, hut by 
my entertainment with him, if thou stand’st not i’ 
the state of hanging, or of some death more long in 
spectatorship, and crueller in suffering; behold now 
presently, and swoon for what’s to come upon thee. 
— The glorious gods sit in hourly synod about thy 
particular properity, and love thee no Worse than 
thy old father Menenius does 1 0, my son! my son ! 
thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here’s 
water to quench it. I was hardly moved to come 
to thee; but being assured, none but royself could 
move thee, l have been blown out of your gates 
with sighs; and conjure thee to pardon Home, and 
thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods as- 
suage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this 
varlet here ; this, who, like a block, hath denied my 
access to thee. 

Cor. Away! 

Me % How ! away ! 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are serv anted to others: Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volcian breasts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrateforgetfulness shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, be gone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, lor I lov’d thee, 
Take. this along; I writ it for thy sake, 

{Gives a letter.) 

And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 
t will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my beiov’d in Rome : yet thou behoid’st — 

Auf. You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

1 G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 G. *Tis a spell, you see, of much power : You 

know the way home again. • 

1 G. Do you hear how we are shent foi* keeping 
your greatness back? 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to swoon ? 

Men. I neither care for the world, nor your ge- 
neral : for such things as you, I can scarce think 
there’s any, you are so slight He that hath a will 
to die by himself ? fears it not from another. Let 
your general do his worst. For you, be that you 
are, long; and your misery increase with your age ! 
I say to you, as I was said to, Away I [Exit. 

1 G. A noble fellow, I Warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the 
rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt. 


Scene 111.— The Tent of Coriolanus^ 

Enter Coriolanus, Aufidius, and others. 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our host.— My partner in this action, . 
You must report to the Volcian lords, how plainly 
I have borne this business. 

Auf. Only their ends 

You have respected ; stopp’d yoar ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome, 
Lov’d me above the measure of a father; 

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to send him ; for whose old love, I have 
(Though I shew’d sourly to him,) once more offer’d 
The first conditions, which they aid refuse. 

And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 

That thought he could do more ; a very little 
I have yielded too : Fresh embassies, and suits. 
Nor from the state, nor private friends,' hereafter 
Will I lend eat to. — Ha ! what shout is this ? 

(Shout within. 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time ’tis made? I will not. — 


Enter , in mourning habits , Virgilia, Volumnia, 
leading young Marcius, Valeria, and Atten- 
dants. 

My wife comes foremost ; then the honour’d mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The grand child to her blood. But, out, affection ! 
All bond and privilege of nature”, break ! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate.— 

What is that curtsy worth ? or those dove’s eyes. 
Which can make gods forsworn? — I nWt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others. — Mv mother bows; 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
! In supplication nod : and my young boy 
| Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great nature cries, Dewy no?. — Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; Til never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct; but stand. 

As if a man were author of himself. 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir. My lord and husband ! 

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in Rome. 
Vir. The sorrow, that delivers us thus chang’d. 
Makes you think so. 

Cor . Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out. 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh. 

Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say, 

For that, Forgive our Romans. — O, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 

Now by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since. — You gods! I prate. 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : Sink, my knee, i’ the earth ; 

[Kneels.) 

Of thy deep duty more impression shew 
Than that of commons sons. 

Vol. O, stand up bless’d ! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 

I kneel before thee ; and improperly 
Shew duty, as mistaken all the while * 

Between the child and parent ( Kneels 

Cor. What is this? 

Your knees to me? to your corrected son? 

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous wind 
Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fiery sun ; 
Murd’ring impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol. Thou art my warrior ; 

T holp to frame thee. Do you know tl is lady ? 

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola, 
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The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle. 

That’s carded by the frost from purest snow, 

And hang's on Dian’s temple : Dear Valeria 1 
Vol. This a poor epitome of yours. 

Which by the interpretation of full time 
May shew like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness ; that thou may’st prove 
To shame unvulnerable, and stick, i’ the. wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw, 

And saving those that eye thee I 
VoL Your knee, sirrah. 

Cor . That’s my brave boy. 

VoL Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself, 
re snitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace : 

Or, if you’d ask, remember this before ; 

The things, I have forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome’s mechanics :—-Tell me not 
Wherein l seem unnatural : Desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 

VoL 0, no more, no more.’ 

You have said, you will not grant us any thing; 

For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask: 

That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness: therefore hear us. 

Cor. Anfidius, and you Voices, mark ; for we’ll 
Bear nought from Rome in private. — Your request?- 
VoL Should we be silent and not speak, our rai 
ment, 

And state of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led since tlvy exile. Think with thyaelf, 
Hmv more unfortunate than all living women * 

Are we come hither: since that thy sight, which 
should 

Make our eyes How with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, 

Ooasrrniiis them weep, and shake with fear and 
sorrow ; 

Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
1 he son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we, 

Thine enmity’s most capital : thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy : For how can we, 

Alas ! how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we are bound; together with thy victory, 
Whereto we are hound? Alack ! or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse ; or else thy person. 

Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had * 

Our wish, which side should win : for either thou 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With, manacles thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin : 

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children’s blooa. For myself, son, 

1 purpose not to wait on fortune, till 

These wars determine: if I cannot persuade thee 

Rather to shew a noble grace to both parts, 

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country, than to tread 
Trust to’t, thou shaft not,) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vir. Ay, and on mine. 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy He shall not tread on me ; ) 

i’ll rue away till I am bigger, but then I’ll fight ! 

Cor. Not of a woman’s tenderness to be, 

Requires nor child nor woman’s face to see. 

I have sat too lopg. (Rising.) 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it vyere so, that our request did tend 
%o «»ve the Romans, thereby to destroy 


The Voices whom you serve, yon might condemn ui 
As poisonous of you* honour : jSfo; our suit 
Is. that you reconcile them : while the Voices 
May say. This mercy ive have shelv'd; the Romans, 
This ive received; and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry. Be bless' d 
For making up this peace . Thou know’st, great son 
The end of war’s uncertain ; but this certain, 

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 
Whuse repetition will be dogg’d with curses ; 
Whosexhropicle thus writ, — The man was noble , 
But with his last attempt he wip'd it out ; 
Destroy'd his country ; and his name remains 
To the ensuing age , abhorr'd. Speak to me, son s 
Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’the air. 

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak, Why dost not speak? 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ? — Daughter, speak you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons. — There is no man in the 
world 

More bound to his mother; yet here he lets me prate, 
Like one i’the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Shew’d thy dear mother any courtesy ; 

When she, (poor hen !) fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request’s unjust, 
And spurn me back: But, if it be not so. 

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou restrain’st from me the duty, which 
To a mother’s part belongs. — He turns away ; 

Dowrf, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees. 

To his surname Coriolanus ’longs more pride. 

Than .pity to our prayers. Down ; an end ; 

This is the last ; — So we will home to Rome, 

And die among our neighbours. — Nay, behold us* 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship 
Does reason our.petition with more Strength 
Than thou hast to deny't.-— Come, let us go ; 

This fellow had a Volcian to his mother j 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him bv chance : — Yet give us our despatch :] 

I am hush’d until our city be afire, 

And then I’ll speak a little. 

Cor. < 0 mother, mother ! 

(Holding Volumnia by the hands , silent.) 
What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother I O I 
You have won a happy victory to Rome : 

But, for your sou, — believe it, 0 believe it, , 

Most dangerously, you have with him prevail’d. 

If not most mortal to him. But, let it come : — 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

111 frame convenient peace. Now, good Anfidius, 
Were you in my stead, say, would you have heard 
A mother less ? or granted less, Aufidius ? 

Auf I was mov’d withal. 

I dare be sworn, you were 
And, sir, it is no little thing, to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion* But, good sir, 
What peace you’ll make, advise me : For my part, 
I’ll not to Rome, I’ll back with you ; and pray you. 
Stand to me in this cause. — O mother ! wife 1 
Auf. I am glad, thou hast set thy mercy and th 
honour 

At difference in thee : out of that I’ll work 
Myself a former fortune. ^ (AsiufeJ 

(The Ladies make signs to Coriolanus*\ 
Cor • Ay, by and by ; 

. . (To Volumnia, Virgilia, jjfc. 

But we will drink together ; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, » 
On like conditions, will have counter-seal’d. 
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Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built vou : all the swords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt. 

Scene IY .-—Rome. A public Place* 

Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

Men. See you yond’ coign o' the Capitol ; yond’ 
comer-stone? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your littier finger, there is some hope the ladies of 
Rome, especially his mother, may prevail with him. 
Rut I sav, there is no hope in’t; our throats are 
sentenced, and stay upon execution. 

Sic. Is’t possible, that so short a time can alter 
the condition of a man ? 

Men. There is differency between a grub, and 
a butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub, This 
Marcius is grown from man to dragon: he has 
wings ; he’s more than a creeping thing. 

Sic* Re loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me ; and he uo more rememhers 
Ins mother now, than an eight year old horse. The 
tartness of his face sours ripe grapes. When he 
walks, he moves like an engine, and the ground 
shrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce a 
corslet with his eye ; talks like a knell, and nis hum 
is a battery. He sits in his state, as a thing made 
.for Alexander. What he bids be done, is finished 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god but 
eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from him : There is 
no more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male 
tiger; that shall our poor city find : and all this is 
long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unta ns l 

Men. No, in such a case the gods will not be 
good unto us. When we banish’d him, we respect- 
ed not them: and he, returning to break our necks, 
they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger* 

Mess. Sir, if you’d save your life, fly to your house ; 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 

They’ll give him death by inches. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sic. What’s the news ? 

Mess. Good news, good news the ladies have 
prevail’d, 

The Voices are dislog’d, and Marcius gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. ' ' Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain 7 

Mess. As certain, as I know the sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it ? 
Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown tide. 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark 
you 

[Trumpets and hautbois sounded \ and drum 
beaten , all together. Shouting also within. 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 
Tambors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 
Make the sun dance. Hark you ! ( Shouting again.) 
.. Men. m This is good news : 

r I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
la vmrth of consuls, senators, patricians, 

A city lull ; of tribunes, such as you, 

A sea and land full: You have pray’d well to-day ; 
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I’d not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ! 

( Shouting and music.) 

Sic* First, the gods bless you for your tidings: 
Accept my thankfulness. [next, 

Mess. Sir, we have all 


Great cause to give great thanks. 

Sic. . They are near the city * 

Mess. Almost at point to enter. 

Sic. We will meet them. 

And help the joy, {Going.) 

Enter the Ladies , accompanied by Senators t 
Patricians , and People. They pass over r/it. 
Stage. 

I Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome : 
Call ail your tribes together, praise the gods. 

And make triumphant fires ; strew fiowers before 
them : 

Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius : 

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother; 

Cry,— Welcome, ladies, welcome !-— 

All. ' * Welcome, ladies 1 

Welcome ! (A Jlourish with drums and trumpets.) 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Antium . A public place. 

Enter Tullus AuPiDitis, with Attendants . 
Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here 
Deliver them this paper : having read it. 

Bid them repair to the market-place, where I, 

Even in theirs and in the commons’ cars. 

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse, 

The city ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words : Despatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants 


Enter three or four Conspirators oj Aujidiu's 
factions . 

Most welcome ! 

1 Con. How is it with our general? 

Auf. ' Even so, 

As with a man by his own alms empoison’d, 

And with his charity slain. 

2 Con. _ Most noble sir, 

If you do hold the same intent, wherein 

Y ou wish'd us parties, we’ll deliver yon 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell : 

We must proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilst 
’Twixt you there’s difference ; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

Auf I know it ; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais’d him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth : Who being so heighten’^ 
He water’d his new plants with dews of flatten 
Seducing so my friends : and, to this end, 

He bow’d his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, nnsvvayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness. 

When he did stand for consul, which he lost, 

By lack of stooping. 

Auf. That I Would have spoke of : 

Being bauish’d for’t, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife his throat : I took him ; 
Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish. 

My best and freshest men ; serv’d his designments 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame, 

Which he did end ail his ; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner; and^ 

He wag’d me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my lord : 

The army marvell’d at it. And, in the last. 

When he had carried Rome ; and that we look’d 
For no less spoil, than glory, — 

Auf There was it; 

For which my sinews shall be stretch’d upon bin,* 
At a few drops of women’s rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action : Therefore shall he die. 
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And HI renew me in his fall. But, hark I 

{Drums and trumpets sound, with great 
shouts of the people. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter’d like a post, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns. 
Splitting the air with noise. 

2 Con. And patient fools, 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear, 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage. 

Ere he express himself, or move the people 

With what he would say, let him feel your sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 

After your way his tale pronounc’d shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 


His reasons with his body. 
Auf. 

Here come the lords. 


Say no more ; 


Enter the Lords of the City. 

Lords . You are most welcome* 

Auf. I have not deserv’d it ; 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d 
What I have written to you ? 

Lords. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 

What faults he made before the last, I think, 

Might have found easy fines : but there to end. 
Where he was to begin: and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge ; making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding; This admits no excuse. 

Auf. lie approaches, you shall hear him. 

Euler Coriolajstus, with drums and colours; a 
crowd of Citizens with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am return’d your soldier ; 

No more infected with my country’s love. 

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
I'nd'er your great command. You are to know. 
That prosperously 1 have attempted, and 
With bloody passage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought 
home. 

Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 

The charges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no less honour to the Antiates, 

Than shame to the Romans : And we here deliver, 
Subscribed Joy the consuls and patricians, 

Together with the seal o’ the senate what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. , ^ Read it not, nome lords ; 

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
He hath abus’d your powers. 

Cor. Traitor ! — How now ? — 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor. Marcius f 

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; Dost thou think 
I’ll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
Coriolanus in Corioli?— 

You lords anddieads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and given up, 

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome 
[I say, your city,! to his wife and mother: 

Breaking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 

wnr- hut at his nurse’s tears 
your victory; 
it him, and men of heart 
ich at other. 

Hear’st thou, Mars? 
t not the god. thou boy of tears, — 

‘ Ha! 


Auf. No more. 

Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my hmtf 

Too great for what contains it Boy 1 O slave l 

Pardon me, lords, ’tis the first time that ever 
I was forc’d to scold. Your judgments, my grave 
lords, 

Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impress’d on him; that must 
bear 

My beating to his grave;) shall join to thrust 
I he lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speafc 

Cor. Cut me to pieces. Voices: men and lads, 

Stain all your edges on me. — Boy I False liound ! 

If you have writ your annals true, ’tis there, 

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Flutter’d your voices in Corioli ; 

Alone I did it. — Boy 1 
Auf. Why, noble lords. 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 

Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart 
’Fore your ow T n eyes and ears ? 9 

Con. Let him die for \ (* Several speak at once.) 
. Cit. {Speaking promiscuously.) Tear him to 
pieces, do it presently. He killed my son:— my 
daughter;— He killed my cousin Marcus;— he killed 
my father. — 

2 Lord. Peace, ho; — no outrage -peace 
The man is noble, and Ins fame folds in 
This orb o’ the earth. His last offence to us 
Shall have judicious hearing.— Stand, Aufidius, 

And trouble not the peace. 

t O, ^at * had him, 
With six Aimdmses, or more, his tribe, 

To use my lawful sword ! 

, . Insolent villain I 

Cow. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

{Aufidius and the Conspirators draws 
and kill Coriolanus , who falls , and 
Aufidius stands on him.) 

L ° r / S - ,, Hold, hold, hold, hold 

Aid. My noble masters, hear me speak. 

1 Lord. O Tullus _ 

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour 

will weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him.— Masters all, be 

quiet; 

Put up your swords. [ ra „. e 

Auf. My lords, when you shall know (as in this 
Proyok d by him, you cannot,) the great danger 
i Which this man’s life did owe you, you’ll rejoice 
1 hat he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
lo call me to your senate. I’ll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

1 Lord. Bear from hence bis body, 

And mourn you for him : let him be regarded 
As the most noble corse, that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

His own impatience 
lakes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 

Let s make the best of it. 

*A U {’ . . My rage is gone. 

And I am struck with sorrow.— Take him up;— 
Help three o’ the chiefest soldiers ; I’ll be one^- 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully: 

Trail your steel pikes.— Though in this city he 
vxru- tmchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

■Vet he shall have a noble memory.— 

Assist. [ Exeunt , bearing the body of Cortdamm 
A dead march Mounded. 
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Of this tragedy ' many particular passages deserve regard, and the contention and reconcilement of Bratus and 
Cassius is universally celebrated; but I have never been strongly agitated in perusing it, and think it somewhat 
cold aud unaliecting, compared with some other of Shakspeare’s- plays : his adherence to the real story, and to tho 
Roman manners, seems to have impeded the natural vigour of his genius. Johnson* 
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ACT I. 

Scene 1. — Rome. A Street. 

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a Rabble of 
Citizens. 

Flav, Hence ; home, you idle creatures, get you 
home ; 

Is this a holiday? What! know you not, 

Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 

Upon a labouring clay, without the sign 

Of your profession?-— Speak, what trade art thou? 

1 Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? — 

You, sir ; what trade are you ? 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I 
am but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? Answer me 
directly. 

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with 
a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender 
of bad soals. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 

2 Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
me : yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that? Mend me, 
thou saucy fellow ? 

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2 Cit. Trulv, sir, all that I live by is, with the awl : 
I meddle with no tradesman’s matters, nor women’s 
matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon 
to old shoes ; when they are in great danger, I re- 
cover them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats- 
leather, have gone upon my handy- work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets? 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get 
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make 
holiday, to see Caesar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 
Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 
he home ? ^ 

What tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot- wheels ? 

You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 
things! 

0, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have yon climb'd up to walls and battlements,- 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney- tops, 

Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-Iong-day, with patient expectation. 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome * 


And, when you saw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an universal shout. 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks. 

To hear the replication of your sounds. 

Made in her concave shores ? 

And do you cow put on your best attire ? 

And do you now cull out a holiday ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his wav,* 

That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood ? 

Be gone ; 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees. 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 

Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most . exalted shores of all. 

_ [Exeunt Citizens, 

See, whe’r their basest metal be not mov’d ; 

They vanish, tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol; 

This way will I : Disrobe the images. 

If von do find them deck’d with ceremonies. 

Mar. May we do so ? 

You know, jt is the feast of Lupercal. 

Flav. It is no matter; let no images 
Be hung with Caesar’s trophies. ITl about. 

And drive away the vulgar from the streets. 

So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers, pluck’d from Caesar’s wing 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 

Who else would soar above the view of men. 

And keep us all in servile tearfulness. [Exeunt, 

Scene II .—The same . A public Place . 
Enter, in procession , with tnusic, Caesar ; Antony, 
for the course; Calphurnia, Portia, Decius, 
Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casca, a great 
Crowd folloioing ; among them a Soothsayer , 
Cess. Calphurnia, — 

Casca. Peace, ho ! Caesar speaks. (Music ceases.) 
Coes. Calphurnia, — 

Cal. Here, my lord. 

Cess . Stand you directly in Antonius’ way. 

When he doth run his course. — Antonius., 

Ant. Caesar, ray lord. 

Cess. Forget not ? in your speed, Antonius, 

To touch Calphurnia: tor our elders say. 

The barren, touched in this holy chase. 

Shake off their steril curse. ' 

Ant. I shall remember: 

When Caesar says, Do this, it is perform’d. 

Cess. Set on, and leave no ceremony out. (Music), 




JULIUS CiESAR. 


Sooth . Csesar. 

Cas. Ha! Who calls? 

Cascct. Bid every noise be still : — Peace yet ogam, 
[Music ceases.) 

Cas . Who is it in the press, that calls^ on me ? 
f hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 

Cry, Csesar ; Speak ; Csesar is turn’d to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. . 

C&g, What man is that r 

Bru. A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of 
March. 

Cas. Set him before me, let me see his face. 

Cas. Fellow, come from the throng: Look upon 
Caesar. 

Cas. What say’st thou to me now ? Speak once 
again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Cas. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him: — pass. 

[Senet. Exeunt all but Bru. and Cas • 
Cas. Will you go see the order of the course ? 
Bru. Not I. 

Cas. I pray you, do. 

Bru. I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 

I'll leave yon. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late : 

I have not from your eyes that gentleness, 

And she w of love, as I was wont to have : 

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassius, 

Be not deceiv’d : If I have veil’d my look, 
t turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 

Of late, with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 

Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviours: 
But let not therefore my good friends be grieved ; 
(Among which number, Cassius, be you one;) 

Nor construe any further my neglect. 

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 

Forget the shews of love to other men. 

Cas . Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your 
passion ; 

By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 

Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ? 

Bru. No, Cassius: for the eye sees not itself. 

But by reflection, by some other things. 
Cte.Tisjustr 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 

That you might see your shadow. I have heard. 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 

(Except immortal Caesar,) speaking of Brutus, 

And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, 

Have wish’d, that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 
Cassius, ’ 

That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me? 

Cs* .Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear : 
And, since you know you cannot see yon,rself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 

Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus;, 

Were l, a common laugher, or did use 
To state with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester ; if you know, 

That l do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after scandal them ; or if you know. 

That I profess myself in banqueting 
To all the* rout, th en hold me dangerous. 

( Flourish , and shout.) 
Bru. What means this shouting ? Ido fear, the 
people 

Cihooae Cflesar for their king. 


Ca's. Ay, do you fear it? 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 

Bru. I would not, Cassius ; yet I love him well:— 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long? 

What is it that you would impart to me ? 

If it be aught toward the general good, 

Set honour in one eye, and death i’the other. 

And I will look on both indifferently : 

For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 

As well as I do know your outward favour. 

Well, honour is the subject of my story.— 

I cannot tell, what you and other meu 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 

I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 

I was born free as Caesar ; so were you: 

We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter’s cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores, 

Caesar said to me, Barest thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry Jlood, 

And swim to yonder point ? — Upon the word. 
Accouter'd as I was, 1 plunged in. 

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar’d ; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside. 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d, 

Caesar cry’d. Help me, Cassius , or I sink . 

I, as iEneas, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon liis shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Caesar: And this man 
Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body. 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did shake : ’tis true, this god did shake: 
His coward lips did from their colour fly ; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world. 
Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 
Alas 1 it cried, Give me some drink, Titinim , 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper should 
So get the start of the majestic world. 

And bear the palm alone. (Shout. Flourish .) 

Bru. Another general shout I 
I do believe, that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap’d on Csesar, 
Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow 
world. 

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates . 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars. 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus, and Caesar : What should be in that Caesar? 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours ? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with them 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cmsar. (Shout} 
Now in the names of all the gods at once. 

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art sham’d ; 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ? 
When could they say, till now, that talk’d of Room 
That her wide walks encompass’d but one man? 
Now in it Rome indeed, and room enough. 

When there is in it but one only man. 

0 ! you and I have heard our fathers say, - 
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There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim: 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, 

I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would no t, so with love I might entreat you, 

Re any further mov’d. What yon have said, 

1 will consider ; what you have to say, 

I will with patience hear: and find a time 
Both meet to hear,, and answer, such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ; 

Brutus had rather be a villager, 

Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
(J nder these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cas. I am glad, that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much shew of fire from Brutus. 

Re-enter Cjesar, and his Train . 

Bru. The games are done, and Csesar is returning. 
Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-aay. 

Bru. I will do so : — But, look you, Cassius, 

The angry spot doth glow on Cmsar’s brow, 

And all the rest look like a chidden train ; 
Calphurnia’s cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes, 

As we have seen him in the Capitol, 

Being cross’d in conference by some senators. 

" Cas. Casca Ivill tell us what the matter is. 

Cces. Antonius. 

Ant. Caesar, 

Vies. Let me have men about me that are fat ; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’niglats: 

Y ond 1 Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 

He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Caesar, he’s not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Cats. ’Would he were fatter But I fear him not 
Yet, if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man 1 should avoid 

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 

He is a great observer, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays, 

As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music: 

Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort, 

As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spirit 
That conld be mov’d to smile at any thing. 

Such men as he be never at heart’s ease, 

Wiiiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

T rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear; for always I am Caesar. 

Rome on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 

And tell me truly what thou think’st of him. 

[Exeunt Caisar and his Train. Casca stays 
behind. 

Casca. You pull’d me by the cloak; Would you 
ipeak with me r 

Bru. Ay, Casca ; tell us what hath chanc’d to- day, 
That Caesar looks so sad ? 

Casca. Why, you were with him, were you not? 
Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath 
chanc’d. 

Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him : and 
being offered him, he put it by with the back of his 
hand, thus; and then the people fell a-shouting. 
Bru . What was the second noise for? 

Casca. Why, for that too . [for? 

Cas. They shouted thrice ; What was the last cry 
Casca. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown offer’d him thrice? 

Casca. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than the other; and at every put- 
ting by, mine honest neighbours shouted. 

Cos. Who offered him the crown ? 

'■Vmem. Why, Antony. 


Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hanged, as tell the mannei 
of it: it was mere foolery, 1 did not mark it I saw 
Mark Antony offer him a crown yet ’twas not . 
crown neither, ’twas one of these coronets j-^-and, a, 
I told you, he put it by once : but, for all that, to my 
thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he offered 
it to him again ; then he put it by again : but, to my 
thinking, he was very loath to lay his fingers off it 
And then he offered it the third time y he put it the 
third time by: and still as he refused it, the rabble- 
ment hooted, and clapped their chopped hands, and 
threw up their sweaty night-caps, and uttered such 
a deal of stinking breathlbecause Caesar refused the 
crown, that it had almost choked Caesar ; for lie 
swooned, and fell down at it: And for mine own part 
I durst not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and 
receiving the bad air. 

Cas. But, soft, I pray you : What ? Did Caesar 
swoon ? 

Casca . He fell down in the market-place, and 
foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 

Bru. ’Tis veiy like ; he hath the falling-sickness. 

Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I, 

And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you rneam by that; but, 
I am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people 
did not clap him and hiss him, according as he 
pleased and displeased them, as they use to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What said he, when he came unto himself? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refused the 
crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered 
them his throat to cut. — An I had been a man of any 
occupation, If I would not have taken him at a wordL 
I would I might go to hell among the rogues :— and 
so he fell. When he came to himself again, he said. 
If he had done or said any thing amiss, he desired 
their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three or 
four wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas, good soul! 
— and forgave him with all their hearts : But there’s 
no heed to be taken of them ; .if Caesar had stabbed 
their mothers, they would have done no less. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus sad, away I 

Casca. Ay. 

Cas. Did Cicero say any thing ? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what efiect? 

Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I’ll ne’er look you 
i’the face again: But those, that understood him, 
smiled at one another, and shook their heads; but, 
for my own part, it Was Greek to me. I could tell 
you more news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pull- 
ing scarfs off Caesar’s images, are put to silence. 
Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if I 
conld remember it. 

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca? 

Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner worth the eating. 

Cas. Good ; I will expect you. 

Casca. Do so: Farewell, both. [Exit* 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cas . So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise 
However he puts on this tardy torm. 

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit. 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave yea; 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 

I will come home to you : or, if you will, 

Come home with me, ana I will wait for you, 

Cas. I will do so : — till then, think of the world. 

[Exit Brutus 

Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see, 

Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
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From that it is dispos’d : Therefore Tis- meet 
.That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 

For who so firm, that cannot be seduc’d ? 

Caesar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus : 

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 

He should not humour me, 1 will this night, 

In several hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from several citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at: 

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ; 

For we shall shake him, or worse days endure. [Exit* 


Scene III . — The same. A Street. 


Thunder and lightning . Enter, frgm opposite sides , 
Casca, with his sword drawn, and Cicero. 
Cic. Good even, Casca : Brought you Caesar 
home ? 

Why are you breathless V and why stare you so ? 
Casca. Are not you mov’d, when all the sway of 
earth 

Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? 0 Cicero, 

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv’d the knotty oaks ; and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam. 

To be exalted with the threat’ning clouds : 

But never till to-night, never tiH now, 

Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 

Either there is a civil strife in heaven ; 

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 

Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful ? 
Casca . A common slave (you know him well by 


Held up his left 


sTeftiand , which did flame, and burn 


Like twenty torches join’d ; and yet his hand. 
Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d. 


Besides, (I have not since put up my sword,) 


Against the Capitol I met a lion. 

Who glar’d upon me, and went surly by, 

Without annoying me : And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear • who swore, they saw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 

And, yesterday, the. bird of night did sit, 

Even at noon day, upon the marketplace, 

Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say. 

These are their reasons,— They are natural ; 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time : 

But men may construe things after their fashion, 
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. 
Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Casca . He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 

Cic • Good night then, Casca : this disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in, 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicero. 


Enter Cassius. 


Cos. Who’s there? 

Casca. A Roman. 

Cas . Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night 
is this ? 

Cas. A very pleasant night to honest men. 

Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so? 
Cas. Those, that have known the earth so full oF 
faults. 

For my part, I have walk’d about the streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 

4nd, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see, 

Have my l)0S0m to the thunder-stone : 
And^when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open 
I he breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even m the aim and very flash of it. * 


Casca. But wherefore did joti so much tempt thf 
heavens? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cas. You are dull, Casca ; aud those sparks o* 
life 

That should be in a Roman, you do want, 

Or else you use not: You look pale, and gaze. 

And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder, 

m - _ .. i ' i i. 


To see the strange impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would consider the true cause. 


But if you would consider the true cause. 

Why ail these fires, why all these gliding ghosts. 
Why birds, and beasts, from quality and kind ; 
Why old men, fools, and children calculate ; 

Why all these things change, from their ordinance. 
Their natures, and pre-formed faculties, 

To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find, 

That heaven hath infus’d them with these spirits 
To make them instruments of tear and warning, 
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol : 

A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 

In personal action ; yet prodigious grown, 

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. ’Tis Caesar that you mean : Is it not, Cas- 


Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have the wes and limbs like to their ancestors , 

But, woe the while 1 our father’s minds are dead, 
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits ; 

Our yoke and stifle ranee shew us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Caesar as a king : 

And he shall wear Ins crown by sea, and land. 

In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cas. I know where I will wear this dagger then; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius ; 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong-1 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass. 

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron. 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit; 

But life, being weary of these wordly bars. 

Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

If I know this, know all the world besides, 

That part of tyranny that I do bear, 

1 can shake off at pleasure. 

Casca. So can I ; 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why should Csesar be a tyrant then? 
Poor man I I know, he would not be a wolf. 

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak straws : What trash is Rome, 
What rubbish, and what ofial, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 


So vile a thing as Caesar ? But, O grief! 

Where hast thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak thii 


v v were nasi mou iea me r l, perhaps, speafc this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know 
My answer must be made : But I am arm’d. 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. You speak to Casca: and to such a nm 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand: 

Be factious for redress of all these griefs : 

And I will set this foot of mine as far. 

As who goes farthest. 

Cas. , There’s a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov’d already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Roman*, 

To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 

And I do know, by this, they stay for me 
InPompey’s porch : For now, this fearful nigh^ 
There is no stir, or walking in the streets ; 

And the complexion of the element 
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is favour’d, like the work we have in hand. 

Most bloody, 'fiery, and most terrible. 

Enter Cinna. 

Casca. Stand close awhile, for here conies one in 
haste. 

Gas . ’Tis Cinna ? I do know him by his gait; 

He is a friend.— Cinna, where haste you so? 

Gin. To find out you : Who’s that? Metellus 
Cimber? 

Gas. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? 

Gin. I am glad on’t. What a fearful night is this ? 
There’s two or three of us have seen strange sights. 
Gas . Am I not staid for, Cinna? Tell me.* 

Bin. Yes, 

You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 
The noble Brutus to Our party — 

Gas. Be you content : Good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the praetor's chair, 

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at his window : set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus’ statue : all this done. 

Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find us. 
Is Deeius; Brutus, and Trebonius, there ? 

» Gin . All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I wall hie, 

And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Gas. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre. 

[Exit Cinna. 

Come, Casca, yon and I will yet, ere day, 

Bee Brutus at his house : three parts of him 
Is ours already ; and the man entire, 

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people’s hearts; 
And that which would appear offence in us. 

His countenance, like richest alchymy, 

Will change to virtue, and to worthiness. 

■Gas. Him, and his worth, and our great need of 
him, 

You have, right well conceited. Let us go, 

For it is after midnight ; and, ere day, 

We will awake him, and be sure of him. [Exeunt* 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — The same. Brutus's Orchard. 
Enter Brutus. 

Bru. What, Lucius! hoi — 

I cannot, by the progress of the stars, 

Give guess how near to day.— Lucius, T say! — 
l would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Lucius, when? Awake, I say: Vvhat Lu- 
cius? 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call’d yon, my lord ? 

Bru . Get me a taper in my study, Lucius: 

When it is lighted, come ana call me here. 

Luc. 1 will, my lord. [ Exit 

Bru. It must be by his death : and, for my part, 

I know no personal cause to spurn at him, 

But for the general. He would be crown’d : — > 
How that might change his nature, there’s the 
question. 

It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder: 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ? — 
. That ; — 

A nd then ? I grant, we put a sting in him. 

That at his will he may do danger with. 

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power: And, to speak truth of Caesar, 
l have not known when his affections sway’d 
More than his reason* But ’tis a common proof, 
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 

Whereto the climber- upward turns his face * 

But when he once attains the up most round. 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Loots in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which ne did ascend * Bo Caesar may ; 


Then, lest be may, prevent And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is. 

Fashion it thus : that what he as, augmented. 

Would run to tnese, and these extremities: 

And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg, 

Which, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mi*chb« 
vous, 

And kill him in the shell. 

Re-enter Luciua. 

Luc. The taper burneth in your closet, toff. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal’d up; and, I am sure. 

It did not lie there, when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is now day. 

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March f 
Luc. I know not, sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word* 
Luc . I will, sir. _ [ Exit. 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air. 

Give so much light that J may read by them. 

( Opens the letter , and reads.) 
Brutus , thou sleep' st; awake , and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, $*<?. Speak , strike , redress l 
Brutus, thou sleep' st ; aiuake , — 

Such instigations have been often dropp’d 
Where I have took them up. 

Shall Rome , &c. Thus must I piece it out; 

Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe ? What? 
Rome? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king. 
Speak , strike, redress l — Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike? 0 Rome! I make thee 
promise, 

If the redress^ will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus I 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 

{Knock within.) 
Bru. Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody knocks. 

[Exit Lucius. 

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar, 

I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : * 

The genius, and the mortal instruments, 

Are then in council; and the state of man. 

Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, tis your brother Cassius at the door. 
Who doth desire to see you. 

Bru. Is be alone? 

Luc. No, sir; there are more with him. 

Bru. Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, sir; their hats are pluck’d about thei* 
ears, 

And half their faces buried in their cloaks, 

That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter. 

[Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. 0 conspiracy! 

Sham’st thou to shew thy dangerous brow by night, 
When evils are most free? 0, then, by day, 

Where wilt thou fi nd a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, con- 
spiracy; 

Hide it in smiles, and affability : 

For if thou path thv native semblance on, 

Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metm^ 
lus Cimber, and Trebonius. 

Cos. I think we are too bold upon your rest: 
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Good-morrow, Brutus ; Do we trouble yon? I 

Bru . I have been up this hour; awake, all night 
Anew T these men, that come along with you ? I 
Cas. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here, ! 
But honours you: and every one doth wish. 

You had but that opinion of yourself. 

Which every noble Homan bears of you. 

This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Cas. This Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 

And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. . They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cas. Shall I entreat a word ? {They whisper.) 
Dec. Here lies the east : Doth not the day break 
Casca. No. [here ? 

Cin. 0, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines. 
That fret the clouds, are messengers of day. 

Casca. You shall confess, that you are both 
deceiv’d. 

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises ; 

Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 

Some two months hence, up higher to ward the north. 
He first presents his fire : and the high east ■ 

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men, 

The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse, — 

If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 

And every man hence to his idle bed; 

So let high- sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these, 

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women; then, countrymen, 
Wfcat need we any spur, but our own cause, 

To prick us to redress ? what other bond. 

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word. 
And will not palter? and what other oath, 

Than honesty to honesty engag’d. 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it? 

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous. 

Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs ; unto had causes swear 
Such creatures as men doubt: but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise. 

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 

To think, that, or our cause, or our performance. 

Did need an oath; when every drop of blood, 

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 

Is guilty o£ a several bastardy, 

If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pass’d from him. 

Cas. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him ? 

I think he will stand very strong with us. 

Casca. Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. # No, by no means. 

Met. O let us have him ; for his silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion. 

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds : 

It shall be said, his judgment rul’d our hands; 

Our youths i( and wildness, shall no whit appear, 

But all be buried in his gravity. [him; 

Bru 0. name him not; let ns jaot break with 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cas. Then leave him out. 

Casca. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be touch’d, but onlv 
Caesar? J 

Vos. Decius, well urg’d I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well belov’d of Caesar, 

Should outlive Caesar; We shall find of him 
A %-hrewd contriver ; and, yon know, his means, 

If he improve them, may well stretch so far, * 


As to annoy us all ; which to prevent. 

Let Antony, and Caesar, fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody,' Caius 
Cassius, 

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards ; 

For Antony is but a limb of Caesar. 

Let us be sacrifice rs, but no butchers, Caius. 

We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar; 

And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 

O, that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit, 

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 

Caesar must bleed for it I And, gentle friends. 

Let’s |ill him boldly, but not wrathfully 
Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods. 

Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds : 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 

Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 

And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 

Which so appearing to the common eyes. 

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers. 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 

For he can do no more than Caesar’s arm, 

When Caesar’s bead is off. 

Cas. Yet I do fear him ; ’ 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caesar, — 

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him 
If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself ; take thought, ant) die for Caesar : 

And that were much he should ; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and much company. 

Treh. There is no fear in him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

{Clock strikes^ 

Bru. Peace, count the clock. 

Cas. 4 The clock hath stricken three. 

Treh. ’Tis time to part. 

Cas. * But it is doubtful yet, 

Whe’r Caesar will come forth to-day, or uo; 

For he is superstitious grown of late ; 

Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies; 

It may be, these apparent prodigies, 

The unaccustom’d terror of this night, 

And the persuasion of his augurers, 

May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec. Never fear that : If he be so resolv’d, 

I can o’ersway him : for he loves to hear. 

That unicorns may be betray’d with trees, 

And bears with glasses, elephants with hole*, 

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers ; 

But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers, 

He says, he does ; being then most flattered 
Let me work: 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him 
Bru. By the eighth hour: Is that the uttermost? 
Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Csesar hard. 

Who rated him tor speaking well of Pompey ; 

I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Meteilus, go along by him ; 

He loves me well, and I have given him reasons; 
Send him but hither, and I’ll fashion him. 

Cas. The morning comes upon us ; We’ll leav 
# you, Brutus; — 

And, friends, disperse yonrselves : but all remember 
What you have said, and shew yourselves true Ro- 
mans. 

Bru . Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 

Let not our looks put on our purposes ; 

But bear it as our Roman actors do, 

With untir’d spirits, and formal constancy . 

And so, good-morrow to yon every one. 

, [Exeunt all but Brutus 

Boy ! Lucius! — Fast asleep? It is no matter; 

Lnjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber : 

Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies. 
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Scene T 

Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my lord! 

Bru, Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise 
you now ? 

It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

For. Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, 
Brutus, 

Stole from my bed: And yesternight, at supper. 

You suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 

Musing, and sighing, with your arms across : 

And, when I ask’d you what the matter was. 

You star’d upon me with ungentle looks : 

I urg’d you further ; then you scratch’d your head. 
And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot: 

Yet I insisted, ye.t you answer’d not ; 

But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 

Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 

Which seem’d too much enkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 

Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 

And could it work so much upon your shape, 

As it hath much prevail’d on your condition, 

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Par. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, so I do Good Portia, go to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick ; 

And will he steal out of his wholesome bed. 

To dare the vile contagion of the night? 

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness ? No ? my Brutus * 

You have some sick offence within your mind. 
Which, by ihe right and virtue of my place, 

I ought to know of : And upon my knees 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty, 

By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, . 

That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 

Why you are, heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
E ven from darkness. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

For. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 

Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am l yourself. 

But, as it were, in sort, or limitation ; 

keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 

And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the 
suburbs 

Of vour good pleasure ? If it be no more, 

Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. Yon are my true and honourable wife ; 

As d?ar to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por . If this were true, then should I know this 
v- secret. 

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 

A woman well-reputed ; Cato’s daughter. 

Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 

Being so father’d, «nd so husbanded ? 

Tell me your counsels. 1 will not disclose them : 

; I have made strong proof of my constancy, 

i G'hijig myself a voluntary wound 

Herr, in the thigh ; Can } bear that with patience, 
And not my husband’s secrets 
Bru. O ye gods. 
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Bender me worthy of this noble wife ! 

( KnocMng with i* ) 

Hark, hark ! one knocks: Portia, go in a while; 

And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 

All my engagements I will construe to thee. 

All the charactery of my sad brows 

Leave me with haste. . [Exit Portia. 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucius, who is that knocks? 
Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speax with 
you. 

Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of. — 
Boy,. stand aside. — Caius Ligarius! how? 

Lig. Vouchsafe good-morrow, from a feeble 
tongue. # [Cains, 

Bru. O, what a time have you chose out,, brave 
To wear a kerchief? ’Would you were not sick I 
Lig . I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods, that Romans bow before), 

I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome ! 

Brave son, deriv’d from honourable loins l 
Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur’d up 
My mortified spirit.. Now bid me run, 

And I will strive with things impossible ; 

Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do ? 

Bru. A piece of work, that will make sick men 
# whole. [sick? 

Lig. But are not some whole, that we must make 
Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Cams* 

I shall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot : 

And, with a heart new- fir’d, I follow you. 

To do I know not what : but it sufficeth. 

That Brutus leads me on 
Bru. Follow me then. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same . A Room in C Cesar’s 
Palace. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Caesar, in kid 
night-gown. 

C<bs. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace 
to-night : 

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her sleep cried out, 

Help, hoi They murder Caesar \ Who’s within? 

Enter a Servant , 

Serv . My lord ? 

Coes. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice. 

And bring me their opinions of success. 

Serv. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Calphurnia. 

Cal. What mean you, Csesar? Think yon to walk 
forth? 

You shall not stir out of your house to-day 
Cats. Caesar shall forth: The things, that threa- 
ten’d me, 

Ne’er look’d but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Cmsar, they are vanished. 

Cal. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies. 

Y et now they fright me. There is one within. 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen. 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 

A lioness hath whelped m the streets ; 

And graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead* 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 

In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 
Whichdrizzled blood upon the Capitol: 

The noise of battle hurtled in the air. 

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 

And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the rtrectft 
O Cafsar' these things are beyond all use* 

And I do fear them. 

Coes. What can be avoided. 
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Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods ? 

Yet Caesar shall go forth : for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Caesar* 

Cal When beggars die there are no comets 
seen ; [princes* 

1 he heavens theassehvs blaze forth the death of 
Cees. Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders, that I yet have heard. 

It seems to me most strange, that men should tear 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

Will come, when it will come. 

Re-enter Servant, 

What say the angurers? 
Serv. They would not have you to stir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 

They could not find a heart within the beast. 

Ctes . The gods do this in shame of cowardice ; 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart, 

If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 

No, Caesar shall not; Danger knows full well, 

That Caesar is more dangerous than he. 

We were two lions litter’d in one day, 

And I the elder and more terrible : 

And Caisar shall go forth. 

Cal. Alas, my lord, 

Your wisdom is consum’d in confidence. 

Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear. 

That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 

W e’li send Mark Antony to the senate-house : 

And he shall say, you are not well to-day : 

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cces. Mark Antony shall say, I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Decius. 

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 

Dec , Cassar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy 
- Caesar : 

ome to fetch you to the senate-house, 

Cces. And you are come in very happy time. 

To bear my greeting to the senators, 

And tell them, that I will not come to-day: 

Cannot, is false; and that I dare not, falser: 

1 will not come to-day : Tell them so, Decius. 

Cal Say, he is sick. 

Cues. Shall Caesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far, 

To be aleard to tell grey-beards the truth ? 

Decius, go tell them, Caesar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause, 
Lest I be laugh’d at, when I tell them so. 

Ctes. The cause is in my will, I will not come ; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 4 
But, for your private satisfaction. 

Because I love you, I will let ycu know. 

Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home : 

She. dreamt to-night she saw my statu , 

Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts, 

Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 

And these doth she apply for warnings, portents, 

And evil imminent; and on her knee 

Hath begg’d, that I will stay at home to-day. 

Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted ; 

It was a vision, fair and fortunate : 

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 
n which so many smiling Romans bath’d, 

Signifies, that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood; and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, Stains, relics, and cognizance. 

This by Calphurnia’s dream is signified. 

Ctes. A nd this way have you well ex pounded it 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can say: 
And know it now : The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Caesar, 
if you shall send them word, you will not come. 
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 
Ant to be render’d, for some one to say. 


'Break the senate till another time, 

When V cesar's wife shall meet with better dreams 
If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
ho, Ccesar is afraid ? 

Pardon me, Caesar ; for my dear, dear love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this ; 

And reason to my love is liable. 

Ctes. How foolish do your fears seem now 
Calphurnia ? 

I am ashamed I did yield to them. — 

Give me my robe, for I will go : — 

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, 
Casca, Trebonius, and Cinna. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good- morrow, Caesar. 

C<es. Welcome, Publius.-— 

What, Brutus, are you stirr’d so early too ?— 
Good-morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarius, 

Caesar was ne’er so much vour enemy, 

As that same ague which hath made you lean. 

What is’t o’clock ? 

Bru. Caesar, ’tis strucken eight. 

Ctes. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long o’nights. 

Is notwithstanding up 
I Good-morrow, Antony. 

Ant So to most noble Csesar. 

Ctes . Bid them prepare within 
I am to blame to be thus waited for.— 

Now, Cinna : — Now, Metellus: — What, Trebonius 
I have an hour’s talk in store for you ; 

Remember, that you call on me to-day : 

Be near me, that I may remember yon. 

Treb. Caesar, I will :— and so near will I be, 

(Aside.} 

That your best friends shall wish I had been further. 
Ctes. Good friends, go in, and taste some win* 
with me ; 

And we like friends, will straightway go together. 

Bru . That every like is not the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The same.. A Street near the 
Capitol 

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 

Art. Ccesar, beware of Brutus ; take heed of 
Cassius ; come not near Casca ; have an eye to 
Cinna ; trust not Trebonius ; mark well Metellus 
Cimber ; Decius Brutus loves thee not ; thou hast 
wronged Caius Ligarius. There is but one mind 
in ail these men , and it is bent against Ccesar . 
If thou heist not immortal , look about you: 
Security gives way to conspiracy . The mighty 

f ods defend thee ! ' Thy lover, Artemidorus. 

fere will I stand, till Ccesar pass along. 

And as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O Caesar, thou may’st live ; 

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit* 

Scene IV. — The same. Another part of the same 
Street , before the House of Brutus. 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I pr’ythee, boy, run to the senate-house ; 
Stay not to answer me, tint get thee gone : 

Why dost thou stay ? 

Luc. To know my errand, marirffl*. 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again 
Ere I can tell thee what thou shoulcf’st do thei«* — 
O constancy, be strong upon my side I 
Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongn*; 

I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might. 

How hard it is for women to keep counsel 
Art thou here yet? 

Luc. Madam, what shouvi l of 
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Run to the Capitol, and nothing else ? 

And so return to you, and nothing else ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well, 
For he went sickly forth: And take good note, 
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 

, Hark, boy : what noise is that ? 

Lug. I* hear none, madam. 

Por. ' . Pi 'ythee, listen well : 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 

And the wind brings it from thu Capitol 
Luc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Por. Come hither, fellow : 

Which way hast thou been ? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

Por. What is’t o’clock ? 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Sooth. ' Madam, not yet ; I go to take my stand, 

To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not ? 
Sooth, That I have, lady: if it will please Csesar 
To be so good to Csesar, as to hear me, 

I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Por. Why, know’st thou any harm’s intended 
towards him? 

Sooth. None, that I know will be ; much, that 
I fear may chance. 

Good- morrow to you. Here the street is narrow;’ 
The throng, that follows Csesar at the heels. 

Of senators, of praetors, common suitors. 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death: 

I’ll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. [Exit. 

Por. I must go in. — Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! 

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise ! 

Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a suit, 

That Caesar will not grant. — O, T grow faint : — 

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 

Say I am merry : come to me again, 

And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — The same. The Capitol; the Senate 
sitting . 

A crowd of people in the street leading to the 
Capitol; among them Artemidorus, and the 
Soothsayer. Flourish, Enter Caesar, Brutus, 
Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus, Trebonius, 
Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Popilius, Publius, 
md others. 

Cas. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Caesar; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Csesar ; Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read, 

At vour best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. 0 Csesar, read mine first; for mine’s a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer: Read it, great Csesar. 
Ctes. What touches us ourself, shall be last serv’d. 
Art. Delay not, Csesar: read it instantly. 

Cats. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Cas. What, urge you your petitions in the street ? 
Come to the Capitol. 

Cmsam enters the Capital, $he rest following. All 
the Senators rise. 

Pop . I wish, your enterprise to-day may thrive. 
Cas. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

(Advances to Csesar) 
Bru. What said Popilius Lem? _ 

Cm. He wish’d, to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
I fear, our purpose is discover’d. 

Bru. Look, now he makes to Csesar : Mark him. 
Cas. Casca, be sudden, for w( fear pre* ention. — 


Brutus, wbat shall be done]: Tf this be k 
Cassius or Csesar never shall turn back. 

For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassius, be constant 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 

For, look, he smiles, and Csesar doth not change. 
Cas. Trebonius knows his time: for, look mu 
Brutus, 

He draws Mark Antony out of the way : 

[Exeunt Antony and Trebonius. Caisa* 
and the Senators take their seats * 
Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go, 
And presently prefer Iris suit to Csesar. 

Bru. He is address’d : press near, and second him 
Cin . Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 
Cas. Are we all ready ? what is now amiss, 

That Csesar, and his senate, must redress f 
■ Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puis- 
sant Csesar, 

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart : — (Kneeling.) 

Cas. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couchings, and ih^se lowly- courtesies, 

Might fire the blood of o dinary men ; 

Ana turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 

Into the law of children. Be not fond, 

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood. 

That will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which meUeth fools ; I mean, sweet words, 
Low-crooked curt’sies, and base spaniel fawning 
Thy brother by decree is banished ; 

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Caesar doth not wrong : nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar’s ear, 

For the repealing of my banish d brother ? 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Csesar ; 
Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may * 

Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cas. What, Brutus I 

Cas. Pardon, Caesar ; Cmsar, pardon 

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall, 

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Cues. I could be well mov’d, if I were as you; 

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me 
But I am constant as the northern star, 

Of whose true -fix’d, and resting quality, 

There is no fellow in the firmament 

The skies are painted with nnnumber’d sparks 

They are all fire, and every one doth shine ; 

But there’s but one in all doth hold his place : 

So, in the world ; ’Tis furnish’d well with men ; 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 

Unshak’d of motion : and, that I am.be> 

Let me a little shew it, even in this ; 

That I was constant, Cimber should be banish’d. 
And constant do remain to keep him so. ’ 

Cin. 0 Csesar,- — 

Cas. Hence ! Wilt thon lift, up Olympus- ? 

Dec. Great Csesar, — 

Cas. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casca . Speak, hands, for me. 

(Casca stabs Casar in the neck . Casar 
catches hold of his arm. He is then 
stabbed by several other Conspirators , 
and at last by Marcus Brutus.) « 
Cas. Et tie, Brute l— Then fall, Caesar. (Dies, 
The senators and people retire in confu- 
sion.) 

Cin. Liberty! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead!-* 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cas. Some to the common^ pulpit, and cry out. 
Liberty , ft eedom } andenf ranchissment l 
Bru.^ People, and senators ! be not affrighted. , 
Fly not*; smnd ? till : — ambition’s debt is paid. 
Casca. Go t< the pulpit, Brutus. 
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Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where’s Publius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 
Met. Stand fast together, lest sotne friend of 
Should chance — . [Caesar 

Bru. Talk not of standing; Publius* good cheer ; 
There is no harm intended to your person, 

Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius. 

Cas. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so and let no man abide this deed, 

But we the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 

Cas. Where’s Antony ? 

Ti e. Fled to his house amaz’d : 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run. 
As it were doomsday. 

Bi x. Fates ! we will know your pleasures 
That we shall die, we know, ’tis but the time. 

And drawing days out, that men stand upon, 

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life. 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 

So are we Caesar’s friends, that have abridg’d 
His time of fearing death.— Stoop, Romans, stoop, 
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar’s blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 

Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads, 

Let’s all cry, Peace l Freedom I and Liberty I 
Cas. Stoop then, and wash, — How many ages 
. hence, v 

Shall this our lofty scene be acted over 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown? 

Bru. How many times shall Caesar bleed in 
That now on Pompey’s basis lies along, [sport. 
No worthier than the dust? 

Cas. So oft as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 
n ^ aSm , , , , Ay, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant 

Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Antony’s. 
Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down : 

And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say. 

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 

Caasar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving; 

Say, I love Brutus, and honour him ; 

Say, I fear’d Caesar, honour’d hiru, and lov’d him. 

If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolv’d 
How Caesar hath deserv’d to lie in death, 

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead, 

So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod state. 

With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 

Bru. I hy master is a wise and valiant Roman : 

I never thought him worse. v 

Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 
iie shall be satisfied : and, by my honour. 

Depart untouch’d. 

Serv. I’ll fetch him presently. 

r> T . , [Exit Servant . 

Bru. L know, tnat we shall have him well to 
. friend. . 

A 1 we ?>ay ! bnt yet have I a mind, 

1 hat tears him much ; and my misgiving still 
rails shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter Antony. 

here comes Antony.— Welcome; Mark 
Ant. 0 mighty Caesar! Dost thou lie so low? 


Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils. 
Shrunk to'this little measure ? — Fare thee well.— 

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank : 

If I myself, there is no hour so fit. 

As Caesar’s death’s hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rick 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if ye bear me hard. 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke,! 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die : 

No place will please me so, no mean of death, 

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, 

The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony I beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel. 

As, by our hands, and this our present act, 

You see we do; yet see you but our hands, 

And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity,) 

Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part, 

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark 
Antony : 

Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts. 

Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in 

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man’ll, 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient, till we have appeas’d 
The multitude, beside themselves with iear. 

And then we will deliver you the cause, 

Why I. that did love Caesar when I struck him, 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you:— 
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; — 

Now, Decius Brutus, yours; — now yours, M#» 
tellns ; 

Yours, Cinna; — and, my valiant Casca, yours; 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre- 
bonius. 

Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say ? 

My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit me 
Either a coward or a flatterer. — 

That I did love thee, Caesar, 0, ’tis true : 

If then thy spirit look upon us now. 

Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, 

I o see thy Antony making his peace. 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes. 

Most noble ! in the presence of thy corso ? 

Had 1 as many eyes as thou hast wounds. 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 

It would become me better, than to close 
In terms ot friendship with thine enemies. [hart ; 
Fardon me, Julius ! — Here wast thou bay’d, brave 
Here mdst thoti^ fall; and here thy hunters stand, 
oign d m thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy lethe. 

0 world ! tnou wast the forest to this hart ; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.— 

How like a deer, stricken by many princes. 

Dost thou here lie I r 

Cas. Mark Antony,— 

rrA n£ ‘ . P „ Pardon me, Caius Cassias: 
Ine enemies of Caesar shall say this; 

1 hen, m a friend, it is cold modesty. 

r* 1 Wame y° u not for praising Caesar so; 

But what compact mean you to have with us t 
you be prick’d in number of onr friends : 

Ur. shall we on, and not depend on you ? [dsedL 
cj ^ n£ j ^ ere ^ ore I look your bands; bat was, ia~ 
i>way d from the point, by looking down on Csrar 
r riends am a with you all, and love you all ; 

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons, 
a nd wherein, Caesar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or else were this a savage spectacle* 
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Oar reasons are so full of food regard, 

That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 

You should be satisfied. 

Ant . That’s all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 

Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

^Cas. Brutus, a word with you. — 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent, 

{Aside.) 

That Antony speak in his funeral : 

KLnow you how much the people may be mov’d 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. t By your pardon ; — 

t will myself into the pulpit first. 

And chew the reason of our Caesar’s death ; 

What Antony shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 

And that we are contented, Caesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 

It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cos. I know not what may fall ; I like it not 
Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar’s body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 

But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 

And say you do ’t by permission ; 

Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going. 

After my speech is ended. 

Ant. ' Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt all but Antony. 
Ant. O pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth, 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man. 

That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 

Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife. 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 

Blood and destruction shall be so m use, 

And dreadful objects so familiar. 

That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war* 

All pity choak’d with custom of fell deed : 

And Caesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate by his side, come hot from hell, 

Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice, 

Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war; 

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant, 

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Caesar did write for him to come to Rome. 
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is coming : 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 

0 Caesar l— ^ ^ { Seeing the body.) 

Ant . Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep, 

Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes. 

Seeing those beads of sorro w stand in thine. 

Began to water. Is thy master coming? [Rome. 
Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what 
^ ' hath chanc’d ; 

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while; 
Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, 

In my oration, how the people take 

1 k e cruel issue of these bloody men ; 


According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt, with C&sar's body. 

Scene II.— The same. The Forum. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a throng of 
Citissens. 

Cit. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 
Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. — 

Cassius, go you into the other street. 

And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here** 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 

And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Caesar’s death. 

1 Cit. t I will hear Bratus speak. 

2 Cit . I will hear Cassius ; and compare thear 

reasons, 

When severally we hear them rendered. 

[Exit Cassius , with some of the Citizens. 
Brutus goes into the Rostrum . 

3 Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 
Bru. Be patient till the last 

Romans, countrymen, and lovers 1 hear me for my 
cause; and be silent, that you may hear : believe 
me for mine honour; and have respect to mine 
honour, that you may believe : censure me in your 
wisdom ; and awake your senses, that you may the 
better judge. ; If there be any in this assembly, 
any dear friend of Caesar’s, to him I say, that 
Brutus’ love to Caesar was no less than his. If then 
that friend demand why Brutus rose against Caesar, 
this is my answer, — Not that I loved Caesai less, 
but that I loved Rome more. Had you rather 
Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; than that 


Caesar were dead, to live all free i 


As Caesar 


loved me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I 
rejoice at it : as he was valiant, 1 honour him : 
but, as he was ambitious, l slew him : There is 
tears, for his love ; joy, for his fortune; honour for 
his valour; and -death, for his ambition. Who is 
here so base, that would be a bondman? If any, 
speak ; for him have I offended. Who is here so 
rude, that would not be a Roman? If any, speak; 
for him have I offended. Who is here so vile, that 
will not love his country? If any, speak; for him 
have I offended. I pause for a reply. 

Cit. None, Brutns, none. 

{Several speaking at once.) 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
more to Caesar, than you should do to Brutus. The 
question of his death is enrolled in the Capitol: his 
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor 
his offences enforced, for which he suffered death. 

Enter Antony and others , with Casar’s body , 
Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony, 
who, though he had no hand in his death, shall receive 
the benefit of his dying, a place in the common' 
wealth; As which of’ you shall not? With this I 
depart ; That, as I slew my best lover for the good 
of Rome, I have the same dagger for myself, when 
it shall please my country to need my death. 

Cit. Live. Brutus, live 1 live ! [house. 

1 Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto his 

2 Cit . Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3 Cit. Let him be Caesar, 

4 Cit. _ Caesars better parte 

Shall now be crown’d in Brutus. 

1 Cit. We’ll bring him to his house with shoute 

and clamours. 

Bru. My countrymen, — 

2 Cit. Peace ; silence! Brutus speaks. 

I Cit. Peace, ho l 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony: 

Do grace to Caesar’s corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Caesar's glories ; which Mark Antony 
By our permission, is allow’d to make. 


JULIUS CiESAR. 


Act IIL 


1 do entreat yon, not a man depart. 

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit. 

1 Cit. Stay, ho I and let us hear Mark Antony. 

3 Cit. Let hirn go up into the .public chair; 

We’ll hear him t-L-Noble Antonv, go up. 

.Aril. For Brutus’ sake, I am beholden to you. 

4 Cit . What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 Cit. * He says, for Brutus’ sake. 

Be finds himself beholden to us all. 

4 Cit. ’Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here. 

1 Cit. This Caesar was a tyrant. 

3 Cit. Nay, that’s certain : 

We are bless’d, that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 
Ant. You gentle Romans, — 

Cit. " Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 

Ant . Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your 
ears ; 

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 

The evil, that men do, lives alter them ; 

The good is oft interred with their bone 3 ; 

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Bath told you, Caesar was ambitious : 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault; 

And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So are they all ; all honourable men ;) 

Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

Be hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Vvhose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 

Bid this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 

' VV hem that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept; 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
i et Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

'i on all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

( thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

vy hich he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 

* et Brutus says, he was ambitious; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know 

, lo t e 0Ilce > not without cause: 

VVhat cause withholds you then to mourn for him? 
a ■!, S meii t> thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their reason l — Bear with me : 

My heart is in the coffin there, with Caesar, 

And I must pause, till it come back to me. 

1 C it. Me thinks, there is much reason in his 

sayings. 

2 Cit. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 

Omsar has had great wrong. 

r r Has he, masters ? 

4 a worse come in his place. 

4 Cit. Mark’d ye his words ? He would not take 
the crown ; 

^ v cer ^ a]n > he WQS not ambitious. 

i n-i r> be i *° nn ^ so> some dear abide it.” 
z Cit. Poor soul! his eyes are red as fire with 

4 lf [Antony. 

a ^•f’xr here s ?°f. a nobIer man Rome, than 

mark him ’ he be ff ins again to speak. 
r . An*. But yesterday, the word of Cmsar might 
Have stood against the world : now lies he there, 

Ana none sa poor to do him reverence. 

0 masters I if I were dispos’d to stir 

r °L r m ^ n( ^ s to mutiny and rage, 

*x 7 L 0n ” do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 

Who, you all know, are honourable men: 
r will not do them wrong; I rather choose ; 

lo wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and yon, 

Ihan I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here s a parchment, with the seal of Csesar, 

1 tound it m Jbis oloset, ’tis his will : , 

Let but the commons hear this Testament, 

Which^ pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 


And they would go and kiss dead Caesar’s wound* 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 

And, dying, mention it within their wills. 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 

4 UzV. We’ll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 
Cit. 1 he will, the will ; we will hear Caesar’s win. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it ; 

It is not meet you know how Cmsar lov’d yon. 

You are not wood, you are not stones, but men : 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, 

It will inflame yon, it will make you mad : 

Tis good you know not that yon are his heirs ; 

For if you should, O, what would come of it ! 

„ r 4 CV/. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony: 
You shall read us the will; Caesar’s will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? Will you stay a while ? 
I have o’ershot myself, to tell you of it. 

I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 

Whose daggers have stabb’d Caesar: I do fear it. 

4 Cit. They were traitors : Honourable men ! 

Cit. The will I the testament ! 

2 Cit. They were villains, murderers: The will’ 
read the will ! 

Aw*. You will compel me then to read the will? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 

And let me shew you him that made the will. 

Shall I descend ? And will you give me leave ? 

Cit. Come down. 

2 Cit. Descend. (He comes down from the pulpit) 

3 Cit. You shall have leave. ■ 

4 Cit. A ring ; stand round. 

1 Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body 

2 Uf*. Room for Antony ; — most noble Antony. 
Aw*. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit. Stand back ! room I bear back l 

Aw*. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Csesar put in on ; 

Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent ; 

That day he overcame the Nervii 

Look ! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through: 

See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d: 

And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Cmsar follow’d it ; 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolv’d 
If Brutus so unkindly knock’d, or no; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar’s angel: 

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cmsar lov’d him! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 

Ingratitude, more strong than traitors’ arms, 

Quite vanquish’d him : then burst his mighty heart: 
And, m his mantle muffling up his face. 

Even at the base of Pompey’s statue, 

Which ail the while ran blood, great Cmsar fell 
mi a * a " was there, my countrymen l 
Slm ?\ a , D ^ 7 0v !> an( * °t lIS fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 

rK 7°! ^ ee P t Qnd > 1 Perceive, you feel 
1 he dint of pity: these are gracious drops, 
jlmd souls, what, weep you, when you blit behold 
Our Caesar’s vesture wounded ? Look you hero, 
himself, marr’d, as you see, with traitors, 

1 Cit. O piteous spectacle! 

2 Cit . O noble Cmsar! 

3 Cit . 0 woful day! 

4 Cit. 0 traitors, villains! 

1 Cit. 0 most bloody sight! 

2 Cit. We will be revenged : revenge reboot,— 
seek,--burn,~fire,— kil 1, — slay ! — let not a traitor 

Ant. bt ay, countrymen. [live, 

n r£ txt a »r» a there :— Hear the noble Antony. 

N hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll die 
with him. v : 

Ant Good friends, sweet friends letae'not stit 
you up„ 
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To such a sadden flood of mutiny. 

They, that have done this deed, are honourable ; 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not. 

That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 

I am no orator, as Bratus is : 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth. 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech. 

To stir men’s blood : I only speak right on ; 

I tell you that, which you yoursel ves do know ; 

Shew you sweet Caesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb 
mouths, 

And bid them speak for me: But were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

Cit. We’ll mutiny. i 

1 Cit We’ll burn the house of Brutus. 

3 Cit Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 
Ant Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 
Cit. Peace, ho \ Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what: 

Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv’d your loves ? 

Alas ! you know not : — I must tell you then : 

You have forgot the will I told you of. 

Cit . Most true ; — the will j — let’s stay, and hear 
the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar’s seal. 

To every Roman citizen he gives, 

To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. 

2 Cit . Most noble Caesar! — we’ll revenge his 

death. 

3 Cit . 0 royal Caesar! < 

Ant Hear me with patience. 

Cit. Peace, ho! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 

On this side Tyber ; he hath left them you, 

And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures, 

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 

Here was a Caesar: When comes such another? 

1 Cit . Never, never : — Come, away, away : 

We’ll burn his body in the holy place. 

And with the brands fire the traitors’ houses. 

Take up the body. 

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire., 

3 Cit . Pluck down benches. 

4 Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, , any thing. 

[Exeunt Citizens with the body . 
Ant. Now let it work: Mischief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt!— How now, 
fellow ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he ? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him : 

He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry. 

And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the people, 
How I had mov’d them. Bring me to Octavius. 

[Exeunt* 

Scene III . — The Same . A Street . 

Enter Cinna, the Poet. 

Cm. I dreamt to-night, that I did feast with Caesar, 
And things unluckily charge my fantasy : 

T: have no will to wander forth of doors, 

Yet something leads me forth. 

. , ' ' Enter : Citizens . ' 

1 Cit. What is your name ? 


2 Cit . Whither are you going ? 

3 Cit Where do you dwell ? 

4 Cit Are you a married man, or a bachelor ? 

2 C«A Answer every man directly. 

1 Cit Ay, and briefly. 

4 Cit Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit Ay, and truly, you were best, 

Cin. What is my name ? Whither am I going ? 
Where do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a ba- 
chelor? Then to answer every man directly, and 
briefly, wisely, and truly. Wisely I say, I am a ba- 
chelor. 

2 Cit That’s as much as to say, they are fools that 
marry: — You’ll bear me a bang for that, I fear* 
Proceed : directly. 

Cin. Directly, I am going to Caesar’s funeral. 

1 Cit As a friend, or an enemy? 

Cin. Asa friend. 

2 Cit That matter is answered directly. 

4 Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin. Briefly I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Cit Your name, sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 Cit Tear him to pieces, he’s a conspirator. 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 

4 Cit Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for his 
bad verses. 

Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator. 

2 Cit . It is no matter, his name’s Cinna ; pluck 
but his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 Cit Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho ! 

fire-brands. To Brutus’, to Cassius’; burn all. 
Some to Deems* house, and some to Casca’s ; some 
toLigarius’: away; go. [ Exeunt . 


Scene I. — The same. A Room in Antony's Hous* t 
Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at 
a table . 

Ant. These many then shall die ; their names are 
prick’d. {Lepidus? 

Oct \our brother too must die; Consent you, 
Lep. I do consent. 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live. 

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony. [him. 

Ant He shall not live ; look, with a spot I dams 
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar’s house ; 

Fetch the will hither, and we determine. 

How to cut off some charge in legacies. 

Lep . What, shall I find you here? 

Oct Or here, or at 

The Capitol. # [Exit Lepidus. 

Ant. This a slight unrneritable man. 

Meet to be sent on errands : Is it fit, 

The three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to share it? 

Oct So you thought him ; 

And took his voice who should be prick’d to die, 

In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant Octavius, I have seen-more days than yous 
And though we lay these honours on this man, 

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads. 

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold. 

To groan and sweat under the business, 

Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 

And having brought our treasure where we will. 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 

And graze in common. 

Oct ' > You may do your will f 

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant So is my horse, Octavius ; and, for that, 

I do appoint him store of provender. 

It is a creature that I teach to fight. 

To wind, to stop, to run directly on ; 

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit. 

And, in some taste,is Lepidus but so ; 

He must be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth* 
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A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations; t 
Which, out of use, and stal’d. by other men, 

Begin his fashion Do not talk of him, 

But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

Listen great things.— Brutus and Cassius, 

Are levying powers : we must straight make head ; 
Therefore, let our alliance be combin’d, 

Our best friends made, and our best means stretch’d 
And let us presently go sit in council, . [out ; 
How covert matters may be best disclos’d, 

And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us do so : for we are at the stake, 

And bay’d about with many enemies , 

And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mischief. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Before Brutus' Tent , m the Camp 
near Sardis . 

Drum Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and 
Soldiers , Titinius and Pindarus, meeting 
them. 

Bru . Stand here. 

Luc. Give the word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Cassius near? 

Luc. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is corfie 
To do you salutation from his master. 

(Pindarus gives a letter to Brutus .) 
Bru . He greets me well.— Your master, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 

Hath given me some worthyxanse to wish 
Things Alone, undone : but, if he be at hand, 

I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt, 

But that my noble master will appear, 

Such as he is, full of regard, and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. — A word. Lucilius: 

Slow he receiv’d you, let me be resolv’d. 

Luc. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But aot with such familiar instances, 

Nor with such free and friendly conference. 

As he hath us’d of old, 

Bru . Thou hast describ’d 

A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius, 

When love begins to sicken and decay. 

It useth an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith ; 

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 

Make gallant shew and promise of their mettle : 

But, when they should endure the bloody spur. 

They fall their crests* and, like deceitful jades. 

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ? [ter’d ; 

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar- 
The greater part, the horse iu general, 

Are come with Cassius. ’ (March within .) 

Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and Soldiers. 

Cas . Stand, ho i 

Bru. Stand, hoi Speak the word along. 

Within. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Within . Stand. 

Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me 
_ wrong. [enemies? j 

Bru. Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine ! 
And, if not so, how should 1 wrong a brother? 

Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
And when you do them— [wrongs; 

t Bru . Cassius, be content, 

Speak your griefs softly,— I do know you Well : — ] 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 

Which should perceive nothing but love from us, I 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away : j 

Then iu my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs, 

And I will give you audience. 

Cos. * Pindarus, i 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. j 

Bru. Lucilius, do thy like • and let no man 


Come to our tent, till we have dotie ou’r conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exeunt 

Scene III. — Within the Tent of Brutus. 
Lucius and Titinius at some distance from it. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cas . That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in 
this : 

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Fella, 

For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, 

Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru. You wrong'd yourself/ to write in such a 

. case. ' ' . < # 

Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his comment 
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm ; 

To sell and mart your offices for gold. 

To undeservers. 

Cas. I an itching palm ? 

You know, that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or^by the gods, this speech were else your last 
Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruption, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
Cas. Chastisement 1 [member ! 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March re- 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake ? 

What villain touch’d his body, that did stab. 

And not for justice ? What, snail one of ns, 

That struck the foremost man of all this world, 

. But for supporting robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes? 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours. 

For so much trash, as may be grasped thus?*— 

I had rather be a dog, ana bay the moon. 

Than such a Roman. 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me. 

I’ll not endure it: you forget yourself. 

To hedge me in : 1 am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 

Bru . Go to; you’re not, Cassius. 

Cas. I am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cas. Urge me no more ; I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 
Bru. \ way, slight man! 

Cas. 1s t possible ? 

Bru. _ Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 

Shall 1 be frighted, when a madman stares? 

Cas. O ye gods! ye gods! Must I endure all this? 
Bru. All this ? ay, more ; Fret, till your proud 
heart break; 

Go, shew your slaves how choleric you are, 

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge? 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour? By the gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen. 

Though it do split you ; for, from this day forth, 
Jxri Use for my mirth, yea, for my laughter. 
When you are waspish. 

Cf s * Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier: 

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true. 

And it shall please me well: For mine own part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men, 

Cas. You wrong me every way, you wrong me, 
L?uid, an elder soldier, not a better: [Brutus i 

Did Isay better? * 

: .Bru. If you did, I care not 

Las. When Caesar liv’d, he durst not thus have 
mov’d me. [him. 

Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempted 
Cas. I durst not? 

. Bru. No. 

Cas. What ? durst not tempt him ? 

•" rw * For your life yon durst no* 


Scene 3. 


JULIUS GJESAR. 


59S 


Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love : 
l may do that I shall be sorry for. [ton. 

Bru. You have done that, you should be sorry 
r i here is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty, 

That they pass by me as the idle wind, 

Which 1 respect not. 1 did send to you 

Ft r certain sums of gold, which y ou deny’d me ; — 

For I can raise no money by vile means : 

By heaven, X had rather coin my heart. 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
Fr< m the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 

B\ any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions. 

Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassius? 
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so? 

Wl en Marcus Brutus grows so covetous. 

To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 

Dash him to pieces I 

Cas. I denied you not 

Bru. You did. 

Cas. I did not : — he was but a fool, 

That brought my answer back.*— Brutus hath riv’d 
my heart : 

A friend should bear his friend's infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me, 

Cas. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do ap- 
As huge as high Olympus. % [pear 

Cas . Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come. 
Revenge yourselves aloue on Cassius, 

For Cassius is a- weary of the world ; 

Hated by one he loves; brav’d by his brother; 
Check’d like a bondman; all his faults observ’d, 

Set in a note-book, learn’a and conn’d by rote, 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes 1— There is my dagger, 

A nd here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer thai Plutus’ mine, richer than gold : 

If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth ; 
l that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, 1 know, 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov’dst him 
Than ever thou lov’dst Cassius. [better 

Bru 5. ^ Sheath your dagger ; 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb, 

That carries anger, as the flint bears Are ; 

Who, much enforced, shews a hasty spark. 

And straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius liv’d 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 

Wlien grief, and blood iil-temper’d, yexeth him ? 
Bru . When I spoke that, 1 was ill-temper’d too. 
Cas . Do you confess so much? Give me your 
Bru . And my heart too. [hand. 

Cas. O Brutus !— 

Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius ; and, henceforth. 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 

He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

(Noise within.) 

Poet . {Within.) Let me go in to see the general ; 
There is some grudge between them, ’tis not meet 
They be alone. 

laic. (Within.) You shall not come to them. 
Poet (Within.) Nothing but death shall stay me. 

Enter Poet . 

Cas. How now? What’s the matter ? [mean? 
Poet. For shame, you generals; what do yen 
te and be friends, as two such men should be ; 


For 1 have seen more years, I am sure, than ye. 

Cas. Ha; ha; how vilely doth this cynic rhyme 
Bru. Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellow, henc 
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; ’tis his fashion. 

Bru. I’ll know his humour, when he knows k 
time : 

What should the wars do with these jigging fools. 
Companion, hence. 

Cas. Away, away, be gone. 

[Exit Post 

Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messaia 
with you 

| Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Cas. I did not think, you couid have been so angry. 
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use. 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better; — Portia is 
Ha! Portia? [dead,- 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How ’cap’d I killing ? when I cross’d you so !— 

0 insupportable and touching loss ! — 

Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong; — for with her 
death 

That tidings came ; — With this she fell distract, 

And, her attendants absent, swallow’d fire. 

Cas. And died so? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers. 

Bru . Speak no more of her. — Give me a bowl of 
wine : — 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. (Drinks.) 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’ersweil the cup ; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus’ lo ve. (Drinks. 

Re-enter Titinius with Messala 
Bru. Come in, Titinius: — Welcome, good Me«* 
sala. — 

Now sit we close about this taper here. 

And call in question our necessities. 

Cas. Portia, art thou gone? 

Bru. No more, I pray you.— 

Messala, I have here received letters, 

That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

Come down upon as with a mighty power. 

Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mes. Myself have letters of the self-same tenous 
Bru. With what addition? , 

Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that died. 

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cas, Cicero one ? 

Mes . Ay, Cicero is dead. 

And by that order of proscription. — 

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? 

Bru. No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mes. That, methioks, is strange. 

Bru . Why ask you? Hear you aught of her iti 
Ales. No, my lord. [youis V 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell; 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner- 
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. — We must die*, 
Messala*. 
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With meditating that she must die once, 

I have the patience to endure it now. {dure. 

Mes. Even so great men great losses .should en- 
Cas. I have as much of this in art as you, 

But yet mv nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you 
think 

Of marching to Philippi presently ? 

Cas. I do not think it good. 

Your reason t 

Cal ■ This it is: 

; Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 

So shall he waste his means, weary Ins soldiers. 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still. 

Are fiill of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place to 
better. 

The people, ’twixt Philippi and this ground, 

Do stand but in a forc’d affection ; 

For they have grudg’d us contribution : 

The enemy, marching along by them, 

By them shall make a fuller number up, 

Come on refresh’d, new-arlded, and encourag’d ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him off, 

If at Philippi we do face him there. 

These people at our back. 

Cas. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon. — You must note beside, 
That we have try’d the utmost of our friends, 

Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 

The enemy increaseth every day ; 

We, at the height, are ready to decline. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men, 

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, ail the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 

On such a full sea are we now afloat: 

And we must take the current when it serves, 

Or lose our ventures. 

Cas. Then, with your will, go on ; 

We’ll along ourselves, and meet them at Philinpi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk. 
And nature must obey necessity ; 

Which we will niggard with a little rest. 

There is no more to say ? 

Cas. t No more. Good night; 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Bru. Lucius, my gown. [Exit Lucius.] Fare- 
well, good Messala; — 

Good night, Titinius : — Noble, noble Cassius : 

Good night, and good repose. 

Cas. 0 my dear brother 1 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 

Never come such division ’tween our souls 1 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well. 

Cas. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good bcother. 

Tit Mess . Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one. 

[Exeunt Cas . Tit. and Mes. 

Re-enter Lucius, with the gown , 

Give me the gown. Where Is thy instrument ? 
j Luc. Here in the tent, 

Bru Weat, thou speak’st drowsily ? 

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er-watch’d. 
Call Claudius, and some other of my men; 

1 il have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 

Luc. Varro and Claudius ? 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 

Luc. Calls my lord ? 

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep ; 

It may be, I snail raise you by and by 
On business to ray brother Cassius. 

Var. So please you, we will stand, and watch 
your pleasure. . 

Bru. I will not have it so: lie down, good virs; 
it may be, 1 shall otherwise bethink me. 


Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought for sso ; 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. ( Servants Us 
down.) 

Luc. I was sure, your lordship did not give it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much for- 
getful. 

Canst thou hold up the heavy eyes awhile. 

And touch thy instrument a strain or two? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru. It does, my Iwy; 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. T should not urge thy duty past thy might 
I know, young blood look for a time of rest. 

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru . It is well done ; and thou shalt sleep agais 
I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 

I will be good to thee. (Music, and a Song.) 

This is a sleepy tune : — 0 murd’rous slumber 1 
Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 

That plays thee music ? — Gentle knave, good nigh* 

I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. 

If thou dost nod, thou break’st thy instrument ; 

I’ll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night. 

Let me see. let me see ; — Is not the leaf turn’d down, 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think. 

(He sits dowr^ 

Enter the Ghost of Ccesar. 

How ill this taper burns!— -Ha! who comes here 
I think it is the • weakness of mine eyes, 

That shapes this monstrous apparition. 

It comes upon me : — Art thou any thing ? 

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 

That mak’st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus, 

Bru. Why com’st thou . 

Ghost. To tell thee, thou shalt see me at ^bclippL 
Bru. Well; 

Then I shall see thee again ? 

Ghost Ay, at Philippi. {Ghost^anuhet 

Bru. Why, I will see thee at PhilipiMthen.— 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanishes! : 

III spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. — 

Boy ! Lucius! — Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake !— 
Claudius! 

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thinks, he still is at his instrument. — 
Lucius, awake ! 

Luc. My lord ? 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so 
cry’dstout? 

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any 
thing ? 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru . Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius! 
Fellow thou ! awake ! 

Var. My lord. 

Clau. My lord. 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep? 
Var Clau. Did we, my lord ? 

Bru . Ay ; saw you any tiling ? 

Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Cassiuu; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 

And we will follow. 

Var §* Clau. It shall be done, my lord. [Exeunt* 
ACT V. 

Scene T. — The Plains of Philippi. 

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army. 

Oct . Now, Antony, our hopes are answered ; 

You said, the enemy would not come down, 

But keep the hills and upper regions ; 

It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 

They mean to warn ns at Philippi here 
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Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant . Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content 
To visit other places; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face. 

To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage, 
But ’tis not so. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes&> Prepare you, generals : 

The enemy comes on in gallant shew ; 

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out. 

And something to be done immediately. 

Ant, Octavius, lead your battle softly o~ 

Upon the left hand of the even field. 

Oct Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 
Ant, Why do you cross me in this exigent? 

Oct. I do not cross you ; but I will do so. [March.) 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their Army ; 
Lucinius, Titinius, Messala, and others. 
Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 

Gas. Stand fast, Titinius : We must out and talk. 
Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ? 
Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on their charge. 
Make forth, the generals would have some words. 
Oct. Stir not until the signal. [men? 

Bru. Words before blows: Is it so, country- 
Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes, 
Octavius. [words : 

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 
Witness the hole you made in Ceesar’s heart. 
Crying, Long live ! hail , C cesar ! 

Gas. Antony, 

The posture of your blows are yet unknown ; 

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees. 

And leave them honeyless. 

Ant . Not stingless too, 

Bru. 0, yes, and soundless too; 

For you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony, 

And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile 
daggers 

Hack’d one another m the sides of Caesar: 

You shew’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like 
hounds. 

And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar’s feet ; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind. 

Struck Caesar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Gas. Flatterers ! — Now, Brutus, thank. yourself : 
This tongue had not offended so to-day, 

If Cassius might have rul’d. 

Oct. Come, come, the cause: If arguing make 
ns sweat, 

The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 

Look ; 

l draw a sword against conspirators ; 

When think you that the sword goes up again ? — 
Never, till Caesar’s three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Caesar - 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru. Caesar, thou can’st not die by traitors, 
Unless thou bring’st them with thee. 

Oct. So I hope ; 

I was not born to die on Brutus’ sword. 

Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Yonng man, thou could’st not die more honourable. 
Ca$. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such ho- 
nour, 

Join’d with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Cassius stilll 
Oct . Come, Antony ; away. — 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 

If yon dare fight to-day, come to the field : 

If not, when you have stomachs. 

[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their Army 
Cas . Why now, blow, wind ; swell, billow ; and 
swim, bark I 

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 


Bru. Ho! 

Luciiius ; hark, a word with von. 

Luc. # a # My lord. 

[Brutus and Luciiius converse apart 
Cas. Messala, — 

Mes . What says my general ? 

Cas. Messala, 

This is my birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Messala: 

Be thou my witness, that, against my will. 

As Pompey was, am I compeli’d to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 

You know, that I held Epicurus strong, 

And his opinion : now I change my mind, 

And partly credit things that do presage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch’d. 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers hands; 

Who to Philippi here consorted us : 

This morning are they fled away, and gone; 

And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 

Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us. 

As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem 

A canopy most fatal, under which 

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Mes. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly ; 

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv’d 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Luciiius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may. 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 

But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain. 
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall. 

If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very hist time we snail speak together ! 

What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 

By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself:— I know not how. 

But I do find it cowardly and vile, 

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life :— arming myself with patience. 

To stray the providence of some high powers. 

That govern us below. 

Cas. Then ; if we lose this battle* 

You are contented to be led in triumpn 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? [Roman, 

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble 
That ever Brutus will go bound io Rome : 

He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work, the ides of March began ; 

And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take : — 

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius! 

If we do meet again, why we shall smile ; 

If not, why then this parting was well made, 

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell. Bruins l 
If we do meet again, we’ll smile indeed ; 

If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on.— 0, that a man might 
know 

The end of this day’s business, ere it come! 

But it sufficeth, that the day will end. 

And then the end is known.— Come, ho ! away. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II. — The same. The Field of Battle* 
Alarum . Enter Brutus and Messala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bill* 
Unto the legions on the other side : 

[Loud alarum.) 

Let them set on at once ; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing, 

And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 

Ride, ride, Messala; let them all come down. 

[Exeunt 
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S cene IIL-The same. Another Part of the Field. 
Alarum . Enter Cassius and Titinius. 

Cos . O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly! 
Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy : 

This ensign here of mine was turning back; 

E slew the coward, and did take it from mm. 

Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early; 
Who, having some advantage on Octavius, 

Took it too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil. 

Whilst we by Antony are all enclos’d. 

Enter Pindarus. 

P’m. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord ! 

Fly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 

Cas. This hill is far enough. — Look, look, Titinius ; 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire ? 

Tit . They are, my lord. 

Cas. Titinius, if thou lov’st me. 

Mount thou my horse, and hide ihy spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 

And here again; that I may rest assur’d. 

Whether yond’ troops are friend or enemy. 

Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought 

[Exit 

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill ; 

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 

Aud tell me what thou not’st about tlm field.— 

[Exit Pindarus . 

This day 1 breathed first: time is come round, 

And where I did begin, there I shall end ; 

My life is rtm his compass.— Sirrah, what news? 
Pm. [Above.) 0 my lord ! 

Cas. What news ? 

Pin. Titinius is 

Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to him on the spur;— Yet he spurs on. — 
Now they are almost on him; now, Titinius ! — 
Now some ’light : — O, he ’lights too he’s ta’en 

and, hark ! [Shout.) 

They shout for joy. 

Cas. Come down, behold no more.— 

0, coward that I am, to live so long. 

To see my best friend ta’en before my face ! 

Enter Pindarus. 

Come hither, sirrah : 

In Parthi did I take thee prisoner ; 

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life. 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, [oath ! 

Thou should’st attempt it. Come now. keep thine 
Now be a freeman ; and, with this gooa sword. 
That ran through Caesar’s bowels, search this bosom. 
Stand not to answer : Here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now, 

Guide thou the sword. — Caesar, thou art reveng’d. 
Even with the, sword that kill’d thee. [1 lies.) 

Pin. So, I am free ; yet would not so have been. 
Durst I have done my will. O Cassius* 

Far from this country Pindarus shall run, 

Where never Roman shall take note of him. [Exit. 

Re-enter Titinius, with Mess ala, 

Mes. It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power. 

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 

Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 
Mes. Where did you leave him? 

All disconsolate, 
lishill. 

he ground ? 
my heart I 

«.. n . . No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassius is no more.— 0 setting sun ! 

o-night, 


Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are 
done! 

Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.^ 

Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done this deed. 

0 hateful error, melancholy’s child ! 

Why dost thou shew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O error, soon conceiv’d. 
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth, 

But kill’st the mother that engender’d thee. 

Tit. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Pindarus 
Mes. Seek him, Titinius : whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting thw report 
Into his ears : I may say, thrusting it ; 

For piercing steel, and darts enveuomed. 

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 

As tidings of tills sight. 

Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindarus the while. 

[Exit Mess out, 

Why didst thou send ine forth, brave Cassius? 

Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 

And bid me give’t thee? Didst thou not hear their 
shouts? 

Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing. 

But hold thee, take this garland on thy braw; 

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding.— Brutus, come apace. 

And see how I regarded Caius Cassius.— 

By your leave, gods This is a Roman’s part ; 
Rome, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius’ heart 

. 

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus, youn 
Cato, Strato, Volumnics, and Lucilius. 
Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie » 
Mes. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it 
Bru. Titinius’ face is upward. 

Cato . He is slain. 

Bru. O Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. ( Low alarums.) 

Cato. Brave Titinius _! 

Look whe’r he have not crown’d dead Cassius ! 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as these?-— 
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well* 

It is impossible, that ever Rome 

Should breed thy fellow. — Friends, I owe more tears 

To this dead man, than you shall see me pay.— 

1 shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time. — 

Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body ; 

His funeral shall not be in our camp. 

Lest it discomfort us.— Lucilius, come 
And come, young Cato ; let us to the field.— 
Labeo, and Flavius, set our battles on # 

’Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, vet ere night 
We shall try fortune in a second fight. [Exeunt 

Scene IY. — Another Part of the Field. 
Alarum. Enter, fighting, Soldiers of both Armies; 
then Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, and others . 
Bru. Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your heads ! 
Cato. What bastard doth not ? Who will go with 
me? 

I will proclaim mv name about the field 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend ; 

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 

[Charges the enemy.] 
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Bratus, I ; 
Brutus, mv country’s friend: know me for Brutus. 

[Exit, charging the enemy: Cato is over 
powered, and falls. 

Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius; 

And may’st be honour’d, being Cato’s son. 

1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest 
Luc. Only I yield to die : 

There is so much that thou wilt kill me. straight; 

Offering money.) 
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Kill Brutus, and he honour’d in his death. 

1 Sold. We must not.—-A noble prisoner ! 

2 Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en. 
1 Sold. I’ll tell the news. — Here comes the ge- 
neral: — 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord. 

Ant, Where is he ? 

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough: 

I dare assure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 

The gods defend him from so great a shame! 

When you do find him, or alive, or dead, 

He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I assure you, 
A prize no less in worth ; keep this man safe. 

Give him all kindness : I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on. 

And see whe’r Brutus be alive, or dead : 

And bring us word, unto Octavius’ tent. 

How every thing is chanc’d, [ Exeunt . 

Scene V . — Another Part of the Field. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and 

VOLUMNIUS. 

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this 
rock. 

Cli. Statilius shew’d the torch light; but, my lord, 
He came not back ; he is or ta’en, or slain. 

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee; Clitus. — 

{Whispering.) 

Cli. What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world. 
Bru. Peace, then, no words. 

Cli. * I’d rather kill myself. 

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius ; {Whispering him.) 
Dar. * I do such a deed ? 

Cli. O, Dardanius! 

Dar. 0, Clitus ! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to thee ? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he meditates. 
Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief. 

That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; list a word. 
Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bru. Why this, Volumnius: 

The ghost of Caesar hath appear’d to me 
I\vo se veral times by night : at Sardis, once ; 

And, this last night, here in Philippi’ fields. 

I know, my hour is come. 

Vol. ' Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Yolumnius. 

Thou see’st the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 

Our enemies have beat us to the pit; 

It is nore worthy to leap in ourselves. 

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know’st, that we two went«to school together ; 
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee, 

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it. 

FW. That’s not an office for a friend, my lord. 

{Alarum Mill.) 


Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewell to you ; — and you;— and you, Vo- 
lumnius. — 

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Strato. — Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life,; 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I shall have glory by this losing day, 

More than Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus’ tongue 
Hath almost ended his life’s history : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rest 
That have but labour’d to attain this hour. 

{Alarum. Cry within ; Fly, fly, fly.' 
Cli. Fly, my lord, fly. 

Bru . Hence ; I will follow thee 

[Exeunt Clitus , Dardanius , and Volumnius 
T pr’ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord: 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 

Stra. Give me your hand first : Fare you well, my 
lord. 

Bru. Farewell, good Strato. — Caesar, now be still ^ 
I kill’d not thee with half so good a will. 

(He runs on his sword , and dies.) 

Alarum. Petr eat. Enter Octavius, Antony, 
Messala, Lucilius, and their army . 

Oct. What man is that? [master? 

Mes. My master’s man. — Strato, where is thy 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala ; 
The conquerors can but make a' fire of him ; 

For Brutus only overcame himself. 

And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus should be found. — I thank thee, 
Brutus, 

That thou hast prov’d Lucilius’ saying true, 

Oct. All that serv’d Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to yom 
Oct. Do so, Messala. 

Mes. How died my master, Strato? 

Sira. I held the sword, and be did run on it., 
Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee. 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only he, 

Did that they did in envy of great Caesar; 

He, only, in a general honest thought, 

And common good to all, made one of them* 

His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mix’d in him, that Nature might stand up. 

And say to all the world, This ivas a man t 
Oct. According to his virtue let ns use him, 
With all respect, and rites of burial. 

Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie. 

Most like a soldier, order’d honourably. — 

So, call the field to rest: and let’s away. 

To part the glories of this happy day. [JEtogaft, 
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This play keeps curiosity always busy, and the passions always Interested. The continual hurry of the action, the 
variety of incidents, and the quick succession of one personage to another, call the mind forward without inter- 
mission, from the first act to the last. But the power of delighting is derived principally from the frequent changes 
cf the scene; for, except the feminine arts, some of which are too low, which distinguish Cleopatra, no character is 
very strongly discriminated. Upton, who did nol easily miss what he desired to find, has discovered that the language 
of Antony is, with great skill and learning, made pompous and superb, according to his real practice. But I think 
his diction not distinguishable from that of others : the most tumid speech in the play is that which Caesar make* 
to Oetavia. 

The events, of which the principal are described according to history, are produced without any art of conned 
tion or care of disposition. Johnson. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's 
Palace. 

Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

Phi. Nay, but this dotage ofour general’s 
O’erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes. 

That o’er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn. 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart, 

Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 
I he buckles on his breast, reneges ail temper: 

And is become the bellows, and the fan, 

To cool a gipsy’s lust. Look, where they come ! 

Flourish. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with 
their Trains : Eunuchs fanning her. 

Take' but good note, and you shall see in him 
1 he triple pillar of the world transform’d 
Lito a strumpet’s fool : behold and see. 

A lt h , e ! ove > indeed > teI1 How much. 
Ant, I here s beggary in the love that can be 
reckon’d. 

C I eo / £!* set a bourn far to be belov’d. 

Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven, 
new earth. * 

Enter an Attendant. j 

Att. News, my good lord, from Rome. 

4$” XT r , Grates me The sum. 

Nay, hear them, Antony: 

Fulvza, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 
It the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, Do this , or this : 
lake in that kingdom , and franchise that ; 
ir erf mn t } or else we damn thee. 

roh t> v , How, my love! 

Cleo. Perchance, — nay, and most like/ 

You must not stay here longer, your dismission 

p 7 1 G*sar; therefore hear it, Antony.— 
Where s Fulvia^s process ? Caesar’s, I would say f— 

Call in the messengers.— As I am Egypt’s queen, 
Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blood ^ 
wCaesar s homager : else so thy cheek pays shame. 
When shnil-tongu’d Fulvia scolds. --The mes- 
sengers. 


Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch 
Of the rang’d empire fall I Here Is my space , 
Kingdoms are clayn our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, 

And such a twain can do’t, in which, 1 bind, * ^ ^ 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet. 

We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 

I’ll seem the fool I am not: Antony 
Will be himself. 

■. Ant* But stirr’d by Cleopatra.— 

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours. 

Let’s not confound the time with conference harsh 
There’s not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : What sport to-night? 
Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 

,, . , Fy, wrangling queen! 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

I o weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir’d ! 

No messenger ; but thine and all alone, [note 
1 p-night, we'll wander through the streets, and 
I he qualities of people. Come, my queen : 

Last night you did desire it : Speak not to us. 

[Exeunt Ant. and Cleop. with their Train. 
JJem.ls Caesar with Antonins priz’d so slight 0 
Pm. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
sh ?$ of that great property. 

Which still should go with Antony. 

tw , I’m full sorry, 

I hat he approves the common liar, who 
I hus speaks of him at Rome : But I will hope 
Ur better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy ! 

[Exeunt, 

Scene II. — The same. Another Room. 

Enter Chabmian, Ihas, Alexas, and a Soothsayer 

A0AI Lord , Ale *as, sweet Alexas, most any 
thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where’s 
tee soothsayer that von praised so to the queen? 
U, that I knew this husband, which, you say, must 
change his horns with garlands! . 

Alex. Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Your will ? [things ? 

Char. Is this the man ? — Is’t you, sir*, that know 
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Sooth . In nature's infinite book of secrecy, 

A little I can read. 

Alex* Shew him your hand. 

Enter Enob arbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Char . Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means, in flesh, 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. YV rmkles forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience , be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth. You shall be more bcdoving, than beloved. 

Char. I had rath er heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char . Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let 
me be married to three kings in a forenoon, and 
widow them all: let me have a child at fifty, to 
whom Herod of Jewry may do homage : find me 
to marry me with Octavius Caesar: and companion 
me with my mistress. 

Sooth . You shall outlive the lady whom you 
serve. [figs. 

Char. O excellent ! I love long life better than 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former 
fortune 

Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no 
names: Pr’ythee, how many boys and wenches must 
1 have ? 

Sooth. If every#of your wishes had a womb, 

And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex. You think, none but your sheets are privy 
to your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. Well know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, 
shall he — drunk to bed. [else. 

Iras. There’s a palm presages chastity, if nothing 

Char. Even as the overflowing Nilus presagetb 

famine. ^ [say. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot sooth- 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog- 
nostication, f cannot scratch mine ear.-— Pr’ythee, 
tell her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth . Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how? give me particulars. 

Sooth. I have said. # [she? 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than 

Char* Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it? 

Iras, Not in my husband’s nose. 

Char . Our worser thoughts heavens mend ! 
Alexas !— come, his fortune, his fortune. — 0, let 
him marry a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I 
beseech thee 1 And let her die too, and give him a 
worse ! and let worse follow worse, till the worst 
of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-fold a 
cuckold I Good Isis, hear me this prayer, though 
thou deny me a matter of more weight; good Isis, 
I beseech thee ! 

■Iras* Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of 
the people! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a 
handsome man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow 
to behold a foul knave uncuckolded ; Therefore, 
dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him accord- 
ingly i 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now ! If it lay in their hands to make 
me a cuckold, they would make themselves whores, 
but they’d do't. 

Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he, the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Cleo Saw you my lord ? 


Eno . No, lady. 

Cleo . \Y as he not here I 

Char . No, Madam. ^ [sudden, 

Cleo. He was dispos’d to mirth ; but on the 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — Enobarbus,— 
Eno. Madam. < [Alexas? 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where’s 
Alex. Here, madam, at your service.— My lord 
approaches. 


Enter Antony, with a Messenge and Attendants* 
Cleo. We will not look upon him : Go with us, 
[Exeunt Cleopatra , Enobarbus , Alexas , 
Iras, Charmian, Soothsayer, ana 
Attendants. 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 
Ant. Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mess. Ay: 

Rut soon that war had end, and the time’s state^ 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst 
Caesar ; 

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, 

Whatworst? 

Mess . The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward.—* 
On: [thus: 

Things, that are past, are done, with me,— ”Tis 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 

I hear him, as he flatter’d. 

Mess. Labienus 

(This is stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force 
Extended Asia from Euphrates; 

His conquering banner shook, from Syria 
To Lydia, and to Ionia; 

Whilst— 

Ant. Antony, thou would’st say, — 

Mess. 0, my lord! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general 
tongue; 

Name Cleopatra as she’s call’d in Rome : 

Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase : and taunt my faults 
With such full license, as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds. 
When our quick winds lie still ; and our ills told us. 
Is as our earing. Fare thee well a-while. 

Mess. At your noble pleasure. [Exit. 

Ant. From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there. 

I Alt. The man from Sicyon. — Is there such an 


2 Ait. He stays upon your will. 

Ant. Let him appear 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break. 


Enter another Messenger . 

Or lose myself in dotage.— What are you ? 

2 Mess. Fulvia, thy wife, is dead. 

Ant . Where died she? 

2 Mess. In Sicyon : 

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Iznporteth thee to know, this bears. ( Gives a letter. 
Ant. Forbear me. — 

[Exit Messenger 

There’s a great spirit gbne ! Thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure. 

By revolution lowering, does become 

The opposite of itself: she’s good, being gone: 

The hand could pluck her back, that shov’d hei on, 
I must from this enchanting queen break off ; 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know. 

My idleness doth hatch. — How now I Enobarbus]. 


Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What’s your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. 1 must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : We see 
how mortal an nnkindness is to them ; if they suffer 
our departure, death's the word- 
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Ant T must be gone. 

Eno . Under a compelling occasion, let \vomen die i 
It were pity to cast them away for nothing; though, 
between them and a great cause, _ they should be 
esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the least 
noise of this, dies instantly ; I have seen her die 
twenty times ugon far poorer moment : I do think, 
there is mettle in death, which commits some loving 
net upon her, she hath such celerity in dying. 

Ant She is cunning past man’s thought. 

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of 
nothing but the finest part of pure love : We cannot 
call her winds and waters, sighs and tears : they are 
greater storms and tempests than almanacks can 
report: This cannot be cunning in her, if it be, she 
makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. ’Would I had never seen her ! 

^ Eno. 0 , sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful 
piece of work ; which not to have been blessed withal, 
would have discredited your travel. 

Ant Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? 

Ant. Fnlvia is dead. 

Eno- Fulvia ? 

Ant Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a 
man from him, it shews to man the tailors of the 
earth ; comforting therein, that when old robes are 
worn out, there are members to make new. If there 
were no more women but Fulvia, then had you 
indeed a cut, and the case to be lamented : this grief 
is crowned with consolation ; your old smock brings 
forth a new petticoat:— and /indeed, the tears live 
in an onion, that should water this sorrow. 

Ant The business she hath broached in the state, 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the business you have broached here 
cannot be without you; especially that of Cleopa- 
tra’s, which wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more fight answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen. 

And get her love to part. For not alone 
The death of Ful via, with more urgent touches. 

Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too 
Of many of our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Caesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea : our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link’d to the deserver, 

, Till his deserts are past,] begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and ail his dignities. 

Upon his son ; who, high in name and power. 

Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier; whose quality, going on. 

The sides o’the world may danger : Much is breeding. 
Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet but life, 

And not a serpent poison. Say our pleasure, 

1 o such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. I shall do’t. [Exeunt 

Scene HX.~~Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, 
and Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is he? 

, . . I &d not see him since. 

Cleo. See where he is, who’s with him, what he 
does 

I did not send you r— IF you find him sad, 
jjjy* \ am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
I hsi * m sudden sick ; Quick, and return. 

, ,, . _ .■ [Exit Alexas. 

AfWr. Madam, methmks, if you did love him 
I ou do not hold the method to enforce fdearlv 
The like from him. ■* 

' , , What should I do, I do not ? 

Uiar. In each thing give him way, cross him in 
nothing. [him. 

Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool ; the way to lose 


Char. Tempt him not so too far : I wish, forbear | 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here comes Antony. 

Clt9. I am sick, and sullen. 

Ant I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose,-*. 
Cleo. Help me away, .dear Charmian, I shall fall ; 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 

Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me. 

Ant. What’s the matter ? 

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there’s some good 
news. 

What says the married woman ? — You may go ; 
’Would she had never given you leave to come ! 

Let her not say, ’tis I that keep you here, 

I have no power upon you ; her’s you are. 

Ant The gods best know,— 

Cleo. , _ O, never was there queen 

So miglitly betray’d ! Yet, at the first, 

I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant Cleopatra, — [true, 

Cleo. Why should I think, you can be mine, ana 
Though you m swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia ! Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows. 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

Ant. Most sweet queen,— 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going, 
But by farewell, and go : when you sued staying, ' 

Then was the time for words : No going then ; 

Eternity was in our lips, and ey<gs ; 

Bliss in our brow’s bent ; none our parts so poor, 

But was a race of heaven : They are so still. 

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world. 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 

Ant How now, lady ! 

Cleo. I would, I had thy inches ; thou should’st 
There were a heart in Egypt. [know, 

m Ant Hear me, queen: 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services a-while ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o’er with civil swords: Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome ; 

Equality of two domestic powers [strength, 

Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to 
Are newly grown to love : The condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich m his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change: My more particular, 

And that which most with you should safe my going. 
Is Fulvia’s death. - ’ 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me 
freedom. 

It does from childishness. Can Fulvia die ? 

Ant. She’s dead, my queen: 

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
1 he garboils she awak 7 d : at the last, best: 

See, when, and where ahe died. 

xm? e °\ a. , , O most false love : 

Where be the sacred vials thou shoald’st fill 
r w water? Now I see, I see. 

In Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d shall be. 

Ant Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to ka&W 
I he purposes I bear: which are, or cease. 

As you shall give the advice ; Now, by the fire 
r *" a * quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence 
i hy ^soldier, servant ; making peace, or war. 

As thou affect’st. 

r> , _ Cut mv lace, Charmian, cottf feut 

Rut let it be. — I am quickly ill, and well; 

! oo Antony loves. 

. Ant. My precious queen, forbear; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands’ 

An honourable trial. 
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Cleo. _ So Ful via told me, 

£ pr’ythee turn aside, and weep for her ; 

Then bid adieu to me, and say, the tears 
Belong to Egypt : Good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; ana let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You’ll heat my blood ; no more. 

Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by my sword, — 

Cleo. And target, —Still he mends ; 

But this is not the best: Look, pr’y thee, Charmian, 

H ow 'this ■ Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. I’ll leave you, lady. 

% Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part,— but that’s not it ; 

Sir, von and I have lov’d,— but there’s not it ; 

That you know well : Something it is I would,— 

O, n>y oblivion is a very Antony, 

An id i am ail forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

^ Cleo. ’Tis weating labour. 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me; 

Since mv becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you : Your honour calls you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you I upon your sword 
Sit huirel’d victory 1 and smooth success 
Be strew’d before your feet ! 

Ant. ' Let us go. Come; 

Our separation so abides, and flies. 

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me, 

And 1, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 

Away. ' [Exeunt. 

9 

Scene TV. — Rome . An Apartment in Caesar'* 
House . 

Enter Octavius Cjesar, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. 

Caes.Yon may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Caesar’s natural vice to hate 
One great competitor : from Alexandria 
This is the news ; he fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or 
Vouchsaf’d to think he had partners : You shall find 
A man, who is the abstract of all faults [there 
That all men follow. 

hep. I must not think, there are 

Evils enough to darken all his goodness : 

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven. 

More fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary, I 

Rather than purchas’d; what he cannot change. 

Than what he chooses. 

Coes. You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 

■> give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
Ana keep the turn of tippling with a slave; 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
Withknaves, that smell of sweat: say, this becomes 
[As his composure must be rare indeed, [him, 
Vyiiom these things cannot blemish), yet must Antony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
Sr great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness. 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones. 

Call on him for’t : bat to confound such time, 

That drums him from his sport, and speak as loud 
As his own state, and ours,— ’tis to be chid 
As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure, 

And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lep. * Here’s more news. 

A/ess/Phy biddings have boen done; and every hour, 


Most noble Cassar, shalt thou have report 
How ’tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea^ 

And it appears, he is belov’d of those 
That only have fear’d^ Caesar : to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men’s reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 

Coes. I should have known no less 

It hath been taught us from the primal state, , 

That he, which is, was wish’d, until he were ; 

And the ebb’d man, ne’er lov’d, till ne’er worth love 
Comes dear’d, by being lack’d. This common body, / 


Mess. Csesar, I bring thee word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates. 

Make the sea serve them ; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind; Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youth revolt 
No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon 
Taken as seen , for Pomjpey’s name strikes mom 
Than could his war resisted. 

Coes. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassels. When thou opc* 
YVast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, and thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fonght’st against,, 
Thouglyiaintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer : Thou didst drink 
The^ stale of horses, and the gilded puddle [deign 

Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed’st ; on the Alps, 

It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh, 

Which some did die to look on : And all this 
fit wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,) 

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy che«k 
So much as lank’d not. 

Lep. " It is pity of him. 

Coes. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome : ’Tis time we twain 
Did shew ourselves i’ the field ; and, to that eod. 
Assemble we immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Csesar, 

I shall be furnis’h to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and laud I can be able. 

To ’front this present time. 

Coes. . Till which encounter. 

It is my business too. Farewell. [mean time 

Lep. Farewell, my lord : What you shall know 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir. 

To let me be partaker. 

Coes. Doubt not, sir ; 

I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Alexandria . A Room in the Palace . 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and 
Mardian. 

Cleo. Charmian, — * 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha! — 

Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char . ^ Why, madam? 

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of time 
My Antony is away. 

Char. You think of him 

Too much. 

Cleo. 0, treason ! 

Char. Madam, I trust, not so 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch! Mardian! 

Mar. What’s your highness’ pleasure? 

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; I take no plea*- 
Jn aught an eunuch has : 5 Tis well for- thee, [sure 
That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thonghls 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affection* % 

Mar. Yes. gracious madam. 

Cleo. Indeed? 
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Mar. Not in deed, madam : for I can do nothing 
But, what in deed is nonest to be done: 

Yet have I fierce affections, and think. 

What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo . O Charmian, 

Where think’st thou he is now ? Stands he, or sits he? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! 

Do bravely, horse I for wot'st thou whom thou 
mov’st? 

The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And bnrgonet of men. — He’s speaking now, 

Or murmuring, Where's my serpent of old Nile ! 

For so he calls me ; Now 1 feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — Think on me,, 

That am with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Caesar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch ’■ and great Porapey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With rooking on his life. 

Enter Alexas. 

i 

Alex . ■' Sovereign of Egypt, hail! | 

Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Autony ! 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded thee. — 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen, 

He kiss’d, — the last of many doubled kisses,— 

This orient pearl:— -His, speech sticks in my heart 
Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 

Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster; at whose foot , 

To mend the petty present. I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All the east , 
Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he nodded, 
*An d soberly did mount a termagant steed, 

Who neigh’d so high, that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by him. 

Cleo. \ What, was he sad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o’the year between the 
extremes 

Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad nor merry. 

Cleo. 0 well- divided disposition! — Note him, 
Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man: but note 
him: 

He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seem’d to tell them his remembrance lay 
Io Egypt with his joy: but between both: 

0 heavenly mingle !— Be’st thou sad, or merry, 

The violence of either thee becomes ; 

So does it no man else.— Met’st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick ? 
t T t, 0 * T „ Who’s born that day 

When I forget to send to Antony, 

Shall die a beggar— Ink and paper, Charmian— 
Welcome, my good Alexas— Did I, Charmian, 

Ever love Caesar so? 

Cfiar. 0 that brave Casar! 

Cleo . Be chok’d with such another emphasis ! 

Say, the brave Antony. 

Qff xr * The valiant Caesar! 

Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 

If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

_ Char. By your most gracious pardon, 

1 sing but after you. 

Cleo. My sallad days ; 

When I was green in judgment— Cold in blood, 

To say, as I said then —But, come, away ; 

Get me ink and paper: he shall have every day 
A eeveral greeting, or I’ll unpeople Egypt. 

[Exmmt. 


Scene I. — Messina. A Room in Pompey' s House. 
Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas. 
Pomp. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves* 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good; so find we profit. 

By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine : 

My power’s a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Cscsar gets money, where 
He loses hearts: Lepidus flatters both, 

Of both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves, 

Nor either cares for him. 

Men. ' Caesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this ? ’tis false. 

Men. From Silvias, sir 

Pom. He dreams ; I know, they are in Rome 
together, 

Looking for Anton v : But all charms of love, 

Salt Cleopatra, soften thv wan’d lip ! 

Let witchcraft join’d with beauty, lust with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts, 

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 

Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ; 

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour. 
Even till a Lethe’d dulness. — How now, Varrius? 

Enter Varrhjs. * 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver 2 
Mark. Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, ’tis 
A space for further travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 

A better ear— Menas, I did not think, 

This amorous surfeiter would have don’d his helm 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain: But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
The ne’er lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope 

Cassar and Antony shall well greet together : 

His wife, that’s dead, did trespasses to Caesar ; 

His brother warr’d upon him ; although, I think. 
Not mov’d by Antony. 

LhMre. ^ I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we stand up against them all, 

’Twere pregnant they should square between them 
selves; 

For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear ©! us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 

Be it as our gods will have it I It only stands 
Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands. 

Come, Menas. . {Exeunt.' 

Scene II. — Rome. A Room in the House qf 
Lepidus. ■'■■■■ 

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed 
And shall become you well, to entreat your eapteift 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Hno. I shall entreat him 

To answer like himself: If Caesar move him. 

Let Antony look over Caesar’s head. 

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 

W ere I the wearer of Antoniua’beard, 
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1 would not shave to-day. 

hep. ’Tis not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then born in it. 
hep. But small to greater matters must give way. 
Eno. Not if the small come first. 
hep. Your speech is passion; 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

* Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder, C<esar. 

Enter Caesar, Mec^nas, and Agrippa. 

Ant. If we compose well here, to Parthia: 

Hark you, Ventidius. 

Cats. I do not know, 

Meceenas ; ask Agrippa. 

hep. ' Noble friends, 

That which combined us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What’s amiss, 

May it be gently heard: When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
M order in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for 1 earnestly beseech,) 

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terras, 
Nor curstness grow to the matter. > 

Ant . ’Tis spoken well ; 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 

I should do this. 

Qas. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant. Thank you. 

Cas. Sit 

Ant. Sit, sir ! 

Cas. Nay, 

Then — 

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not so; 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Cues. I must be laugh’d at, 

If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Shoul I say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i’tne world : more laugh’d at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your 
It not concern’d me. " (name 

Ant My being in Egypt, Cmsar, 

What was’t to you ? . t 

Cas. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: Yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, practis’d ? 

Cats. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your wife, and brother. 
Made wars upon me; and their contestation 
W as theme for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant. You do mistake yonr business; my brother 
never 

Did urge me in his act : I did enquire it; 

And have my learning from some true reports, 

That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 

And make the wars alike against my stomach, 
Having alike your cause ? Of this, ray letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you’ll patch a quarrel. 
As matter whole you have not to make it with. 

It must not be witli this. 

Cats You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patch’d up your excuses. 

Ant. Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t. 

Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause ’gainst which he fought. 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars, 
Which ’fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit in such another : 

The third o’the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife* 


Eno . ’Would we had all such wives, that the nw% 
might go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So much uncnrable, her garboils, C*sar, 
Made out of her impatience, ("which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,.) I grieving grant, 

Did you too much disqniet: for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

Cas. t I wrote to you* 

When rioting in Alexandria; you 

Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 

Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 

Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 

Of what I was i’the morning; but, next day, 

I told him of myself; which was as much 
As to have ask’d him pardon : Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend, 

Out of our question wipe him. 

Cas. Y ou have broken 

The article of your oath; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 
hep. . Soft, Caesar 

Ant . No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 

The honour’s sacred which he talks on now. 
Supposing that I lack’d it: But on, Caesar ; 

The article of my oath, — • [them: 

Cas. To lend me arms, and aid, when I requir’d 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather; 

And then, when poison’d hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may. 
I’ll play the penitent to you ; but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it : Truth i.%, that Fulvia, 

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do ’ 

So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case, 

hep. ■ ' ’Tis nobly spoken. 

Mec . If it might please you, to enforce no furthef. 
The griefs between ye : to forget them quite, 

Were to remember, that the present need* 

Speaks to atone you. 

hep. Worthily spoke, Mecasnas 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another’s love for the 
instant, you may^ when you hear no more words of 
Pompey,. return it again : you shall have time to 
wrangle in, when you have nothing else to do. 

Ant . Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more. 
Eno. That truth should be silent, I had almost 
forgot. [more. 

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak no 
Eno. Go to then ; yonr considerate stone. 

Cas. I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech : for it cannot be. 

We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us stauncn, from edge to edge 
O’ the world I would pursue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Caesar,—* 

Cas. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr. Tnou hast a sister by the mother’s side. 
Admir’d Octavia: great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Cas. Say not so, Agrippa ; 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv’d of rashness. 

Ant. I am not married, Caesar: let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity. 

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife; whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 

Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 

And all great fears, which now import their danger* 
Would then be nothing* truth would be but tales 
1 SO 
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Where now half tales be truths ; her love to both, 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both. 

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke ; 

For ’tls a studied, not a present thought, 

Byd-rty ruminated. wm ^ ^ ? 

V<£S. Not till he henrs how Antony is touch’d 
With what is spoke already. , . ■ . 

A m . _ What power is in Agnppa, 

If I would say, Agrippa, be it so , 

To make this good ! 

Ctes. The power of Caesar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant May I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shews. 

Dream of impediment!— Let me have thy hand ; 
Further this act ot grace ; and, from this hour, ft 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 

And sway our great designs I 
Ctes. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly: Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ,* and never 
Fly off our loves again ! * 

Lep. Happily, amen I [Pompey; 

Ant I did not think to draw my sword ’gainst 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 

Of late upon me : I must thank him only, 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 

At heel of that, defy him. 

hep. Time calls upon us : 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 

Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant . And where lies he? 

C&s. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant. What’s his strength 

By land? 

Cas. Great, and increasing : but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant. So is the fame. 

Would we had spoke together! Haste we for it: 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talk’d of. 

Cats. * * With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister’s view, 

„ Whither straight I will lead you. 

Ant Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 

hep. ' Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish, [Exeunt Ceesar, Ant. and Lepidus. 
Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Cmsar, worthy Mecaenas ! 
— my honourable friend, Agrippa! — 

Agr. Good Enobarbus 1 

Mec . We have cause ^o be glad* that matters are 
so well digested. You stay’d well by it in Egypt 
Eno. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of countenance, 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted wliole at a break- 
fast, and but twelve persons there •. Is this true ? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle ? we had 
much more monstruous matter of feast, which wor- 
thily deserved noting. 

Mec. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report be 
square to her. 

Eno . When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed 
ep his heart, upon the river of Cydnns. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed; or my reporter 
devised well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you : 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne, 

Burn’d on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 
.Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that [silver; 
The winds were love-sick with them : the oars were 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The vvater, which they beat, to follow laster. 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 
v It beggar’d all description : she did lie 
♦ In her p?Ypqb, /ckrth ftfgold,- of tissue,) 


O’erpicturing that Venus, where we see 
The fancy out- work nature : on each side her. 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With aiverse-coloured fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid, did. 

Agr . O, rare for Antony f 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes, 

And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands. 
That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 

Enthron’d in the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy, 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too. 

And made a gap in nature. 

Ayr . ' Rare Egyptian l 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her. 
Invited her to supper: she replied, 
j, It should be better, he became her guest; 

Which she entreated : Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne’er the word of -No woman heard speak. 
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feast; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart. 

For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 

She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed ; 

He plough’d her, and she cropp’d. 

Eno. * I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street ; 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panteck 
That she did make defect, perfection, 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never; he will not; 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 

Her infinite variety : Other women 

Cloy th’ appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry 

Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 

Become themselves in her; that the holy priest* 

Bless her, when she is riggish. 

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Agr. Let us go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest , 

Whilst you abide here. 

Eno . Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The same. A Room in C cesar's House* 
Enter Cjesar, Antony, Octavia betiveen them; 

Attendants , and a Soothsayer . 

Ant The world, and my great office, will some- 
Divide me from your bosom. [times 

Octa. All which time. 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, sir.— My Octavia, 

Read not my blemishes in the world’s report: 

I nave not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
Octa. Good night, sir. [lady.— 

Cas. Good night. [Exeunt Cues, and Octa. 
Ant Now, sirrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt ? 
Sooth. ’Would I had never come from thence, nor 
Thither! [ y0II 

' Ant. If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth. ^ I see’t in 

My motion, have it not in my tongue : But yet 
Hie you again to Egypt. 

Say to me. 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar’s or min* P 
Sooth. Caesar’s. 

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side : 

Thy daemon, that’s thy spirit which keeps the#, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 
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Where Caesar’s it not; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o’erpowered ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To noae but thee ; no more, but when to 
If thou dost play with him at any game, {thee. 
Thou art sure ta lose ; and, of that natural luck, 

He beats thee ’gainst the odds; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by ; I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 

But, he away, 5 tis noble. 

Ant. * Oet thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him :— 

[Exit Soothsayer . 

He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap. 

Be hath spoken true : The very dice obey him; 
And , in our sports, my better canning faints 
Under his chance; if we draw lots, he speeds; 

His cocks do win the battle still of mine, 

When it is all to nought ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoon’d, at odds.^ I will to Egypt: 
And though I make tliis marriage for my peace, 

Enter Ventidius. 

I’ the east my pleasure lies : — 0, come, Ventidius, 
•You must to Parthia | your commission’s ready: 
Follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV .-"The same • A Street . 

Enter Lepidus, Mec^enas, and Agrippa. 
hep. Trouble yourselves no further: pray you, 
Your generals after. [hasten 

Agr. * Sir, Mark A y 

Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and well follow. 

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier’s dress. 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mec. ' We shall, 

As I conceive the journey, be at mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter, 

My purposes do draw me much about ; 

You 11 win two days upon me. 

Mec. fir Agr. Sir, good success ! 

hep. Farewell. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend. The music, ho! 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let us to billiards : 

Come, Charmian. x 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 
Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play’d. 
As with a woman; — Come, you’ll play with me, sir? 
Mar. As well as I can, raadatn. 

Cleo. And when good will is shew'd, though it 
come too short, 

The actor may plead pardon. I’ll none now : — 

G ve me mine angle. — Well to the river: there. 

My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn’d fishes ; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up. 

I’ll think them every one an Antony, 

And say. Ah, ha ! you’re caught. 

Char. Twas merry, when 

You wager’d on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time ! — 0 times !— 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh’d him into patience : and next morn. 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
t wore his sword Philippan. O ! from Italy ; — 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ram tkou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 


That long time have been barren. 

Mess. Madam, madam, - 

Cleo. Antony’s dead ? — 

If thou say so, villain, thou kill’st thy mistress 
But well and free, 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss ,* a hand, that kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he’s well 

Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. But, sirrah, mark 
We use 

To say, the dead are well : bring it to that, 

The gold I give thee, will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat 
Mess . Good madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will 

But there’s no goodness in thy face ; If Antony 
Be free, and healthful,— why so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good tidings ? If not well, 

Thou should’st come like a fury crown’d with snakes 
Not like a formal man. 

Mess. * Will’t pjease you hear me 

Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee, ere them 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, [speak’st 
Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him. 

I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mess. Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Well said 

Mess. And friends with Caesar. 

Cleo. Thou’rt an honest man 

Mess. Caesar and he are greater friends than ever 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess. * But yet, madam,- - 

Cleo. I do not like but yet , it does allay 
The good precedence ; fy upon but yet; 

But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 

Some monstrous malefactor. Pr’yihee, friend. 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear* 

The good and bad together : He’s friends with Caesar 
In state of health, thou say’st; and, thou say’st, free* 
Mess. Free, madam! no; I made no such report'; 
He’s bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn ? 

Mess. For the best turn i’ the bed. 

Cleo. lam pale, Charmian 

Mess. Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

(Strikes him down.) 
Mess. Good madam, patience. 

Cleo. What say you ?-— Hence, 

(Strikes him agdin.) 
Horrible villain! or I’ll spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I’ll unhair thy head ; 

(She hales him up and down.) 
Thou shalt be whipped with wire, and stew’d , in 
Smarting in ling’ring pickle. # [brine. 

Mess. Gracious madam, ' 

I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

Cleo. Say, ’tis not so, a province I will give thee. 
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadst 
Shall make tny peace, for moving me to rage ; 

And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess. He’s married, madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv’d too long. 

(Draws a dagger ) 

Mess . Nay, then I’ll run : — 

What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault 

Char . Good madam, keep yourself within your- 
self, 

The man is innocent [bolt,-* 

Cleo. Some innocents ’scape not the thunder 
Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call the slave again ; 
Thongfy I am mad, I will not bite him : — Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him — 

i 'These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
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A meaner than myself; since I myself . ' ' 

Have given myself the cause.— Come hither, sir. 

Re-enter Messenger. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : Give to a gracious messager 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 

Mes. I have done my duty. 

Cleo. fs he married ? 

I cannot hat® thee worser than I do, 

If thou again say, Yes. 

Mess. He is married, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold 
there still ? 

3fess. Should 1 lie, madam? 

Cleo. O, I would thou didst; 

So half my Egypt were submerg’d, and made 
A cistern for scal’d snakes ! Go, get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou would’st appear most ugly. He is married ? 
Mess, I crave your highness’ pardon. 

Cleo w He is married ? 

Mess. Take no offence, that I would not offend 
To punish me for what you make me do, [you: 
Seems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 
Cleo. 0, that his fault should make a knave of 
thee, [hence : 

That art not ! — What? thou’rt sure oft? — Get thee 
The merchandise, which thou hast brought from 
Rome, 

Are all too dear for me : Lie they upon thy hand, 
And be undone by ’em ! [Exit Mess. 

Char. . ' Good your highness, patience. 
Cleo . In praising Antony, I have disprais’d Caesar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid fbrit now. 

Lead me from hence, 

I faint; 0 Iras, Charmian, — ’Tis no matter: 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas : bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 

Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair:— bring me word quickly. — 
r . . _ _ [Exit Alexas. 

Let him for ever go Let him not— Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
T’other way he’s a Mars:— Bid you Alexas 
„ . ( ToMardian .) 

Bring me word, how tall she is.— Pity me, Charmian, 
But do not speak to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VL — Near Misenum. 

Enter Pompey and Menas, at one side , with drum 
and trumpet ; at another, C-assAR, Lepidus, 
Antony, Enobarbus, Mecjsnas, with Soldiers 
marching . 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And we shall talk before we fight. 

mi ? a £ m M°st meet, 

I bat first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent: 

Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us know 
If ’twill tie up thy discontented sword ; 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 

1 hat else must perish here, 
j Pom. To you all three, 

Ihe senators alone ot this great world, 

Chief factors for the gods,— I do not know. 
Wherefore my father should revengers want, 

Having a son, and friends ; since Julius Gesar, 
n ho at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted. 

There saw you labouring for him. What was it, 
*hat mov’d pale Cassius to conspire ? And what 
Made the all-honour’d honest Roman, Brutus, 

With the aim’d rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom. 
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man? And that is it, 

J^th made me rig my navy ; at whose burden 
* lhe aj 3ger*d oceui foams; with which I meant 


To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 

Cces. Take your time. [sails. 

Ant. Thou, canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy 
We’ll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know’at 
How much we do o’er-count thee. 

Pom . At land, indeed. 

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house : 

But, since the cuckoo builds noi for himself. 

Remain in’t as thou may’st. 

Lep. Be pleas’d to tell us, 

JFor this is from the present,) how you take 
The offers we have sent you. 

Cces. ' There’s the point, 

j Ant.. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
! What it is worth embrac’d* 

Cces. And what may follow. 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. ' You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I. must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : This ’greed upon. 

To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back 
Our targe undinted. 

Cces. Ant . Lep . That’s our offer. * 

Pom. Know then, 

I came before you here, a man prepar’d 
To take this offer : But Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, You must know, 

When Caesar and your brothers were at blows. 

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome triendly. 

Ant, ■ ■ I have heard it, Pompey. 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks. 

Which I do owe yon. 

Pom. ' ' Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you. [yen, 

Arajf. The beds i’the east are soft ; and thanks t« 
l hat call’d me, timelier than my purpose, hither ; 

For I have gain’d by it. ^ 

_C<zs. Since I saw you last, 

There is a change upon yon. 

\xK om ' * Well, T know not, 

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face; 

But in my bosom shall she never come, 

To make my heart her wassal. 

Eep* _ , . Well met here, 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we are agreed 
I crave, our composition may be written. 

And seal'd between us. 

That’s the next to do, 

Pom. We’ll feast each other, ere we part; and 
Draw lots who shall begin. [l e t «ss 

■£ nL _ _ , That will I, Pompey. 

Pom . No, Antony, take the lot : but, first. 

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 

Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Cassar 

Grew fat with feasting there. 

T , . . . You have heard much. 

J \ om - 1 hare lair meanings, sir, 

4”^* , And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have T heard : 

And I have heard, Apollodorus carried— - 

Eno. No more of that: — He did so. 

E° m ’ . What, I pray you? 

Eno. A. certain queen to Caesar in a mattress. 
Pern. I know thee now ; How far’st thou, so 1 
Eno. W e ll • 

And well am like to do ; for, I perceive, * 

Four feasts are toward. 

t T i me thy hand ; 

I never hated thee : I have seen thee fight. 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. g; r> 

I never lov’d you much ; but I have prais’d you. 
When you have well deserv’d ten times as much 
As l have said you did. 

It^tLg ill becomes Jet* % ■ 
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Aboard my galley I invite you all : 

Will you lead, lords ? 

Cats. Ant. Lep. Shew us the way, sir. 

Pom. ’ Come. 

[Exeunt Pompey , Caesar, Antony , Lepidus, 1 
Soldiers, and Attendants. . I 

Men, Thy father, Pompey, would ne’er have made 
s treaty. — [Aside.) — -Y ou a nd I h ave known, sir. 
Eno . At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man, that will praise me : 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by land. 
Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me 
your hand,' Menas : If our eyes had authority, here 
they might take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men’s faces are true, whatsoe’er their 
hands are. ^ [face. 

Eno. But there is never a fair*woman has a true 
*Men. No slander ; they steal hearts. 

End. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men . For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his 
fortune. 

Eno. Tf he do, sure he cannot weep it back again. 
Men. You have said, sir. We looked not for Mark 
Antony here ; Pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 
Eno. Caesar’s sister is call’d Octavia. # [cellus. 
Men. True, sir, she was the wife of Caius Mar- 
fan. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. 
Men. Pray you, sir ? 

Eno. ’Tis true. 

Men, Then is Caesar and he for ever knit together. 
Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I 
would not prophesy so. 

Men, I think, the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love ot the parties. 

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find, the band 
that seems to tie their friendship together, will be 
the very strangler of their amity: Octavia is of a 
holy, cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have bis wife so ? 

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so ; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again : then 
shall the sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Caesar: 
and, as I said before, that which is the strength of 
their amity, shall prove the immediate author of 
their variance. Antony will use his affection where 
it is: he married but his occasion here. 

Men . And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard ? I have a health tor you. 

Enm 1 shall take it, sir: We have used our 
throats in Egypt. 

Men. Come ; let’s away. [Exeunt. 

Scene YII . — On board Pompey' s Galley , lying 
near Misenum. 

Music, Enter two or three Servants , with a 
banquet. 

1 Serv. Here they’ll be, man : Some o’their plants 
are ill-rooted already, the least wind i’the world will 
blow them down. 

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

^ 1 Serv, They have made him drink alms-drink. 

' 2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the dispo- 
sition, he cries out, no more ; reconciles them to his 
entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between 
him and his discretion. 

2 Serv . Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men’s fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will 
do me no service, as a partizan I could not heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not 
to be seen to move in’t, are the holes where eyes 
should be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 


A senet sounded. Enter Caesar, Antony, Pom- 
pey, Lepidus, Agrippa., Mecenas, Enobarbus, 
Menas, with other Captains , 

Ant. Thus do they, sir: LTo Caesar.) They iakt 
the flow o’the Nile ^ 

By certain scales i’the pyramid: they know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth* 
Orfoizon, follow: The higher Nilus swells, 

The more it promises: as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his graias. 

And shortly comes to harvest 
Lep. You have strange serpents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Y our serpent of Egypt is bred now of your 
mud by the operation of your sun: so is your cro 
codile. 

Ant. They are so. [dus. 

Pom. Sit, — and some wine. — A health to Lepi- 
Lep. 1 am not so well as I should be, but I’ll 
ne’er out. 

E?io. Not till you have slept ; I fear me you’ll be 
in, till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies 
pyramises are very goodly things j without am- 
tradiction, I have heard that. 

Men. Pompey, a word. . (Aside.) 

Pom. Say in mine ear : What is’t ? 

Men. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, cap- 
tain, ( Aside ) 

And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. Forbear me till anon.— 

This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o’thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as 
broad as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it is, 
and moves with its own organs: it lives by that 
which nourisheth it; and the elements once out of 
it, it transmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of its ow£ colour too. 

Lep. ’Tis a strange serpent 

Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it are wet 

Coes. Will this description satisfy him ? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, 
else he is a very epicure. 

Pom. (To Menas aside.) Go, hang, sir, hang ! 
Tell me of that? away 1 

Do as I bid you. — Where’s this cup I call’d for? 

Men . If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rise from thy stool. (Aside.) 

Pom. I think, thou’rt mad. The matter? 

(Rises, and walks aside.) 
Men. I have ever held my cap otf to thy fortunes. 
Pom. Thou hast serv’d me with much faith* 
What’s else to say? 

Be jolly, lords. 

Anti These quick sands, Lepidus, 

Keep off them, or you sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 

Pomp. What say’st then ? 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world? 

That’s twice ? 

Pom. How should that be? 

Men. But entertain it, and. 

Although thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. H nst thou drunk well 1 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cap 
Thou art, if thou aar’st be, the earthly Jove: 
Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 
is thine, if thou vviit have’t. 

Pom. * Shew me which way 

Men. These three world-sharers, these compe 
titors. 

Are in thy vessel : Let me cut the cable ; 

And, when we are put oft’ fall to their throats 
All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou should’st have doM 

And not have spoke on*t! In me, ’tis villany ; 
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In thee, it had been good service. Thou must 
know, 

*Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour ; 

Mine honour, it. Repent, that e’er thy tongue 
Hath so betray’d thine act : Being done unknown, 
i should have found it afterwards well done ; 

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men. For this, it t „ {Aside.) 

I’ll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more.— 

Who seeks, and will not take, when once ’tis 
offer’d, 

Shall never find it more. 
p om . This health to Lepidus. 

Ant. Bear him ashore.— I’ll pledge it for him, 
Pontpey. 

Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. 

Eno . There’s a strong fellow, Menas, 
v {Pointing to the Attendant who carries 

off Lepidus.) r 

Men. Why ? 

Eno. He bears 

The third part of the world, man ; See’st not? 

Men. The third part then is drunk : ’Would it 
were all, 

That it might go on vvheels I 
• Eno. Drink thou; increase the reels. 

Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it.— Strike the vessels, ho ! 
Here is to Caesar. 

Cats. I could well forbear it. 

It’s monstrous labour, when I wash my brain, 

And it grows fouler. 

Ant ' Be a child o’the time. 

Cats. Possess it, I’ll make answer: but I had 
rather fast 

From all, four days, than drink so much in one. 

Eno. II a, my brave emperor! {To Antony.) 
Shall we dance now the Egyptian* Bacchanals, 

And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let’s ha't, good soldier. 

Ant . Com, let us all take hands; [sense 

’Till that the conquering wine hath steep’d our 
la soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno, All take hands. — 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music : — 
The while, 1 11 place you : Then the boy shall 
' sing* 

The holding every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

(Music plays. Enobarbus places them hand 
in hand.) 


Come , thou monarch of the vine. 

Plumpy Bacchus , with pink eyne; 

In thy vats our cares be drown'd; 

With thy a rapes our hairs be crown'd; 

Cup us. till the ivorld go round ; 

Cup us, till the ivorld go round ! 

Coes. What would you more ?— Pompey, good 
night. Good brother, 

Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity.— Gentle lords, let’s part ; 
You see, we have burnt our cheeks: strong Eno- 
barbe 

Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks: the wild disguise hath 

almost [night. 

Anti ek’d ns all. What needs more words ? Good 
Good Antony, your hand. 

P° n . l ‘ , , „ . I’ll try you o’the shore. 
Ant. And shall, sir: give's your hand. 

Pm». 0, Antony, 

1 ou have my father’s house,- -But what? we are 
friends: 

Coast, down into the boat I 


Eno. Take heed you fall rot.-* 

[Exeunt Pompey, Caesar, Antony , and 
Attendants. 

Menas, I’ll not on shore. 

Men. No, to my cabin. — 

These drums /—these trumpets, flutes ! what I— 

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows: Sound, and be bang’d, 
sound out. 

(A flourish of trumpets, with dz urns.) 
Eno. Ho, says ’a ! — There’s my cap. 

Men. Ho ! — noble captain ! 

Come. [ Exeunt 

ACT III. 

Scene I.— rA Plain in Syria. 

Enter Ventidius, as after conquest, ivith Silius, 
and other Romans, Officers, and Soldiers ; the 
dead body of P acorns borne before him . 

Yen. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; 
and now 

Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death 
Make me revenger.— Bear the king’s son’s body 
Before our army Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 

Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Sil. , Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow ; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy bead. 

Yen. O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough : A lower place, note well, 

; May make too great an act :* For learn this,’Silin«; 

! Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
| Too high a fame, When him we serve’s away. 

Caesar, and Antony, have ever won 

More in their officer, than person : Sossius, I 

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown. 

Which he achiev’d by the minute, lost his favour. 
Who does i’the ways more than his captain can, 
Becomes his captain’s captain : and ambition, 

The soldiers virtue, rather makes choice of loss, 
Than gain, which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Antonias good, 

But ’twould offend him ; and in his offence] 

Should my performance perish. 

Sil . Thou hast, Ventidius, 

That without which a soldier, and his sword. 

Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to An* 
tony ? 

Yen . I’ll humbly signify what in his name. 

That magical word of war, we have affected ; 

How, with his banners, and his well-paid rapks. 

The ne’er-yet beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’the field. 

Sil. Where is be now? 

Yen. He purposeth to Athens: whither, with 
what haste 

The weight we must convey with us will permit, 

We shall appear before him. — On, there ; pass 
along. [ Exeunt . 

Scene II. — Rome. An Ante- Chamber in Caesar's 
House. 

Enter Agrippa, and Enobarbus, meeting. 

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno. They have despatch’d with Pompey, he is 
gone; 

The other three are sealing, ^ Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Caesar is sad; .and Lepidus,, 
Since Pompey’s feast, a3 Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Apr. ’Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one: O, how he loves C»s»r ! 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark An* 
tony V 
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Eno. Caesar ? Why, he’s the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. What’s Antony? The god of Jupiter. 

Eno . Spake you of Caesar? How ? the nonpareil ! 
Agr . O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird ! 

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say, — Caesar ;— 
go no further. [praises. 

Agr, Indeed, he ply’d them both with excellent 
Ena, But he loves Caesar best; — Yet he loves 
Antony; ■ [cannot 

Hoi hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his 
love 

To Antony. But as for Caesar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Em, They are his shards, and he their beetle. 
So, — ■ {Trumpets.) 

This is to horse.— Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier; and farewell. 

Enter Caesar, Antony, Lepidds, and Octavia. 
Ant. No further, sir. 

< Jtzs . You take from me a great part of myself ; 
Use me well in it.— Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest 
band 

Shall pass on thy npproof. — Most noble Antony, 

I jet not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love. 

To keep it bnilded, be the ram, to batter 
The fortress of it : for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 

Ant. Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

CWs. I have said. 

Ant. . You shall not find. 

Though yon be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear: So, the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends! 
We will here part 

Cera Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well ; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort I fare thee well. 

Octa. My noble brother !— 

Ant. The April’s in her eyes : It is love’s spring. 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband’s house: 
and — 

Gas. What, 

Octavia? 

Oct. I’ll tell, you [ in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue : the swan’s down 
feather, 

That stands upon the swell at full of tide, 

And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Caisar weep ? {Aside to Agrippa.) 
Agr. He has a cloud in’s face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a 
horse; 

So is he, being a man. 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus? 

When Antony found Julius Caesar dead. 

He cried almost to roaring: and he wept. 

When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with 
a rheum ; 

What willingly be did confound, he wail’d : 
Believe it, till I weep too. 

Cass. No, sweet Octavia, 

ou shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
t-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. * . Come, sir, come ; 

I’ll wrestle with you in my strength of love : 

Look, Jiere I have you ; thus I let you go, 

And give you to the gods. 

Cees. Adieu ; be happy ! 

Lep. Lei all the number of the stars give light 
To tliy fair way ! 
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Cas. Farewell, farewell ! {Kisses Octaxia.\ 
Ant. Farewell ! 

[Trumpets sound. Exeunt, 

Scene III.— Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and 
Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is the f How? 

Alex. Half afeard to comfe 

Cleo. Go to, go to : — Cone hither, sir. 

Enter a Messenger . 

Alex . Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 

But when you are well pleas’d. » 

Cleo. That Herod’s head 

I’ll have : But how V^when Antony is gone, 

Through whom I might command it. — Come thou 
' near. 

Mes. Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo. Didst thou behold 

Octavia? 

Mess. Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mess. , Madam, in Rome 

I look’d her in the face ; and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tali as me ? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Cleo. Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill-ton^u’d, 
or low ? [voic’d. 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low- 
Cleo. That’s not so good : — He cannot like her 
long. 

Char . Like her? 0 Isis ! ’tis impossible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian: Dull of tongue, aud 
dwarfish! — 

What majesty is in her gait? Remember, 

If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. 

Mes*. She creeps ; 

Her motion and her station are as one : 

She shews a body rather than a life ; 

; A statue, than a breather. 

| Cleo . Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He’s very knowing, 

I do perceiv’t : — There’s nothing in her yet : — 

The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr’ythee. „ 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Cleo. Widow? — Charmian, hark. 

Mess. And I do think, she’s thirty. 

Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind ? is it long or 
round ? 

Mess . Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part too, 

They are foolish that are so. — Her hair, what co- 
lour ? [low 

Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead is as 
As she would wish it. 

Cleo. There is gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : — 

I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Most fit for business : Go, make thee ready ; 

Our letters are prepar’d. [Exit Messenger v 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so : 1 repent me much, 

That so I harry ’d him. Why, methinks, by him, 

This creature’s no such thi«g. 

Char. 0, nothing, madam. j 

Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and 
should know. 

Char. Hath be seen majesty ? Isis else defend. 

And serving you so long ! 

Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Ciiarinian : 








616 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


Act III 





But ’tis no matter; thou shall bring* him to me. 
Where 1 will write : All may be well enough. 
Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exeunt, 

Scene IV.— Athens. A Room in Antony's house. 
Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, — 

That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import.— but he hath wag’d 
New wars ’gainst Pompey; made his will, and 
read it 
To public ear: 

Spoxe scantly of me : when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took’t. 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Octa. O my good lord. 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady. 

If this division chance, ne’er stood between, 

Praying for both parts : 

And the good gods will mock me presently, 

When I shall pray, 0, bless my lord and hushandl 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

0, bless my brother ! Husband win, win brother. 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 

I lose myself.: better I were not yours, 

Than yours so branchless. But. as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady. 
I’ll raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain your brother; Make your soonest haste ; 
So your desires are yours. 

Octa. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak. 
Your reconciler I Wars ’twixt you twain would be 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins. 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Cau equally move with them. Provide your going ; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt 

Scene Y .—The same. Another Room in the same. 
Enter Eno bar bus and Eros, meeting . 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ? 

Eros. There’s strange news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros. Csesar and Lepidus have made wars upon 
Pompey. 

Eno. This is old ; what is the success ? 

Eros. Csesar, having made use of him in the 
wars gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivality ; 
would not let him partake in the glory of the action : 
and not resting here, accuses him of letters he had 
formerly wrote to Pompey: upon his own appeal, 
seizes him : So the poor third is up, till death en- 
large iiis confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no 
more ; 

And throw between them all the food thou hast, 
Ihey’ll grind the one the other. Where’s Antony? 
Eros. He’s walking in the garden— thus ; and 
spurns 

The rush that lies before him ; cries, Fool, Lepidus ! 
And threats the throat of that his officer. 

That murder'd Pompey. 

un, » , 0 (lr 8 reat navy’s rigged. 

jEros. For Italy, and Csesar. More, JDomitius ; 
Mydord, desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

’Twill be naught : 

But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt 


Scene XT.— Rome. A Room in Ccesar's home 
Enter Caesar, Agrippa, and M EC/Enas. 

Cces. Contemning Rome*, he has done all this 
And more : 

In Alexandria, — here’s the manner of it,— 

P the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthron’d : at the feet, sat 
Caesarian, whom they call my father’s son; 

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the Establishment of Egypt; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

Mec. This in the public eye ? 

Cces. I’ the common shew- place, where they 
exercice. 

His sons he there proclaim’d, The kings of kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign’d 

Syria, Cicilia, and Phaanicia : She 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appear’d : and oft before gave audience. 

As ’tis reported, so. 

Mec. Let Rome be thus 

Inform’d. 

Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence, 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

Coe. The people know it ; and have now receiv’d 
His accusations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse ? 

Cces. Csesar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil’d, we had not rated him 
His pari o’ the isle : then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor’d : lastly, he frets, 

That Lepidus of the triumvirate 

Should be depos’d ; and, being, that we detain 

All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this should be answer’d. 

Coes. ’Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel; 

That he his high authority abus’d, 

And did deserve his change ; for what I’ve conquer’d, 
I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 

And other of his conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec. _ He’ll never yield to that 

Cces. Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia. 

Octa . Hail, Caesar, and my lord 1 hail, most dea 
Caesar! 

Cces. That ever I should call thee, cast-away ! 

Octa. You have not call’d me so, nor have yo 

rt \xn Use u , [come no 

Cces. Why have you stol’n upon us thus ? Yo 
Like. Caesar’s sister : The wife of Antony 
Should Jhave an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach, 

Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted 
LcmgJng for what it had not : nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 

Rais’d by your populous troops : But you are com 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostent of our love, which, left unshetvn. 

Is often left, unlov’d : we should have met you 
By sea, and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Octa. Good my lord, 

lo come thus was I not constrain’d, but did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you prepar’d for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal : whereon, I begg’d 
His pardon for return. 

Cobs, Which soon he granted 

Be A ng an 1 ? bstruct ’tween his lust and him. 

Octa. Do not say so, my lord, 

i Ems. I have € y eg upon him 
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And his affairs come to me on the. wind. 

Where is he now ? 

Octa. My lord, in Athens. 

Cass. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings o’the earth for war : He hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Lybia ; Archelans, 

Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas : 

King Malchus of Arabia; king of Font; 

Herold of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas, 

The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with a 
More larger list of sceptres. 

Octa. Ah me, most wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 

That do afflict each other ! 

Coes. ' ' Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 

Till we perceiv’d, both how yon were wrong led, 

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart; 

Be yon not troubled with the time, which drives 
O’er your content these strong necessities; 

But let determin’d things to destiny 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods. 

To do you justice, make them ministers 

Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Apr. Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 

Each heart in Rome does love and pity you ; 

Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 

And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 

That noises it against us. 

Octa. Is it so, sir? 

C&s. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you, 
Be ever known to patience ; My dearest sister l 

[ Exeunt . 

Scene YII. — Antony's Camp, near the Promontory 
of Actmm. 

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not 
Eno. But, why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars ; 
And say’st, it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it, is it ? 

Cleo. Is’t not? Denounce against us, why should 
not we 

Be there in person ? 

Eno. (Aside.) Well, I could reply : — 

If we should serve with horse and mares together, 
The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 

Cleo. What is’t you say ; 

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his 
time, 

What should not then be spar’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for levity ; and ’tis said in Rome, 

That Photimis an eunuch, and your maids, 

Manage this. war. ' 

Cleo. ■ Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot. 
That speak against us I A charge we bear i’ the war, 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 

I w'ill not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, 1 have done : 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enter Antony and Canidius. 

AnU Ts’t not strange, Canidius, 

That from Tarentum, and Brand usium, 

He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 

And take in Toryne?- -You have heard on’t, sweet? 



Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d, 

Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becom’d the best of men. 

To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

Cleo . By seal W hat elm 

Can. Why will my Ioid do so ? 

Ant , For he dares ua teft 

Eno. So hath my lord dar’d him to single fight. 
Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Fharsaiia, 
Where Csesar fought with Pompey: But tin;# 
offers, 

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off'; 

And so should you. 

Eno. * Your ships are not well mann’di 

Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people 
Ingross’d by swift impress ; in Caesar’s lleet 
Are . those that often have ’gainst Pompey fought 
Their ships are yare; yours, heavy. No disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea. 

Being prepar’d for land. 

Ant . ‘ By sea, by sea. 

Eno. Most worthy sir, "you therein throw awaj 
The absolute soldiership you have hy land ; 

Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark’d footmen; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 

From firm security. 

Ant. . I’ll fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Caesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn; 

And, with the rest full-mann’d, from the head of 
Actium 

Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail. 

Enter a Messenger. 

We then can do’t at land. — Thy business ? 

Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried 
Caesar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person? ’tis impossible; 
Strange, that his power should be. — Canidius, 

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land. 

And our twelve thousand horse We’ll to on 1 
ship; 

Enter a Soldier . 

Away, my Thetis I — How now, worthy soldier? 

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea ; 
Trust not to rotten planks. Do you misdoubt 
This sword, and these my wounds ? Let the Egyp* 
tians, . 

And the Phoenicians, go «* ducking ; we 
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth, . 

And fighting foot to foot. ' 

Ant . Well, well, away. 

Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra , am r 
Enobarbus. 

Sold . By Hercules, 1 think, I am i’the right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art ; but his whole action 
grows 

Not in the power on’t : So our leader’s led. 

And we are women’s men. 

Sold.* • You keep by land. 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Caelius, are for sea: 

But we keep whole by land. This speed of Cjbwk^s 
C arries beyond belief 

Sold. While he was yet in Rome 

His power went out in such distractions, as 
Beguil’d all spies; 

Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you? 

Sold. They say, one Taurus. 

Can. Well Iknowth© OMttk 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. The emperor calls for Canidiua. 
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Can » With news the time’s with labour; and 
throes forth, 

Each minute, some. [Exeunt, 

Scenjs VII L — A Plain near Actium. 

Enter Caesar, Taurus, Officers, and others. 
Cues. Taurus, — 

Taur, My lord. 

C&s. Strike not by land ; keep whole ; 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 

Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll : 

t>ur fortune lies upon this jump. [Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on you side o’the hill, 
Cn eye of Cassar’s battle ; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 

And so proceed accordingly. [ Exeunt . 

Enter Canidius, marching with his land Army one 
way over the stage; awaTAURUs, the Lieutenant 
of Caesar, the other way. After their going in, 
is heard the noise of a sea-fight. 

Alarum . Re-enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naughty naught, all naught! I can behold 
no longer ; 

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral. 

With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder; 

To see’t, mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods, and goddesses, 

All the whole synod of them! 

Eno. What’s thy passion ? 

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lost 
With very ignorance ; we have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appears the fight ? 

Scar . On our side like the token’d pestilence, 
Where death is sure. Yon’ ribald-rid nag- of 
* , Egypt, 

Whom leprosy o’ertake ! i’ the midst o’the fight,— 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear’d. 

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, — 

The brize upon her, like a cow in June, 

Hoists sails and flies. 

-Era?. That I beheld : mine eyes 

Did sicken at the sight on’t, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. > She once being Ioofd 

The noble ruin ofher magic, Antony, 

Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard. 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her ; 

I never saw an action of such shame ; 

Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno.m- Alack, alack! 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Oar fortune on the sea is out of breath. 

And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well ; 

O, he has given example for our flight. 

Most grossly, by his own. r m vfc t 

Indeed ** are y° u hereabouts ^ ? Why, then, good 

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fleck 
Jis easy to’t; and there I will attend 
W hat further comes. 

f 14 *. , , To Caesar will I render 

My legvwa and my horse ; six kings already 
hew me the way of yielding. 

u 4 * T t* k rn yet follow 
he wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
its m the wind against me. [Exeunt. 

PENS 1 X..— Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 

. * j nier Antony and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more 
upon t, -,y^: , r . ...... ■... 


It is asham’d to bear me !— Friends, come hither. 

I am so lated in the world, that I 

Have lost my way for ever:— I have a ship 

Laden with gold ; take that, divide it; fly. 

And make your peace with Cassar. 

Att . Fly ! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myself ; and have instructed 
cowards # [gone ; 

To run, and shew their shoulders. — Friends, be- 
I have myself resolv’d upon a course, 

Which has no need of you; be gone. 

My treasure’s in the harbour, take it— 0, 

I follow’d that I blush* to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone ; yon shall 
Have letters from rae to some friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad, 
Nor make replies of loathness take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself : to the sea-side straightway : 

I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little ; ’pray you now : — 

Nay, do so ; for iadeed, I have lost command. 
Therefore I pray you : — I’ll see you by and by. 

(Sits down.) 

Enter Eros and Cleopatra, led by Charmian 
and Iras. 

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him:— Comfort 
Iras. Do, most dear queen. [him. 

Char. Do ! Why, what else ? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir ? 

Ant. 0 fy, fy, fy. 

Char. Madam, — 

Iras. Madam; O good empress ! 

Eros. Sir, sir, — 

Ant . Yes, my lord, yes: — He, at Philippi, kept 
His sword even like a dancer, while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius; and ’twas I, 

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war : Yet now— No matter. 
Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him; 

He is unqualified with very shame. 

Cleo . Well then, — Sustain me : — O! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap- 
proaches ; 

Her head’s declin’d, and death will seize her ; but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation ; 

A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back on what I have left behind, 

Stroy d m dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive my fearful sails! I little thought, 

You would have follow’d. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well. 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings, 

And thou should’st tow me after : O’er my spirit 
1 hy full supremacy thou knew’st; and that 
I hy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. 0, my pardon. 

Now I must 

•J 0 the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness; who 
With half the bulk o’the world play’d as I pleas’d, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. O pardon, pardon. 
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Ant, Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates 
Ail that is won and lost: Give me a kiss ; 

Even this repays me.— We sent our schoolmaster, 

Is he come back ? — Love, I am lull of 1 ead : — 

Some wine, within there, and our viands .—Fortune 
knows, 

We scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene X. — Coesar's Camp, in Egypt, 

Enter C^esar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and others. 
Cues* Let him appear that’s come from Antony.— 
Know you him? 

Dol. Caesar, ’tishis schoolmaster: 

An argument that be is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 

Which had superfluous kings for messengers, 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius. 

Cai$, Approach, and speak. 

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony: 

I was of late as petty to his ends. 

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his graud sea. 

Cees. Be it so ; Declare thine office. 

Eup. .Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted, 

He lessens his requests; and to thee sues 

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 

A private man in Athens : This for him. 

Next,. Cleopatra does confess thy greatness; 

Submits her to thv might ; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 

Now hazarded to thy grace. 

C<bs. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend. 

Or take his life there : This if she perform, 

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup. Fortune pursue thee ! 

Coes . Bring him through the bands. 

[Exit Euphronius. 

To try thy eloquence, now ’tis time : Despatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, ( ToThyreus .) 
And in our name, what she requires ; add more. 
From thine invention, offers : women are not. 

In their best fortunes, strong; but want will per- 
jure 

The ne’er- touch’d vestal : Try thy cunning, Thyreus, 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. # 

Thyr. Caesar, I go. 

Goes. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ; 
And what thou think’st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. [Exeunt. 

Scene XL — Alexandria . A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and 
Iras. 

Cleo . What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. m Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Li ird of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face, of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other ? why should he follow? 

The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point. 

When half to half the world oppos’d, he being 
The mered question : ’Twas a shame no less 
Thau was his loss, to course your flying flags. 

And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Pr’ythee, peace. 

♦: Enter Antony, with Euphronius. 

Ant. Is this his answer? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 


Ant. The q*ee 

Shall then have courtesy, so she will yield 
Us up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. Let her Anew it— 

To the boy Caesar send this grizzled head. 

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo . . That head, my lord ? 

Ant. To him again ; Tell him, he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which the world should 
. no * e 

Something particular : his coin, ships, legions, 

May be a coward’s; whose ministers would prevail 
Under the service of a child, as soon 
As i’ the command of Csesar : I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparisons apart, 

And answer me declin’d, sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone: I’ll write it; follow me. 

Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be stag’d to the shew 
Against a sworaer.— I see men’s judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them. 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream, 

Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will 
Answer his emptiness I — Caesar, thou hast subdu’d 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att . A messenger from Cmsar. 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony,? — See, my 
women ! — 

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose. 
That kneel’d unto the buds.— Aamit him, sir. 

Eno . Mine honesty, and I, begin to square. 

(Aside. 

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly: Yet, he, thatcan endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 

Does conquer him that did his master conquer, 

And earns a place i’ the story. 

Enter Thyreus. 

Cleo. Caesar’s will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends; say boldly. 

Thyr . So, haply, are tney friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar has ; 

Or needs not us. If Csesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend ; For us, you know. 
Whose he is, we are ; and that’s, Caesar’s. . 

Thyr. So— 

Thus then, thou most renow’d : Caesar entreats, 

Not to consider in what case tnou stand’st. 

Further than he is Crnsar. 

Cleo. Go on ; Right royal. 

Thyr . He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

Cleo. 0! 

Thyr . The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity as constrained blemishes. 

Not as deserv’d, 

Cleo. ^ He is a god, and knows 

What is most right ; Mine honour was not yielded 
But conquer’d merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, (Aside. 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thou’rt so leaky. 

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Enobarbus 

Thyr. ' Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be desir’d to give. It much would please bixa* 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits, 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his shroud, 

The universal landlord. , ; 

Cleo What’s year nan* t 
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Thyr My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger, 

Say to great Caesar this; In disputation 
l kiss his conqu’ring hand : tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. ’Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. j 

Cleo. Your Caesar’s father 

Oft, when he hath mus’d of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it rain’d kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders ! — 

What art thou, fellow? 

One, that but performs. 
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey’d. 

Eno. You will be whipp’d. 

Ant. Approach, there :^-Ay, you kite ! — Now 
gods and devils ! * 

Authority melts from me : Of late, when I cry’d, ho ! 
Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth. 

And cry, Your will? Have you no ears ? I am 

Enter Attendants. 

Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

.Eno, ’Tis better playing with a lion’s whelp, 

Than with an old one dying. 

. ,,, Moon and stars ! 

Whip him:- Were’t twenty of the greatest tribu- 
taries 

That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here, (What’s her 
name. 

Since she was Cleopatra ?)— Whip him, fellows, 

Lll, like a boy, you see him cringe his face. 

And whine aloud for mercy: Take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony, — . 

t> • . L^g him away : being whipp’d. 

Bring him again This Jack of Caesar’s shall 
Bear us an errand to him,— 

V , 7 „ . . . {Exeunt Attend, with Thyr. 
You were half blasted ere I knew you : — Ha 1 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Home, 

Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 

And by a gem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on feeders ? 

. , , Good my lord,— 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever :— 

But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 

(O misery on’t !) the wise gods seel our eyes : 

In our own filth drop our clear judgments : make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we stmt 
lo our confusion. 

^} e °\ , - O, is it come to this ? 
jti * oan< * you as a morsel, cold upon 
Head Caesar s trencher : nay, you were a fragment 

rriSSIf o° mpe T s > besides wnat hotter hours, 

Un register’d m vulgar fame, you have 

’d out : — For, I am sure, 

what temperance should be, 
is. 

, . rTt , Wherefore is this? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards. 

And say, God quit you ! be familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal, 

o&SF’ft.w hearts that 1 

Upon the lull of Basan, to outroar 

■the homed herd J for I have savage cause: 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 

Q »eck, which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. — Is he whipp’d ? 

Ri-enter Attendants with Thyreus. 

I Att. Soundly, my lord. 


rT , c fy^ ,ie ? a » d begg’d he pardon? 
1 Att. He did ask favour. 

. Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter; and be thou sorry 
lo follow Cassar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp’d for following him: hence. 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, [forth. 

Shake, thou to look on’t. — Get thee back to Caesar, 
1 ell him thy entertainment : Look, thou say. 

He makes me angry with him : for he seems 
Proud and disdaintul ; harping on what I am ; 

Not what he knew I was: He makes me angry; 
And at this time most easy ’tis to do’t ; 

When my good stars, that were my former guides. 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done ; tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture. 

As he' shall like, to quit me : Urge it thou; 

Heac e, with thy stripes, begone. [Exit Thyreus. 

(Jleo. Have you done yet ? 

T .. , Alack, our terrene mocn 

Is now eclips’d ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cleo. I must stry his time. 

. To flatter Caesar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me yet? 

Ant Cold-hearted toward me? 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 

And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Brop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life l The next Cmsarion smite ! 

1 ill, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 

Together with my brave Egyptians all, 

By the discandying of this pelleted storm. 

Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them tor prey I 
Ant . I am satisfied 

Lassar sits down m Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held ; our sever’d navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet, threading most sea-like 
Where hast thou been, my heart?— Dost thou hear 
lady ? 

If* from the field I shall return once more 
I o kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 

1 and my sword will earn our chronicle : 

I here is hope in it yet 

^} eo ' r .That’s my brave lord? 

a A wlI l b ? treble-sine w’d, hearted, breath’d, 
And fight maliciously: for when mine hours 
Were mce^and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests; but now. I’ll set my teeth. 

And send to darkness all that stop me.— Come, 

Let s have one other gaudy night : call to me 
t L my i £ a P tai , n A fill our bowls ; once more 
Let s mock the midnight bell. 

f l* x r . ... It is my birth day : 

I had thought to have held it poor; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. * 

Ant. We’ll yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant Do so, we’ll speak to them; and to-night 
. I’ll force [queen: 

mu T ie P® e P through their scars.— Come on, my 
1 here s sap m’tyet The next time I do fight, 

III make death love me; for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Attendants. 
Eno. Now he’ll out-stare the lightning. To be 
furious, 

fef°, be fri f*! ted oot of fear : and, in that mood, 

the dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still, 

A. diminution m our captain’s brain 
Restores his heart: Wnen valour preys on reaaaut 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. - [Exii 
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Scene I. — Ccesars Camp at Alexandria. 
Enter Caesar, reading a letter; Agrippa, 
Mecaenas, and others. 

Odes. He calls me boy; and chides, as he had 
power 

To heat me out of Egypt: my messenger 
He hath whipp’d with rods; dares me to personal 
combat, 

Caesar to Antony: Let the old ruffian know 
I have many other ways to die ; mean time, 

Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec. Caesar must think. 

When one so great begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of nis distraction: Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

C<zs. Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files there are 
Of those, that serv’d Mark Antony but late, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it be done ; 

And feast the army : we have store to do’t, 

Aud they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony ! 

1 Exeunt . 

Scene II. — Alexandria. A Room in the palace* 
Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enob arbus, Char- 
mian, Iras, Alexas, and others . 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 

Eno. No. 

Ant. Why should he not ? [fortune, 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land I’ll fight; or I will live. 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight well ? 
Eno. I’ll strike ; and cry, Take all . 

Ant Well said: come on. — 

Call forth my household servants ; let’s to-night 


Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand. 
Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast than ; 

And thou,— -and thou,— and thou : — You have serv’d 
me well, 

A nd kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo. What means this ? 

Eno. ’Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow 
shoots (As/dte.) 

-Out of the mind. 

Ant . And thou art honest too. 

I wish, I could be made so many men ; 

And all of you clapp’d up together in 
An Antony; that I might do you service, 

So good as you have done. 

Serv. The gods forbid 1 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night; 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me. 

As when mine empire was your fellow too. 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. ' What does he mean ? 

Eno. To make bis followers weep. 

Ant. ^ b Tend me to-night ; 

May be, it is the period of your duty : 


Haply, you shall not see me more ; or if, 
igler 


A mangled shadow: perchance, to-morrow 
You’ll serve another master. I look on you, 

As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 

1 turn you hot away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 

And the gods yield you for’t ! 

Eno. What mean you, sir, 

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep ; 
And I, an ass. am onion-ey’d ; for shame, 

Transform ns not to women ! 

Ani . Ho, ho ho! 


Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus!< 

Grace grow where those drops fall 1 My heartl 
friends, 

You take me in too dolorous a sense 
I spake to yon for your comfort ; did desire you 
To burn this night with torches: Know, my hearty 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, 
Where rather I’ll expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. Let’s to supper ; come 
And drown consideration. [Exeunt 


Scene III . — The same . Before the Palace. 
Enter two Soldiers, to their Guard. 

1 Sold. Brother, good night: to morrow is the day 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about tlie streets? 

1 Sold. Nothing : What news ? 

2 Sold. Belike, ’tis but a rumour; 

Good night to you. 

1 Sola. Well, sir, good night. 


Enter two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. 

Have careful watch. 

3 Sold. And you : Good night, good night 


Soldiers, 


[The first two place themselves at their posts.) 
4 Sold. Here we : { They take their posts.) and if 
to-morrow . 

Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold. ’Tis a brave army. 

And full of purpose. 

( Music of hautboys tender the stage J 

4 Sold. Peace, what noise? 

1 Sold. List, list! 

2 Sold. Hark! 

1 Sold. Music i’the air 

3 Sold. Under the earth. 

4 Sold. It signs well, 

Does’t not ? 

3 Sold. No. (mean? 

3 Sold. Peace, I say. What should this 

1 Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov’d* 
Now leaves him. 

1 Sold. Walk ; let’s see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. (They advance to another 

post) 

2 Sold. How now, masters ? 

Sold. How now ? 

How now ? do you hear this? 

(Several speaking together.) 
1 Sold. Ay ; Is’t not strange ? 

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters? do you hear? 

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter; 
Let’s see how’t will give off. 

Sold. (Several speaking.) Content: ’Tis strange. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The same. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Antony and Cleopatra; Charmian, and 
others , attending. 

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros 1 
Cleo . Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck.— Eros, come ; mine armour, 
Eros ! 


Enter Eros, with armour 
Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on : — 

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her.— Come. 

Cleo. Nay, I’ll help too>i 

What's this for? 

Ant. Ah, let be, let be ! thon art 

The armourer of my heart , — False, false ; this, this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, I’ll help: Thus it must be 

Ant. . Well,* well-* 

We shall thrive now.— Seest thon, my good fellow ! 
Go, put on thy defences. 

Eros. ‘ Briefly, sir. 

Cho. Is not this buckled well ? 
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Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till We do please 
To dofTt for oar repose, shall hear a storm. — 

Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen’s a squire 
More tight at this, than thou : Despatch. — O love, 
That thou could’st see my wars to-day, and knew’st 
The royal occupation ! thou should’st see 

Enter an Officer, armed. 

A workman iii’t. — (jood-morrow to thee j welcome : 
Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike charge ; 
To business that we love, we rise betime. 

And go to it with delight. 

1 Offi A thousand, sir, 

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim, 

And at the port expect you. 

{Shout* Trumpets. Flourish .) 

Enter other Officers , and Soldiers. 

2 Offi 'The morn is fair.— Good-morrow, general. 
All* Good-morrow, general. 

m A nfm . ... , ’Tis well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 

So, so; come, give me that: this way; well said. 
Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me: 

This is a soldier’s kiss, rebukable, ( Kisses her.) 
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment; Til leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel— You, that will fight, 
Follow me close ; I’ll bring you to’t. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony , Eros, Officers, and Soldiers. 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber? 

Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Csesar might 
Determine this great War in single fight ! 

Then, Antony— But now, —Well, on. [Exeunt 

Scene V.— Antony's Camp near Alexandria. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros* a \ 
Soldier meeting them. 7 

S °M- The gods make this a happy day to An 

Ant. Wouid, thou and those thy scars fad once 
To make me fight at land 1 

The kin g s thaf have revolted, ^ndfhfsoller 6 S °’ 

Followed thy S" 18 l6ft the6 ’ W °“ ld haTO stiU 
Sold. Who’s gone this morning ? ^ 

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus, 

He shall not hear thee; or from Csesar’s camp 
Say, I am none of thine. p 

Sold. ’ What say’et thou? 

He is with Csesar. « ’ &11 j 

HHias not with him®"'’ ^ CheStS ^ treaSure 

Sold . * S * le gone • 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after fdoit** 
n V 0t, *u c ^ arge T thee : write to him 9 
L 1 'll f x i scr . 1 \ e ^ ent i e adieus, and greetings: 

Say, that I wish he never find more cause S 
chan § ea master.— 0, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men:-Eros, despatch. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI .~Casar>s Camp Before Alexandria. 

jfefc SSwEfEkS^* 1 * *• *«“■ 

Mafee it so known. 

swiiw irsr.st'' *• m 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess.* Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Ctes. Go, charge Agrippa r 

, Plant those that have revolted in the van. 

That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. (Exeunt Caesar and his Train .1 
Eno. Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry 
On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar, 

And leave his master Antony : for this pains, 
Caesar hath hang’d. him. Canidius, and the rest. 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely. 

That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Caesar's. 

p Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus ; The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now. 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold. . . Mock me not, Enobarbus. 

J tell you true: Best that you saTd the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 

Or would have don’t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [Exit Soldier . 

Eno . I am alone the villain of the earth, 

And fee] I am so most. O Antony, 

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldest thou nave paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold 1 This blows my heart: 
lr swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
fehali outstrip thought : but thought will do’t, I feel. 
I fight against thee !— No: I will go seek 
borne ditch, wherein to die; the foul’st best fits 
My latter part of life. [Exit. 

Scene VII. — Field of Battle between the Camps , 
Alarum. Brums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa, 
and others. 

Agr. Retire, we have engag’d ourselves too far’; 
Oaesar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt 

Alarum. Enter Antony and Scarus, wounded. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought, indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
with clouts about their heads. 

4®*' T , , Thou bleed’st apace. 

Hear. I had a wound here that was like a T. 

But now ’tis made an JEL 
4”*' __ n . They do retire. 

Scar. We II beat em into bench-holes ; I have yet 
Boom for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

They are beaten, sir; and our advantage 
For a fair victory. [serves 

Scar. Let us score their backs. 

And snatch em up, as we take hares, behind ; 

1 is sport to maul a runner. 

n A n *r A1 I will reward thee 

Once for thy spntely comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

® car * I’ll halt after. [Exeunt. 

Scene VIII .—Under the Walls of Alexandria. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, marching; Scares, and 
Forces . 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp: Ran on« 
before, 

And let the queen know of our guests.— To-morrow, 

Before the sun shall see us, we’ll spill the blood 
1 hat has to-day escap’d. I thank yon all ; 

F or doughty-handed are yon : and have fought 
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as it had been 
c<ach man s like mine ; you have shewn all Hectors 



Scene 10. ANTONY AND 

Enter th$ city, clip your wives, your friends, 

Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful tears 
Wash the concealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour'd gashes whole. — Give me thy hand ; 

(To Scarus.) 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great fairy I’ll commend thy acts. 

Make her thanks bless thee.— *0 thou day o"the 
world. 

Chain my arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. _ Lord of lords ! 

O infinite virtue 1 corn’s! thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught ? 

Ant, My nightingale, 

VVe have beat them to their beds. What, girl, 
though grey 

Do something mingle with our brown ; yet have we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; — 

Kiss it, my warrior:— He hath fought to-day, 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy’d in such a shape. 

Cleo. I’ll give thee, friend, 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king’s. 

Ant, He has deserv’d it, were it carbnncled 
Like holy Phoebus’ car.— Give me thy hand; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 

Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe them : 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To cainp this host, we all would sup together; 

And drink carouses to the next day’s fate. 

Which promises royal peril. — T rumpeters. 

With brazen din blast you the city’s ear; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds to- 
gether, ' 

Applauding our approach. [Exeunt. 

Scene lX.—Cwsars Camp. 

Sentinels on their posts. Enter Enobarbus, 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev’d within this hour. 
We must return to the court of guard : The night 
Is shiny; and, they say, we shall embattle 

By the second hour i’the morn. 

2 Sold. This last day was 

A shrewd one to us. 

Eno. O, bear me witness, night, — 

3 Sold. What man is this ? 

2 Sold. ' Stand close, and list to him. 
Eno. Be witness tome, O thou blessed moon, 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent! — 

1 Sold. Enobarbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace: 

Hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me ; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder, 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular; 

But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive : 

O Antony I O Antony! (Dies.) 

2 Sold. Let’s speak 

To him. 

1 Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things lie speaks 
May concern Caesar. 

1 Sold. Let’s do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold, Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as nis 
Was never yet for sleeping. 

2 Sc, Id, Go we to him. 
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3 Sold. Awake, awake, sir ; speak to us. 

2 Sold Hear you, sir! 

1 Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. 

Hark, the drums (Drums afar off.) 
Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard : he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out. 

2 Sold Come on then : 

He may recover yet [ Exeunt with the bodg. 

Scene X. — Between the two Camps. 

Enter Antony and Scarus, with Forces 
marching . 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 

We please them not by land. 

Scar . For both, my loVd. 

Ant. I would, they’d fight i’the fire, or in the aii ; 
We’d fight there too. But this it is ; Our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 

Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 

They have put forth the haven: Further on, 

Where their appointment we may best discover, 
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt 

Enter Cjesar, and his Forces, marching. 

Cces. But being charg’d, we will be still by land 
Which, as I take’t, we shall : for his best force 
Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales. 

And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant . Yet they’re not join’d: Where yonder pine 
doth stand, 

I shall discover all : I’ll bring thee word 
Straight, how ’tis like to go. [Exit 

Scar. Swallows have buill 

In Cleopatra’s sails their nest: the augurers 
Say, they know not, — they cannot tell look grim*j 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts, 

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear, » 

Of what he has, and has not. 

Alarum afar off, as at a sea fig kL 
Re-enter Antony. 

Ant. t - All is lost; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me ; 

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. — Triple-turn’d whore! ’Ida 
thou 

Hast sold me to this novice : and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 

For when I am reveng’d upon my charm, 

I have done all :— Bid them all fly, be gone. 

[Exit Scarm. 

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands, — All come to this ?— The hearts. 
That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Caesar; and this pine is bark’d. 

That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d I am : 

0 this false soul of Egypt! this grave charm,— 
Whose eye beck’d forth ray wars, and call’d them 
h’ome ; 

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end. 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose. 

Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss. — 

What, Eros, Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt 
Cleo. Why is ray lord enrag’d against his love? 
Ant. Vanish; or I shall give thee thy deserving. 
And blemish Caesar’s triumph. Let him take thee j 
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians: 

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex; most monster-like, be shesni 
For poor’st diminutives, to dolts ; and let 
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Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared hails. [Exit Cleo.] ’Tis well 
thou’rt gone, 

If it be well to live: But better ’twere 
Thou felPst into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho ! 

The shirt ofNessus is upon me: Teach me, 
Aicides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Lichas on the' horns o’the moon; 

And with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest club. 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die ; 

To the Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall 
Under this plot : she dies for’t.— Eros, ho ! [Exit. 

Scene XL — Alexandria* A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and 
Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my women 1 0, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss’d. 

Char. To the monument: 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 
The soul and body rive not more in parting. 

Than greatness going off. 

Cleo. ’ To the monument 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 

Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony, 

And word it, pr’ythee, piteously : Hence, 

Mardian; and bring me how he takes my death. — 
To the monument. [Exeunt. 

Scene XIT. — The same. Another Room. 
Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’sfc me ? 

Eros. ' Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that’s dragonish ; 
A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower’d citadel, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
. With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world, 

And mock our eyes with air: Thou hast seen these 
signs; 

They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eros. ' < Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a 
thought, 

The rack dislimns ; and makes it indistinct. 

As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Erbs, now thy captain is 
Even such a body : here I am Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, ray knave, 
{made these wars fo* Egypt; and the queen,— 
Whose heart, I thought, I had, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex’d unto’t 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Caesar, and false play’d my glory 
Unto an enemy’s triumph,— 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left ns 
Ourselves to end ourselves.— O, thy vile lady ! 

Enter Mardian. 

She hath robb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony: 

^thddnfenti el 1166 ' ^ fortimes min S Ied 

Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ; 
nath betray’d me, and shall die the death . 

a Tif'.if 1 °t on f P er s° n T can be paid but once ; 
And that she has discharg’d : What thou would’st do 
Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake 
Was, Antony I most noble Antony » 

I hen in the midst a tearing groan did break 
l he name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : She render’d’life, 

Iby name so buried in her. 

£»*■ Dead then? 

Mar. ; Dead 

Ant E*qs, unarm ; the long day’s task is done. 
And we must sleep. — That thou depart’st hence safe. 


Does pay thy labour richly; Go. — Off, pluck off.—. 

[Exit Mardian, 

The seven- fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. 0, cleave, my sides 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent; 

Crack thy frail case ! — A pace, Eros, apace. — 

No more a soldier :— Bruised pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne.— From me a while. — 

[Exit Eros. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and * 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 

Lie down, and stray no further: Now all labour 
Mars vtfhat it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength: Seal then, and all is done.— 
Eros ! — I come, my queen : — Eros 1 — Stay for me: 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we’ll hand in hand 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her iEneas shall want troops. 

And all the haunt be ours. — Gome, Eros, Eros! 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. ' Since Cieopatra died 

I have liv’d in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarter’d the. world, and o’er green Neptune’s back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 

1 am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, when the, exigent should come, (which now 
Is come, indeed) when I should see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command, 

Thou then would’st kill me : do’t ; the time Is come ; 
Thou strik’st not me, *tis Caesar thou defeat’st 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not «’ 

Ant. Eros, 

Would’st thou be window’d in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his lace subdued 
To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel’d seat 
Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued ? 

Eros. I would not see’t. 

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I must be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eros. , 7 , T D, sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, svvor’st thou 
not then 

To do this when I bade thee? Do it at once ; 

Or thy precedent services are all 

But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw,. and come. 

LVos. Turn from me then that noble countenance 
W herein the worship of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee. {Turning from him. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

™ , . f Then let it do at once 

lhe thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master 

My captain, and my emperor ! Ipt me say, 

Before 1 strike this bloody stroke, farewell 
Ant. ’Tis said, man;— and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now? 
£**- , , . . Now, Eros 

j^ros. W hy, there then ; — {Palis on his sword.) 
r\(. A . . , Thus do I escape the sorrow 

Of Antony’s death. • {Dies.) 

m Ant. ? Thrice nobler than myself! 

1 hpu teachest me, 0 valiant Eros, what , 

I should, and thou could’st not. My queen and Eros 
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I wifi be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lover’s bed. Come then ; and. Era#* 
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Thy master dies thy scholar ; to clo thus 

{Falling on his sword) 
1 learn’d of thee. How ! not yet dead ? not dead 1 — 


The guard : — ho ! — O, despatch me. 


Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

1 Guard _ What’s the noise ? 

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends; O, make 

an end 

Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The stir is fallen. 

1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

AIL Alas, and woe! 

Ant. Let him, that loves me, strike me dead. 

1 Guard . Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [ Exeunt Guard. 

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 

This sword but shewn to Cassar, with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 


Enter Diomedes, 

Dio. Where’s Antony? 

Der* There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. m Lives he ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Exit Dercetas. 
Ant . Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw thy sword, 
and give me 

Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Most absolute lord. 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When dia she send thee? 

Dio. Now, my lord. 

Ant . ’ Where is she? 

Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a pro- 
phesying fear 

Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw 
(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had dispos’d with Cassar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, she sent you word# she was 
dead; 

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 

1 dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed: — Call my guard, 
I pr’ythee. 

Dio. What, ho! the emperor’s guard! The 
guard, what, ho ! 

Come, your lord calls. 


Enter some of the Guard 
Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 
bides; 

*Tis the last service that I shall command you. 

1 Guard. Woe are we, sir, you may not live to 
All your true followers out. [wear 

All. Most heavy day. 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp 
fate . 

To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 

I have led you oft : carry me now, good friends. 
And have my thanks for all. 

[Exeunt, hearing Antony. 

Scene XIII .— The same. A Monument. 
Enter above , Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 
Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. *Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are welcome, 

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow, 
Proportion’d to our cause, must be as great 

Enter Diomedes. 

w As that which makes it. — How now ? is he dead ? 

H' Dio. Hie death’s upon him, but not deaa. 

Look out o’the other side your monument, 

His guard have brought him thithec. 


Enter Antony, homely the Guard. 


Cleo. O thou sun. 

Bum i tie great sphere thou mov’st in ! — darkling ! 
stand 

The varying shore o’ the world ! — O Antony ! 
Antony, Antony ! — Charmian, help ; help, fras; 
Help, friends below : let’s draw him hither- 
Ant. Peace: 

Not Caesar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony, 

But Antony’s hath triumphed on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be* that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe ’tis so ! 


Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only 
i une death a while, until 


I here importune aea 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
1 lay, upon thy lips. — 

Cleo. I dare not, dear, 

2 )ear my lord, pardon) 1 dare not, 
est I be taken : not the imperious shew 
Of the full-fortun’d Caesar ever shall 
Be brooch ’d with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes, 

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour 
Deimiring upon me.— But come, come, Antony,— 
Help me, my women, — we must draw thee up 
Assist, good friends. 

Ant . Q, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here’s sport, indeed!— How heavy weigh* 
my lord i 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness. 

That makes the weight ! Had I great Juno’s power 
The strong- wing’d Mercury' should letch thee up. 
And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools O, come, come, come ; 

( They draw Antony up. 
And welcome, welcome ! die, where thou hast liv’d 
Quicken with kissing; had my lips that power, 

Thus would I wear them out. 

AIL A heavy sight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cleo . No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high. 
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel 
Provok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word, sweet queen 

Of Caesar seek your honour with your safety. — O 
Cleo . They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me 

None about Caesar trust, but Procuteius, 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands. I’ll trust ; 
None about Caesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end, 
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts. 

In feeding them with these my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv’d, the greatest prince o’the world. 
The noblest: and do now not oasely die 
Nor cowardly ; put oft* my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now, my spirit is going ; 

I can no more. {Diem. 

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die ? 

Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye ? — O, see, my women, 

The crown o’the earth doth melt; — My lord 1 — 

O, wither’d is the garland of the war, 

The soldier’s pole is fallen ; young boys, and girls* 
Are level now with men ; the odds is gone. 

And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. (She faint*.}. 

Char. 0, quietness, lady I 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady, — 

Iras. Madam*— 

Char. O madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras. Royal Egypt ! 

Empress I 

Char. Peace, peace, Irak. 
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Cka* No more, but e’en a woman; and com- 
manded 

By such poor passion as the maid that milks, 

And does the meanest chares. — It were Tor me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 

To tell them, that this world aid equal theirs, 

Till they had stolen our jewel All’s but naught ; 
Patience is sottish; and impatience does 
Became a dog that’s mad : Then is it sin, 

To rush into the secret house of death. 

Ere deathdare come to us ? — How do you, women? 
What, what? good cheer 1 Why, how now, Char- 
ruian? 

My noble girls ! — Ah, women, women ! look, 

Our lamp is spent, it’s out:-— Good sirs, take 
heart; — {To the Guard below.) 

We’II bury him: and then/ what’s brave, what’s 
noble, 

Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion. 

And make death proud to take us. Come, .away : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

{Exeunt ; those above bearing off Antony s body. 

ACTV. 

Scene I. — Caesars Camp before Alexandria . 
Enter Caesar, Agrifpa, Dolabella, Mecaenas, 
Gallus, Proculeius, and others . 

Ccbs. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 

Being so frustrate, tell him, he mocks us by 
The pauses that he makes. 

T)ol. Caesar, I shall [Exit Dolabella. 

Enter Dercetas, with the sword of Antony. 
Coes. Wherefore is that? and what art thou, that 
Appear thus to us? [dar’st 

Der. I am call’d' Dercetas ; 

Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv’d : whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life. 

To spend upon his haters : If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I’ll be to Caesar ; if thou pleasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

Cass. What is’t thou say’s t ? 

JJer. I say, 0 Caesar, Antony is dead, t 
Cass. The breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack : The round world should have shook 
Lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens: The death of Antony 
fs not a single doom : in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Def' ... .. He is dead, Cassar; 

Not by a public minister of justice. 

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 

Hath„ with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Sphtted the heart.— This is his sword, 

*™bb’d his wound of it ; behold it stain’d 
W ith his most noble blood. 

, , . . Look you sad, friends ? 

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
1 o wash the eyes of kings. 

. . . And strange it is. 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Afec. . Lis taints and honours 

W aged equal with him, 

rv^* , * A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
borne faults to make us men. Caesar is touch’d. 

Alec. - When such a spacious mirror’s set before 
He needs must see himself. rhim 

Cas. O Antony! 5 

I have follow’d thee to this But we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shewn to theq such a declining day, 

Ur look on thine ; we could not stall together 
In the whole world ; But yet let me lament, 


With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 

That thou, mv brother, rny competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 

Friend and companion in the front of war, 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle,— that oor sUnk 
M nreconcileable, should divide 
Our eqnalness to this. — Hear me, good friends,— 
But I will tell you at some raeeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger, 

The business of this man looks out of him,’ 

Well hear him what he says.— Whence are yon ? 

Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my mis- 
Confin’d in all she.has^ her monument, [tress 

Of thy intents desires instruction ; 

That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she’s forced to. 

Cats. Bid her have good heart ; 

one soon shall know of us, by some of ours. 

How honourable and how kindly we 

Determine for her : for Caesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Mess. So the gods preserve thee. [Exit 
fas. Come hither, Proculeius ; Go,. and say, 

We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
I he quality of her passion shall require ; 

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 

And. with your sneediest, bring us what she says. 
And how you find of her. 

?i ro * n Caesar, I shall. [Exit Proculeius . 
Las. Gallus, go you along.— Where’s Dolabella, 
I o second Proculeius ? [Exit Gallus. 

Ayr. Mec. Dolabella! 

C<zs. Let him alone, for 1 remember now 
How Jie’s employed ; he shall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war; 

How calm and gentle I proceeded still 

In all my writings : Go with me, and see 

W hat I can shew in this. [Exeunt, 

Scene 11.— Alexandria. A Room in the 
Monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : ’Tis paltry to be Caesar ; 

Not being fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave, 

A minister of her will ; And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 

Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change • 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 7 
I he beggar’s nurse and Caesar’s. 

Enter, to the gates of the Monument , Proculeius, 
Gallus, and Soldiers. 

. P f°: , C * sar sen ? s greeting to the queen of Egypt: 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Ihou mean’st to have him grant thee. 

z% eo * _ What’s thy name ? 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 
v\\xi°n {within.) Antony 

Did tell me of yon, bade me trust you ; 

I /' o not greatly care to be deceiv’d, 

have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell Urn 
Afiaf majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son, 

“5r.i> 1 , ve3 80 much of mine own, as I 

Wfo kneel to him with thanks* 

Pro. Be of good cheer, 

Lou are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing 
Make your full reverence freely to my lord. 

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need : Let me report to him 
Vour sweet dependency ; and you si, all find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness. 
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Where he for grace is kneel’d to. 

Cleo. {Within.) Pray you, tell him 

f am his fortune’s vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

Pro. This Til report, dear lady. 

Have comfort; for I know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 

Gal . You see how easily she may he sutpris’d; 
(Here Proculeius. and two of the Guard , 
ascend the Monument by a ladder 
placed against a tvindotv, and having 
descended) come behind Cleopatra* Some 
of the Guard unbar and open the gates.) 
Guard her till Caesar come. 

(To Proculeius and the Guard.) [Exit Gallus. 
Iras . Royal queen ! 

Char. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen! 

CUo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

( Drawing a dagger.) 

Pro . Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

(Seizes and disarms her.) 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. What, of death too, 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro . Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master’s bounty by 
The undoing of yourself : let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. * Where art thou, death ? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 

Pro. ■ _ 0, temperance, lady ! 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I’ll not drink, sir ; 

If idle talk will once be necessary, 

I’ll not sleep neither : This mortal house 1*11 ruin. 

Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion’d at your master’s court ; 

Nor once be chastis’d with the sober eye . 

Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up. 

And shew me to the shouting varletry 
Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Re gentle grave to me ! rath er on Niks’ mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring! rather make 
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet, 

And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Pol. Proculeius, 

What thou hast done, thy master Caesar knows, 
And he hath sent for thee : as for the queen, 

I’ll take her to ray guard* 

Pro. So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her. 

To Caesar I will speak what you shall please, 

’ (To Cleopatra.) 

If you’ll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. 

[Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers. 
Pol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 
Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Pol. * Assuredly, you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or known. 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ; 
Ia't not your trick? 

Pol £ understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream’d, there was an emperor Antony ;-r- 
O, such another sleep, that I might ,see 
Rut such another man ! 

Pol. * If it might please you, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein 
stuck . ' [lighted 

A sun and moon: which kept their course, and 


The little 0, the earth. 

Pol. Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear’d arm 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb. 

He was a rattling thunder. For his bounty* 

There was no winter in’t; an autumn ’twas, 

That grew the more by reaping; His delights 
Were dolphin-like: they shew’d his back above 
The element they liv’d in ; In his livery 
Walk’d crowns, and crownets ; realms and islands 
As plates dropp’d from his pocket. [were 

Pol. ' Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Think you, there was, or might be, such a 
As this I dream’d of? [man 

Pol. ' Gentle madam, no. 

' Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 

But, if there be, or ever were one such ? 

It’s past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst fancy. 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Pol . t Hear me, good madam? 

Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : ’Would I might nevef 
O’ertake pursu’d success, but I do feel, 

Bv the rebound of yours, a grief that shoQts 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you, what Caesar means to do with me ? 

Pol. I am loath to tell you what T would you knew* 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir, — 

Pol. Though he be honourable,— 

Cleo. He’ll lead me then in triumph? 

Pol • Madam, he will ; 

1 know it. 

Within. Make way there, — Caesar. 

Enter Cjssar, Gallus, Proculeius, Mecjenju, 
Seleucus, and Attendants. 

Cans. Which is the queen 

Of Egypt? 

Pol. ’Tis the emperor, madam. 

(Cleopatra kneehA 

Coes. Arise, 

You shall not kneel 
I pray you rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 

Will have It thus ,* my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

Cass. Take to yqu no hard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us. 

Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Clep. Sole sir o’the world, 

I cannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it clear: but do confess, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sham’d our sex. 

Coes. Cleopatra, know. 

We will extenuate rather than enforce : 

If you apply yoursel f to our intents, 

(Which towards jtou are most gentle,) you shall find 
A benefit in this change; but it* you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking • 

Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of ray good puiposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I’ll guard them from. 

If thereon you rely. I’ll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may, through all the world : ’tis yours $ 
and we, 

Your ’scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord* 
Coes. You snail adyise me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, ana jewels, 
\ am possess’d of: tis exactly valued; 

Not petty things admitted. — Where’s Seleucus? 
Set. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer ; lot him speak, my lord* 
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Upon his peril, that I have reserv’d 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus, 

Set. Madam, 

I had rather seel my lips, than, to my peril. 

Speak that which is not. 

Cleo. What have I kept back ? 

Set. Enough to purchase what you have made 
known. 

Ctss. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. m _ See, Ccesar ! 0, behold, 

How pomp is follow’d I mine will now be your’s ; 
And, should we shift estates, your’s would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even uiake me wild : — 0 slave, of no more trust 
Than love that’s hir’d!— What, goest thou back? 
Ihoashalt 

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I’ll catch, thine eyes, , 
Though they had wings : Slave, soul-less villain, dog f 

0 rarely base ! 

Cas. Good queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo. 0 Caesar, what a wounding shame is this ; 
That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me. 

Doing the- honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy I Say, good Caesar, 

That I some lady’s trifles have reserv’d, 

Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern friends'* withal ; and say. 

Some nobler token TJiave kept apart 

For Livia and Octavia, to induce 

Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 

With one' that I nave bred ? The gods ! it smites me 

Beneath the fall I have. Pr’ythee, go hence; 

Or I shall shew the cinders of my spirits • e ^ eucus '^ 
Through the ashes of my chance Wert thou a man. 
Thou would’st have mercy on me. 

Cws. Forbear, Seleucus. 

jyt r, .. . „ ■ , [Exit Seleucus. 

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are mis- 
thought 

For things that others do ; and when we fall. 

We answer others’ merits in our name. 

Are therefore to be pitied. 

C/ss. Cleopatra, 

IN ot .what you ha ve reserv’d, nor what acknowledg’d. 

1 ut we flthe roll of conquest: still be it yours. 
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 

Caesar’s no merchant, to make prize with you 

Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer’d • 
Make not your thoughts your prisons: no, dear 
: queen; 

For we intend so to dispose you, as 

Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep : 

Our care and pity is so much upon yon, 

1 hat we remain your friend : And so adieu. 

Cleo. My master, and my lord ! 

C * s - r „ Not so : Adieu. 

ni.. rr , [Exeunt C&sar and his train. 
Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me. that I 
should not 

Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Charmian 
Iras. Finish, MW,. 

And we are tor the dark, J 3 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

1 have spoke already, and it is provided: 

Uo, put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

Do/. Where is the queen ? 

Behold, sir. [Exit Char. 

VVMch m' “I 4 ™’ 38 v heret ?. 5 . worn by ymircommald. 
Which my Jove makes religion to obey, 

I teh you this ; Cassar through Syria 
intends his journey ; and, within three days, 


You with your children will he send before: 

Make your best use of this : I have perform’d 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Rot.] Now 
Iras, what think’st thou ? 4 

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shewn 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves, 

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded. 

And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

I™s. # The gods forbid! 

Cleo. Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras : Saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets; and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out o’tune : the quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
I’the posture of a whore. 

0 the good gods I 
Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. I’ll never see it ; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why, that’s the way 

1 o fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most absurd intents. — Now, Charmian ? — 

Enter Charmian. 

Shew me, my women, like a queen Go fetch 
My best attires ; — I am again for Cydnus, 

To meet Mark Antony Sirrah, Iras, go.— 

Now,, noble Charmian, we’ll despatch indeed: 

And, when thou hast done this chare. I’ll give then 
leave 

To play till dooms-day.— Bring our crown and all. 
W hereiore’s this noise ? [Exit Iras. A noise within. 

Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard Here is a rural fellow, 

I hat will not be denied your highness’ presence : 

He brings you figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an instrument 

Xyf J i I,, [Exit Guard. 

May do a noble deed 1 he brings me liberty. 

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Oi woman in me : Now from head to foot- 
lam marble-constant: now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guard \ with a Clown bringing a basket. 
%fard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him.— [ Exit Guard. 

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 

I hat kills and pains not ? 

Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be the 
party that should desire you to touch him, for his 
bitmg is immortal ; those, that do die of it, do seldom 
or never recover. * 

Cleo. Remember’st thou any that have died on’t? 
Clown . Very many, men and women too. I heard 
ot one of them no longer than yesterday: a verv 
honest woman, but something given to lie : as a wo* 
man should not do, Rut in the way of honesty : how 
frhe died of the biting of it, what pain she felt— 

JW L+v Te, 7£ o , 0d repo* o’ the worm: 

But he that will believe all that they say, shall never 
be saved by half that they do : But this is most fid. 
Jible, the worm’s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy o’ the worm. 

Cleo. Farewell. ( Clown sets down the basket) 
Clown You must think this, look you, that tha 
worm will do his kind. 

Cleo; Ay, ay; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, 
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bit in tbe keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there 
is no goodness in the worm. # 

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded. 
Clown . Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, for 
it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo . Will it eat me ? 

Clown . You must not think I am so simple, but I 
know the devil himself will not eat a woman:*— I 
know, that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the devil 
dress her not. But, truly, these same whoreson devils 
do the gods great harm in their women ; for in every 
ten that they make, the devils mar five, 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Clown . Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the worm. 

[Exit. 

Re-enter IftAS, with a robe , crown , &c. 

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have 
Immortal longings in me : Now no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this lip 
Yare, yare, good Iras; quick. — Methinks, I hear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act; I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come ; 

Now to that name my courage prove my title ! 

I am fire, and air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — have you done? < j 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian; — Iras, long farewell. 

( Kisses them. Iras falls and dies.) 
Have I the aspick in my lips? Dost fall? 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 

The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch, 

Which hurts, and is desir’d. Dost thou lie still ? 

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. [say. 

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I may 
l The gods themselves do weep ! 

f Cleo. This proves me base : 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

I fell make demand of her: and spend that kiss, 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal wretch, 
(To the asp , which she applies to her breast.) 
With thy sharp teeth this knot mtrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 

Be angry, and despatch. O, could’st thou speak ! 
That I might hear thee call great Caesar, as3 
Unpolicied ! 

Char. O eastern star l 

Cleo . Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 

That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

C/azr. O, break l 0, break! 

Cleo. As sweet as halm, as soft as air, as gentle,— 
0 Antony !— Nay, I will take thee too : — 

(Applying another asp to her arm.) 
What should I stay — (Falls on a bed and dies.) 

Char v In this wild world?— So, fare thee well — 
Now boast thee, death I in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel’d.— -Downy windows, close; 

And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown’s awry; 

111 mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 
l I Guard, Where is the queen ? 


Char. Speak softly, wake her nob 

1 Guard. Caesar hath sent — 

Char. Too slow a messenger. 

O, come ; apace, despatch : I partlyieel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach, ho ! All’s not well: Caesar’s 

beguil’d. [call him. 

2 Guard. There’s Dolabella sent from Caesar 

1 Guard. What work is here ?— Charmian, is this 
well done ? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess, 
Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier! (Dies.) 

Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 

2 Guard. All dead. 

Dol. ' * Caesar, thy thought* 

Touch their effects in this : Thyself art corning 
To see perform’d the dreaded act, which thou 
So songht’st to hinder. 

Within. A way there, way for Caesar 

Enter Caesar and Attendants. 

Dol. 0, sir, you are too sure an augurer; 

That you did fear, is done. 

Coes. Bravest at the last: 

She levell’d at our purposes, and, being royal, 

Took her own way. — The manner of their deaths? 

I do not see them bleed. 

Dol. Who was last with them? 

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her 
This was his basket. ^ [fig* ; 

Coes. Poisoned, then. 

1 Guard. O Caesar, 

This Charmian lived but now ; she stood, and spake 
I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood. 

And on the sudden dropp’d. 

Coes. 0 noble weakness I— 

If they had swallow’d poison, ’twould appear 
By external swelling; but she looks like sleep. 

As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 

Dol • Here, on her breast. 

There is a vent of blood* and something blown; 

The like is on her arm. [leave* 

1 Guard. This is an aspick’s trail : and these fig 
Have slime upon them, such as the aspick leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile* 

Coes. Most probable, 

That so she died ; for her physician tells me. 

She hath pursu’d conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed ; 

And bear her women from the monument: — 

She shall be buried by her Antony : 

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these ^ 
Strike those that make them : and their story is 
No less in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall 
In solemn shew, attend this funeral : 

And then to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt. 


1 


m 



CYMBELINE 



m 

4 


1 


This plav has many just sentiments, some natural dialogue, and some pleasing scenes ; but they are obtained at 
tie expense of much incongruity. To remark tlie folly of the fiction, the absurdity of the conduct, the confusion of 
the names, and manners or different times, and the impossibility of the events in any system of life, were to waste 
criticism on unresisting imbecility; upon faults, too evident for detection, too gross for aggravation. Johnson, 

PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


IN MBELINE, King of Britain. 

CLQTEN, Son to the Queen by a former Husband. 
LEONATUS POSTHUMUS, a Gentleman, Husband to 
Imogen . 

BELARIUS, a banished Ltrcl, disguised under the name 
of Morgan . 

rtrrmirmTTci l Sons to Cymbeline, disguised under 
fnvriMfirK l the names of Poly (lore and Cadwal, 

Ail v IRAGUo, } supposed Sons to Belarius. 
PHILARIO, Friend to Posthumus, * r , n 
IACHIMO, Friend to Philario, f Italians. 

A French Gentleman , Friend to Philario. 

CA1US LUCIUS, General of the Roman Forces. 


A Roman Captain. 

Two British Captains. 

PiSANIO, Servant to Posthumus. 

CORNELIUS, a Physician 

Two Gentlemen. 

Two Gaolers. 

QUEEN, Wife to Cymbeline. 

IMOGEN, daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 

HELEN, Woman to Imogen. 

Lords . Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, 
a Soothsayer , a Dutch Gentleman, a Spanish Gentle* 
man, Musicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Met 
sengers, and other Attendants. 


Scene, — Sometimes in Britain; sometimes in Italy. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — Britain. The Garden behind 
Cymbeline' s Palace. 

Enter two Gentlemen . 

1 Gent. Yon do not meet a man, but frowns: our 

bloods 

No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers; 

Still seem, as does the king’s. 

2 Gent. But what’s the matter? 

X Gent* His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, 

whom 

He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son, (a widow. 

That late he married,) hath referr’d herself 
U nto a poor but worthy gentleman : she's wedded ; 
Her husband banish’d ; she imprison'd : all 
Is outward sorrow; though, I think, thfe king 
Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king? 

1 Gent. He, that hath lost her, too : so is the queen. 
That most desir’d the match : But not a courtier. 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

2 Gent. And why so ? . 

1 Gent. He, that hath miss’d the princess, isa thing 
Too bad for bad report ; and he, that hath her, 

(I mean, that married her,— alack, good man !— 

And therefore banish’d) is a creature such 
As, to seek thVough the regions of the earth 

Pr.,. i j.v*. .. 


Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent. You speak him far. 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself: 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure duly. 

2 Gbnt. What’s his name, and birth? 

} Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : His father 
W as call’d Sicilius, who did join his honour 
Against the Homans with Cassibelan ; 

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success ; 

So gain’d the sur-adclition, -Leonatus: 

And had, besides this gentleman in question, 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o’the time, 

Died with their swords in hand ; for which their 
father, 

(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow, 

X hat he quit being ; and his gentle lady, 

Big of this gentleman, onr theme, deceas’d 
As he was born. The king, he takes the babfe 
lo protection; calls him Posthumus: 

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber: 


Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as ’tvvas minister’d ; and 
In his spring became a harvest; Liv’d in court, 
(Which rare it i3 to do.) most prais’d, most lov’d: 
A sample to the youngest; to the more mature, 

A glass that feated them ; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 

For whom he now is banish’d, — her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue ; 
By her election may be truly read, 

VV hat kind of man he is, 

2 Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, ’pray you. tell me. 
Is she sole child to the king? 

1 Gent. ' . His only child. 

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three j^ars old, 
T’the swathing clothes the other, from their nurser 
Were stolen ; and to this hour, no guess in know 
Winch way they went. _ (ledgt 

2 Gent* How long is this ago ? 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. [vey’d ! 

2 Gent. That a king’s children should be so com 
So slackly guarded I and the search so slow, 

That could not trace them l 

1 Gent. Howsoe’er ’tis strange, 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at. 

Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gelit. I do well believe you. [man, 

) 1 Gent . We must forbear : Here comes the gentie- 
The queen, and princess. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— The same . 

Enter the Queen , Posthumus, and Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assur’d you shall not find ma 
daughter, 

After the slander of most step-mothers, 

Evil-ey’d unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint For you, Posthumus, 
bo soon as I can win the offended king, 

?nu V ^I known your advocate: marry, yet, 

The fire of rage is in him ; and ’twere good, 

You lean’d unto his sentence, with what patience 
x our wisdom may inform you. 

T . Please your highness. 

I will from hence to-day. 

r,.$“ eew * You know the peril 

1 11 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 

rhe pangs ol barr’d affections ; though the king 

Hath charg’d you should not speak together, [Exit 

Imo . O, 

Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant 
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Can tickle where she wounds !— My dearest hus- 
band, 

I something fear iny father’s wrath, but nothing, 

^Always reserv’d my holy duty,) what 

His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 

And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
.Of angry eyes; not comforted to live. 

But there is this jewel in the world. 

That I may see again. 

Post . My queen ! my mistress ! 

O, lady, weep no more ; lest X give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man I X will remain 
The ioyal’st husband that did e’-er plight troth. 

My residence in Rome at one Fhilario’s ; 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter: thither write, my queen, 

And with mine eyes I’ll drink the words you send, 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you : 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : Yet I’ll move him 

{Aside.) 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 

Pays dear for my offences. [Exit. 

Post . Should we be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live. 

The loathness to depart would grow: Adieu ! 

Imo . Nay, stay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 

Such party were too petty. Look here, love ; 

This diamond was my mother’s*: take it, heart; 

But keep it till you woo another wife. 

When Imogen is dead. 

Post . How! how! another?— 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 

And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! — -Remain thou here, 

{Putting on the ring.) 
While sense can keep it on ! And sweetest, fairest. 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, 

To your so infinite loss; so, in our trifles 
I still win of you : For my sake, wear this ; 

It is a manacle of love ; I’ll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

(Putting a bracelet on her arm.) 
Imo. ' # 0, the gods ! 

When shall we see again? 

Enter Cymbeline and Lords. 

Post . * Alack, the king ! 

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence from my 
sight ! 'I 

If, after this command, thou fraught the court, 

With thy unworthiness, thou diest: Away I 
Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post. m The gods protect you ! 

And bless the good remainders of the court I 
I am gone. v " # [Exit. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym. * O disloyal thing, 

That should’st repair my youth ; thou heapest 
A year’s age on me ! 

imo. I beseech you, sir, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, ail fears, 
i Cym. Past grace? obedience? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past 
grace. ^ [queen! 

Cym. That might’st have had the sole son of my 
Imo. 0 bless’d, that I might not ! I chose an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 

Cym,. Thou took’st a beggar ; would’st have made 
A scat for baseness. [my throne 

Imo. No; I rather added 

A lustre to it 


Cym. 0 thou vile one . 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov’d Posthumus: 

You bred him as my play-fellow; and he is 
A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym. What ! — art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almost, sir: Heaven restore me ! — ’Would 
I were 

A neat-herd’s daughter 1 and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s son ! 

Re-enter Queen. 

Cym . Thou foolish thing! — 

They were again together : you have done 

{To the Queen. 

Not after onr command. Away with her, 
Andpenherup. 

Queen. ’Beseech your patience : — Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace ; — Sweet sovereign, 

Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself som 
Out of your best advice. [comfort 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a-day ; and, being aged, 

Die of this folly ! " [Exit. 

Enter Pisanio. 

Queen. Fye ! — you must give way . 

Here is your servant. — How now, sir? What news ? 
Pis. My lord, your son, drew on my master. 
Queen. Ha 1 

No harm, I trust, is done ? 

Pis. There might have been. 

But that my master rather play’d than fought, 

And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen I am very glad on’t. [part. — 

Imo. Your son’s my father’s friend; he takes his 
To draw upon an exile ! — Obravesir!— 

I would they were in Afric both together ; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. — Why came you from your mastei ! 

Pis. On his command : He would not suffer im* 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 

When it pleas’d you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant: I dare lay mine honour. 

He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk a while. 

Imo. About some half hour hence, 

I pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least, 

Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave me. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III.— A public Place. 

Enter Cloten and tt&o Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise yon to shift a shirt 
the violence of action hath made you reek as a sa- 
crifice : Where air comes out, air comes in : there’s 
none abroad so wholesome as that you vent. 

Clo . If my shirt were bloody, tneu to shift it-* 
Have I hurt him? 

2 Lord. No, faith ; not so much as his patience. 

( Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body’s a passable carcass 
if he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel, if £ 
be not hart, 

2 Lord. His steel was in it>bt; it went o’the- 

backside the town. {Aside.) 

Clo. The vilain would not stand me. 

2 Lord. No; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. (Aside.) 

l.Lord. Stand you! You have land enough o' 
your own : but he added to your having ; gave you 
some ground. 

2 Lord. As many inches aa you have oceans? 
Puppies! . (Aside) 

Clo. I would, they had not come between ux. 
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2 Lord . So would T, till you had measured how 
long a fool von were upon the ground. (Aside.) 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, ana 
refuse me I 

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election^ she 
is damned. (Aside.) 

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and 
her brain go not together: She’s a good sign, but 
I have seen small reflection of her wit. 

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the. re- 
flection should hurt her. (Aside.) 

Clo. Come, I’ll to my chamber : ’Would there 
had been some hurt done I 

2 Lord. I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall 


of an ass, which is no great hurt. (Aside.) 

Clo. You’ll go with us ? 

1 Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Room in Cymbelinds Palace. 

Enter Imogen and Pisanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew’st unto the shores o’the 
haven, 

And question’dst every sail : If he should write, 

And 1 not have it, ’twere a paper lost 
As offer’d mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pis. ’Twas, His queen, his queen! 

Into. Then wav’d his handkerchief? 

Pis. And kiss’d it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen I happierthereinthanll— 
And that was all ? 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief. 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on, 

How swift his ship. 

hno. Thou should’st have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pis . Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings; 
crack’d them, but ’ 

To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle ; 

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from 
1 he smallness of a gnat to air ; and then [nio, 
Have turn’d mine eye. and wept.— But, good Pisa- 
W hen shall we hear from him ? 

\xrl S 'w i V Be assur’d, madam, 

With his next vantage. 

I m °- I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him, 

How 1 would think on him, at certain hours, 

■mi r ou $i 8 » and such 5 I could make him swear, 
f he snes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charg’d him 
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 

I o encounter me with orisons, for then 
I arn in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set a 
Ketwixt two charming words, comes in my father. 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
©hakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

,. . , The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness company. foatch’d — 

Madam, I shall. [Exeunt. 

Scene V.—Rome. An Apartment in Philario's 
House . 

Enter Philario, Iachxmo, « Frenchman, a Dutch- 
man, and a Spaniard. 

lach. Believe it, sir: I have seen him in Britain: 


he was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove 
so worthy, as since he hath been allowed the name 
of: but l could then have looked on him without 
the help of admiration; though the catalogue of hi* 
endowments had been tabled by his side, and 1 tj 
peruse him by items. 

Phi . You speak of him, when he was less fur- 
nished, than now he is, with that which makes him 
both without a«d within. 

French. I have seen him in France : we had very 
many there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes 
as he. 

lack. This matter of marrying his king’s daugh- 
ter, (wherein he must be weighed rather by her 
value, than his own,) words him, I doubt not, a 
great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banishment 
lack. Av, and the approbation of those, that 
weep this lamentable divorce, under her colours, 
are wonderfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify 
her judgment, which else an easy battery.might lay 
flat, for taking a beggar without more qnalitv. But 
how comes it, he is to sojourn with you? How 
creeps acquaintance ? 

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together; to 
whom I have been often bound for no less than my 
life :— 

Enter Posthumus. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your know- 
ing, to a stranger of his quality.— I beseech you all, 
be better known to this gentleman ; whom I com- 
mend to you, as a noble friend of mine : How wor- 
thy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather 
than story him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have' known together in Orleans. 
Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for’ 
courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 

French. Sir, you o’er- rate my poor kindness : I 
was glad I_ did atone my countryman and you : it 
had been pity, you should have been put together 
with so mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon 
importance of so slight and tri vial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young 
traveller; rather shunned to go even with what I 
heard, than in my every action to he guided by 

but, upon my mended judgment, 

(it ! offend not to say it is mended,) my quarrel was 
not altogether slight. 

French. ’Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement 
of swords; and by such two, that would, by all 
likelihood, have confounded one the other, or have 
* a l? n * bot > . , [difference ? 

lach. Can we, with manners, ask what was the 
french. Safely, I think; ’twas a contention in 
public, which may, without contradiction, suffer 
the report. It was much like an argument that fell 
out last night, where each of us fell in praise of our 
country mistresses; This gentleman at that time 
vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) 
his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant- 
qualified, and less attemptible, than any the rarest 
ot our ladies m France. 

lack. That lady is not now living; or this gen- 
tleman’s opinion, by thi* worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 
Ital ’ Y mUSt not 80 far P re fer her ’fore ours of 

t P0S & ? ei ?V 0 far Provoked as I was in France. 

1 would abate her nothing ; though I profess mysei 
her adore r, not her friend. J 

lack. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in 
hand comparison,) had been something too fair, anc 
too good for any lady in Britany. If she went be. 
tore others I have seen, as that diamond of vonr* 
out-lustres many I have beheld, I could not but be- 
lieve she excelled many ; but I have not seen the 
most precious diamond that is, nor you the lady 
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Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I my 
stone. 

Jack What do you esteem it at? 

Post More than the world enjoys. 
lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, 
or she’s outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken: the one maybe sold, 
or given : if there were wealth enough for the pur- 
chase, or merit for the gift : the other is not a thing 
for sale, and only the gift of the gods. 
lack. Which the gods have given you ? 

Post Which, by their graces, I will keep. 
lack You may wear her in title yours : but, you 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be stoleu too : so, of your brace of 
imprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and 
the other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that-way- 
accomplished courtier, would hazard the winning 
both of first and last 

Post . Your Italy contains none so accomplished 
a courtier, to convince the honour of my mistress; 
if, in the holding or loss of that, you term her frail. 
I do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves ; not- 
withstanding, I fear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post . Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior, 
1 thank him, makes no stranger of me; we are fa- 
miliar at first 

lack With five times so much conversation, I 
should get ground of your fair mistress : make her 
go back, even to the yielding ; had I admittance, 
and opportunity tp friend. 

Post No. no. 

lack I clare ? thereon, pawn the moiety of my 
estate to your ring ; which, in my opinion, o’erva- 
lues it something : But I make my wager rather 
against your confidence, than her reputation: and, 
to bar your offence herein too, I durst attempt it 
against any lady in the world. 

Post You are a great deal abused in too bold a 
persuasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what you’re 
worthy of. bv your attempt. 
lack What’s that? 

Post A repulse : Though your attempt, as you 
call it ; deserves more ; a punishment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this; it came in too 
suddenly; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lack ’Would I had put my estate, and my neigh- 
bour’s, on the approbation of what I have spoke. 
Post. What lady would you choose to assail? 
lack Yours; whom in constancy, you think, 
stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats 
to your ring, that, commend me to the court where 
your lady is, with no more advantage than the op- 
portunity of a second conference, and I will bring 
from thence that hohour of hers, which you imagine 
so reserved. 

Post I will wage against your gold ? gold to it : 
my ring | hold as dear as my finger; ’tie part of it. 

lack You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If 
you buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, you can- 
not preserve it from tainting : But, I see, you have 
some religion in you, that yon fear. 

Post This is but a custom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpose, I hope. 

lack I am the master of my speeches ; and 
would undergo what’s spoken, I swear. 

Post Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return : — Let there be covenants drawn 
between us : My mistress exceeds in goodness the 
hugeness of your unworthy thinking : I dare you to 
this match : here’s my ring. 

PM. 1 will have it no lay. 
lack By the gods it is one : — If I bring you no 
sufficient testimony, that I have enjoyed the dearest 
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats 
are yours ; so is your diamond too. If I come off, 
and leave her in such honour as you have trust in, 
•he your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are 



yours : — provided, I have your commendation, fof 
my more free entertainment. 

Post I embrace these conditions; let us have 
articles betwixt us : — only, thus far you shall an* 
swer. If you make your voyage upon 'her, and give 
me directly to understand you have prevail’d, I am 
no further your enemy, she is not worth our debate : 
if she remain unseduced, (you not making it appear 
otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the assault you 
have made to her chastity, you shall answer me 
with your sword. 

lack ' Your hand; a covenant: we will have 
these things set down by lawful counsel, and straight 
away for Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, 
and starve : I will fetch' my gold, and have our two 
wagers recorded. 

Post Agreed. [Exeunt Posthumus and Jachimo. 
French. Will this hold^ think you ? 

Phi. Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray, let 
us follow ’em. [Exeunt 

Scene YI. — Britain. A Room in Cymbeline’s 
Palace. 

Enter Queen , Ladies, and Cornelius. 

Queen . Whiles yet the dew’s on ground, gather 
those flowers : 

Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

3 Lady. I, madam. 

Queen. Despatch. — [Exeunt Ladies . 

Now, master doctor; have you brought those drags ? 
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are, 
madam : [Presenting a smalt box.) 

But I beseech your grace, (without offence ; 

My conscience bids me ask ;) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds. 
Which are the movers of a languishing death; 

But, though slow, deadly? 

Queen . * I do wonder, doctor. 

Thou ask’st me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not Iearn’d me how 
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so. 
That our great king himself doth woo rne oft * 
For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded, 
(Unless thou think’st me devilish,) is’t not meet, 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ? I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor. b # Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart; 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee.— 

Enter Pisanio. 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him (A&ide.) 
Will 1 first work: he’s for his master. 

And enemy to my son.— How now, Pisanio ? — 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended; 

Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm, [Aside.) 

Queen. Hark thee, a word.— (To Pisanio.) 

Cor . [Aside) I do not like her. She doth think 
she has 

Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit^ 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn’d nature : Those, she has. 
Will stupify and dull the sense awhile : [dog*; 

Which first, perchance, she’ll prove . on cats, and 
Then afterward up higher ; but there is 
No danger in what shew of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the spirits a time. 

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d 
With a most false effect ; and I the truer. 

So to be false with her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor 
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Until I send for thee. , 

Cor . I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say’stthou? Dost thou 
think, in time 

She will not quench ; and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses? Do thou work; 

When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my son, 
I’ll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master: greater ; for 
His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp : Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where lie is : to shift his being, 

Is to exchange one misery with another; 

And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A day’s work in him: What shalt thou expect, 

To be depender on a thing that leans ? 

Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 

(The Queen drops a box r Pisanio takes it up.) 
So much as but to prop him f — Thou tak’st up 
hou know’st not what; but take it for thy labour : 
ft is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem’d from death: I do not know 
What is more cordial : — Nay, I pr’ythee, take it; 

It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do’t, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think 
Thou ha§t thy mistress still ; to boot, my son, 

Who shall take notice of thee : I’ll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thou’lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly. 

That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. s Call my women : 

Think on my words. (Exit Pisa.)— A sly and con- 
stant knave ; 

Not to be shak’d : the agent for his master ; 

And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The'hand fast to her lord.— I have given him that, 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of Iiegers for her sweet; and which she, after. 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur’d 

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies. 

To taste of too. — So, so ; — well done, well done : 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 

Bear to my closet:— Fare thee well, Pisanio; 

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies . 

Pis. And shall do : 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue. 

I’ll choke myself: there’s all I’ll do for you. [Exit. 

Scene VI L — Another Room in the same. 
Enter Imogen. 

Into. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 

A foolish suitor ‘to a wedded lady, 

That hath her husband banish'd ;— 0, that husband I 
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had 1 been thief-stolen, 

As my two brothers, happy 1 but most miserable 
is the desire that’s glorious : Blessed be those, 

How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills, 

Winch seasons comfort.— Who may this be ? Fye ! 

Enter Pisanio and Iachtmo. ! 

P is. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome ; 

Comes from my lord with letters. j 

L %ch. Change you, madam ? j 

1 he worthy JLeonatus is in safety, | 

And greets your highness dearly. ! 

(Presents a letter.) 1 
v * m0m . . .. . Thanks, good sir : 

Jk on are kindly welcome. 

lack. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! 1 

If she be furnish’d with a mind so rare, ^side.) 

Sheis alone the Arabian bird ; and I 

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 

Arm me audacity, from head to foot] 


Imo. (Reads.) He is one of the nobles t note , to 
whose kindnesses I am most infinitely tied. Reflect 
upon him accordingly, as you value your truest 

Hsonatus. 

So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by the rest, and lakes it thankfully.— 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so 
In all that I can do. 

lack. Thanks, fairest lady, — 

What ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eye* 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn’d stones 
Upon the number’d beach? and can %ve not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
’Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo . What makes your admiration ? 

lack. It cannot be i’the eye ; for apes and mon- 
keys, 

’Twixt two such she$, would chatter this was, and 
Contemn with mows the other : Nor i- the judgment; 
For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite ! Nor i'the appetite ; 

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos’d, 

Should make desire vomit emptiness, 

Not so allur’d to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow ? 
lack. The cloyed will, 

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, 

That tub both fill’d and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir, 

Thus raps you ? Are you well ? 
lack. Thanks, madam ; well ’Beseech yon, 
sir, desire (To Pisanio.) 

My man’s abode, where I did leave him : he 
If strange and peevish. 

Pis • I was going, sir, 

To give him welcome. [Exit Pisamo. 

Imo. Continues well my lord? His health, be- 
seech you? 
lack. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he dispos’d to mirth? I hope, he is. 
t lack. Exceeding pleasant : none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call’d 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. ' When he was here, 

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

lack. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one, 

An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home* : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, 
cries, 01 

Can my sides hold , to think , that man, — who knows 
By history , 7'eport, or his ovjn proof 
What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
But must be, — will his ft'ee hours languish for 
Assured bondage? 

Imo . Will my lord say so ? 
lach. Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 

It » a recreation to be by, [know 

And hear him mock the Frenchman But, heaven* 
borne men are much to blame. 

{*»: XT ' _ Not he, I hope. 

lack. Not he: But yet Heaven’s bounty toward* 
him might 

be used more thankfully. In himself, »tis much ; 

In you,— Which I count bis, beyond alt talents,— 

W mist I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pity, sir ? 

lack. Two creatures, heartily. 

vi 0, t ttt, Am * one > •i jr ? 

m. ou look on me : What Wreck discern you in w* 
Deserves your pity, sir? 
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lack, Lamentable! What! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
I ’the dungeon by a snuff? 

Imo. I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness yonr answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

lack That others (lo, 

T was about to say, enjoy your— But 
ft is an office of the gods to venge it, 

Not mine to speak on’t. 

Imo . You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me ; ’Pray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : For certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing, 

The remedy then barn,) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

lack Had I this cheek 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul 
To the oath of 'f oyaltjr ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Fixing it only here: should I (damn’d then,) 

Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour ;) then lie peeping in an eye, 

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That’s fed with stinking tallow; it were fit. 

That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo . # My lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

lack. . . And himself. Not I. 

Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change : but ’tis your graces, 
That from my mutest conscience, to my tongue. 
Charms this report out. 

Imo . Let me hear no more. [heart 

lack O dearest soul! your cause doth strike my 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery, 

Would make the great’st king • double ! to be 
partner’d 

With tomboys, hir’d with that self-exhibition, 
Which your own coffers yield ! with diseas’d ven- 
tures, 

That play with all infirmities for gold, 

Which rottenness can lend nature ; such bdil’d stuff. 
As well might poison poison ! Be reveng’d ; 

Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Imo. Reveng’d! 

How should I be reveng’d? If this be true, 

(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
M ust not in haste abuse,) if it be true. 

How should l be reveng’d? 

lack. ■' ^ Should he make me 

Live like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets ; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 

In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it. 

I dedicate myself to your s weet pleasure ; 

More noble than that runagate to your bed; 

And will continue fast to your affection, 

Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack Let me my service tender on your lips. 
Imo. Away !— -I do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable. 
Thou would’st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek’st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrong’s! a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 
Soiicit’st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike — What, ho! Pisanio! — 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 


He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — What ho, Pisanio!* - " 
lack 0 happy Leona tus! I may say ; 

The credit that thy lady hath of thee, 

Deserves thy trust; and thy most perfect goodtaee* 
Her assur’d credit ! — Blessed live you long ! 

A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Country call’d his ! and you bis mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit! .Give me your pardon* 

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o’er : And he is one 
The truest manner’d; such a holy witch, 

That he enchants societies unto him : 

Half all men’s hearts are his. 

Imo. You make amends. 

lack. He sits ’mongst men, like a descended god 
He hath a kind of honour sets him oft) 

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry. 

Most mighty princess, that I have adventur’d 
To try your taking of a false report ; which hath 
Honour’d with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 

Which you know cannot err: The love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus : but the gods made you. 
Unlike all other, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All’s well, sir : Take my power i’the conrl 
for yours. 

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends, 

Are partners in the business. 

Imo . Pray, what is’t ? 

lack. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best feather of our wing) have mingled sums, 
To buy a present for the emperor: 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France : ’Tis plate, of rare device; and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 

And I am something curious, being strange, 

To have them in safe stowage : May it please you. 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo . Willingly i 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

lack They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night; 

I must aboard to-foorrow. 

Imo. O, no, no. 

lack Yes, beseech ; or I shall short my word, 

By length’ning my return. From Gallia 
I cross’d the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo . I thank you for your pains ; 

But not away to-morrow ? 

lack O, I must, madam : 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do’t to-night 
I have outstood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept. 

And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I . — Court before Cymbeline's Palace . 

Enter Cloten and two Lords. 

Clo, Was there ever man had such luck 1 when 
I kissed the jack upon an up-cast, to be hit away I 
I had an hundred pound on’t : And then a whoreson 
jackanapes must take me jnp for swearing : 5s if I 
borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not spend 
them at my pleasure. 

1 Lord. What got he by that? You have broke 
his pate with your bowl. 
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2 Lord.lt his wit had been like him that broke it, 
it would have ran all out (Aside,) 

CIo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is 
not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths ; Ha ? 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor (Aside.) crop the ears 

Cio, Whoreson dog!— I give him satisfaction? 
Would he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. ^ (Aside.) 

Cio. 1 am not more vexed at any thing in the 
garth,— A pox on’t! I had rather not be so noble as 
I am ; they dare not fight with me, because of the 
queen my mother: every jack-slave hath his belly 
hill of fighting, and I must go up and down like a 
cock that no body can match. 

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and yon 
crew, cock, with your comb on. (Aside.) 

Cio. Sayest thou ? 

1 Lord. It is not fit, your lordship should under- 
take every companion that you give offence to. 

Cio. No, I know that : but it is fit, I should com- 
mit offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only* 

Cio. Why, so I say. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, that’s come 
to court to-night ? 

Cio. A stranger! and I not know on’t! 

2 Lord. He’s a. strange fellow himself, and knows 

it not. ^ , . (Aside.) 

1 Lord. There’s an Italian come ; and, ’tis thought, 
one of Leonatus’ friends. 

Cio. Leonatus! a banished rascal; and he’s an- 
other, "whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
stranger ? 

1 Lord. One of your lordship’s pages. 

Cio. Is it fit ? I went to look upon him ? Is there 
no derogation m’t? 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Cio. Not easily l think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted; therefore your 
issues being foolish, do not derogate. (Aside.) 

Cio. Come, I’ll go see this Italian : What I have 
lost to-day at bowls, I’ll win to-night of him. 
Come, go. 

2 Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten and first Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should vield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur’st! 

Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern’d ; 

A mother hourly coining niots ; a wooer, 

More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he’d make ! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour; keep unshak’d 
That temple, thy fair mind; that thou may’st stand. 
To enjoy thy banish’d lord, and this great land ! 

[Exit 

Scene II. — A Bed-Chamber ; in one part of it a 
trunk. 

Imogen, reading in her bed; a Lady attending. 

Into. Who’s there ? my woman Helen ? 

L a dy* t Please you, madam. 

Into. What hour is it ? 

Lady. Almost midnight, madam. 

lmo, l have read three hours then : mine eyes are 

where I have left: To bed: 
burning ; 
r o’the clock, 
seiz’d me wholly. 

. f Exit Lady. 

To your protection I commend me, gods! 

From faint*, and the tempters of the night, 

Guard me, beseech ye ! 

(Sleeps, lachimo, from the trunk.) 


lack. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er -labour’d 
sense 

Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken’d 
The chastity he wounded. — Gytherea, 

How bravely thou becom’st thy bed l fresh lily ! 

And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch ! 
But kiss ; one kiss ! Rubies unparagon’d, 

How dearly they do’t. — ’Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o’the taper 
Bows toward her; and would under-peep her lids. 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : White and azure, lac’d 
With blue of heaven’s own tinct. — But my design ? 
To note the chamber : I will write all down : — 
Such, and such, pictures There the window 
Such 

The adornment of her bed ; — The arras, figures, 
Why, such, and such: — And the contents o’the 
story, — 

Ah, but some natural notes about her body 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory : 

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 

And be her sense but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying !— Come^ off, come off ;— 

(Taking off her bracelet.) 
As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard ! — 

’Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 

As strongly as the conscience does within, 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I’the bottom of a cowslip. Here’s a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make ; this secret 
Will force him think I have picked the lock, and 
ta’en [end ? 

The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what 
Why should I writfe this down, that’s ri vetted, 
Screw’d to my memory ? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus : here tae leaf’s turn’d down, 
Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night ! — that dawning 
May bare the raven’s eye : I lodge in fear : 

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

(Clock strikes.) 

One, two, three, — Time, time! 

• (Goes into the trunk. The scene closes .) 

Scene III. — An Aide-Chamber adjoining Imogen’s 
Apartment. 

Enter Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man 
in loss, the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 
Cio. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordship; You are most hot, and 
furious, when you win. 

Cio. Winning w-ould put any man into courage 
If I could get this foolish Imogen, ! should have 
gold enough : It’s almost morning, is’t not ? 

I Lord. Day, my lord. 

Cio. I would tins music would come : I am ad 
vised to give her music o ’mornings ; they say, it will 
penetrate. — 

Enter Musicians. 

Come, on, tune : If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, so j we’ll try with tongue too : if none will 
do, let her remain ; but I’ll never give o’er. First 
a very excellent good- conceited thing ; after, a 
wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich words t 
it,— and then let her consider. 

SONG. 

Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings 
And Phoebus ’ gins arise, 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaUc'd flowers that ties; 
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And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes; 

With every thing that pretty bin ; 

My lady sweet, arise ; 

Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone; If this penetrate, I will consider 
your music the better; if it do not, it is a vice in her 
ears, which horse-hairs, and cat-guts, nor the voice 
f unpaved eunuch to boot, can never amend. 

[Exeunt Musicians . 

Enter Cymbeline and Queen , 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo. I am glad, I was up so late ; for that’s the 
reason I was up so early : He cannot choose but 
take the service I have done, fatherly. — Good- 
morrow to your majesty, and to my gracious mo- 
ther. [daughter? 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our. stern 
Will she not forth ? 

Clo . I have assailed her with music, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out. 

And then she’s yours. 

Queen. Yon are most bound to the king; 

Who let’s go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter; Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 
With aptness of the season: make denials. 

Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were inspir’d to do those duties, which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 

Save when command to your dismission tends. 

And therein you are senseless. 

Clo . Senseless ? not so. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Home ; 
Tiie one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 

But that’s no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender; 

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us, 
W e must extend our notice. — Our dear son. 

When you have given good morning to your mistress. 
Attend the queen, and us: we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman.— Come, our 
queen. 

[Exeunt Cym. Queen , Lords, and Mess . 
Clo. If she be up, I’ll speak with her; if not, 

Let her lie still, and dream.— By youi leave, ho ! — 

{Knocks.) 

I know her women are about her ; What 
If I do line one of their hands ? ’Tis gold, 

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer; and ’tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill’d, and saves the 
thief; [What 

Nay, sometimes, hangs both thief and true man : 
Can it not do, and undo? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me ; for 
I yet not understand the case myself. 

By your leave. (Knocks.) 

Enter a Lady . 

Lady. Who’s there, that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son. 

Lady. That’s more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 

Can justly boast of: What’s your lordship’s pleasure? 
Clo. Y our lady’s person : Is she ready ? 

Lady. Ay, 

To keep her chamber. [report. 

Clo. There’s gold for you; sell me your good 
Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report ol you 
What I shall think is good? — The princess— 



Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest sister: Your sweet 
hand. # [pains 

Imo. Good-morrow, sir: You lay out too much 
For purchasing but trouble ; the thanks I give, 

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 

And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you. 

Imo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with me : 

If you swear still, your recompense is still 
That I regard it not. 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being 
silent, 

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : i’faith, 

I shall unfold equal discourtesy 

To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing 

Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Clo . To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin , 

I will not. 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do ; 

If you’ll be patient, I’ll no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 

You put me to forget a lady’s manners, 

By being so verbal : and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce. 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, 

(To accuse myself ) I hate you : which I had rathef 
Yon felt, than make’t my boast. 

Clo. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foster’d Vrith cold dishes, 
With scraps o’the court,) it is no contract, none : 
And though it be allow’d in meaner parties, 

(Yet who, than he, more mean ?) to knit their sonls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary)in self- figur’d knot ; 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargeriient by 
The consequence o’the crown: and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 

A hiiding for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 

A pantler not so eminent. 

Imo. Profane fellow, 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more, 

But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough. 

Even to the point of envy, if ’twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl’d 
The under-hangman of his kingdom; and hated 
For being preferr’d so well. 

Clo. The south -fog rot him! 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than 
come 

To be but nam’d of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp’d his body, is dearer, 

In my respect, than all the airs above thee, 

Were they all made such men.— How now, Pisanio ? 

Enter Pisanio. 

Clo. His garment? Now, the devil — 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently:— 
Clo . His garment ? 

Imo. I am sprighted with a fool? 

Frighted, and anger’d worse : — Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master’s : ’shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king’s in Europe. I do think, ' 

1 saw’t this morning : confident I am, 

Last night ’twas on mine arm; I kiss’d .t; 

I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Pis. ’Twill not be lost 

Imo. I hope so ; go, and search. [Exit Pis, 
\ Clo . You have abus’d me 
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His meanest garment? 

Into . Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will mak’t an action, call witness to’t. t 
Via. I will inform your father. 

Imo. m Your mother too : 

She’s my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 

But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 

To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

Clo. I’ll be reveng’d : — 

His meanest garment ?— W ell. [Exit 

Scene IV. — Rome. An Apartment in E hit arid’s 
House 

Enter Posthumus and Philario. 

Post Fear it not, sir: I would, I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him? 

Post Not any ; but abide the change of time; 
Quake in the present winter’s state, and wish 
That warmer days would come; In these fear’d 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, [hopes, 
I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company, 
O’erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission throughly : And, I think, 
He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 

Or look upon our Homans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in (heir grief. 

Post I do believe. 

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,) 

That this will prove a war; and you shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not-learing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order’d, than when Julius Caesar 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
VV orthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
1o their approvers, they are people, such 
at mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

mi See! Iachimo? 

Post The swiftest harts have posted you by land ; 
And winds of all the corners kiss’d your sails, 

1 o make your vessel nimble. 

r t . , . „ Welcome, sir. 

I ost I hope, the briefness of your answer made 
x he speediness of your return. i 

Pack. ' y our lady ! 

Is one the fairest that I have look’d upon, 
r , Ar 4 therewithal, the best ; or let her beauty 

Look through a casement to allure false hearts. 

And be false with them. 

rn> • , tfere are letters for you. 

Pos t Their tenor good, I trust 

n ♦ r • V . „ ?Tis very like* 
x hi. W as Cams Lucius m the Britain court. 

When you were there? 

lack. He was expected then. 

But not approach d. 

o we ^ yet*— 

i? £ his stone as it was wont ? or is’t not. 

Too dull for your good wearing? 

J should have lost the worth of it in gold?™ ^ *** 

1 11 make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
Asecond night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine m Bn tarn *. for the ring is won. 

Post I he stone’s too hard to come by. 

Yonr lady being so easy. Not a whit, 

v Po8 f- Make not, sir. 

Your loss your sport : I hope, you know, that we 
must not continue friends. 

fflili i' rr , SH . sir ’ must. 


We were to question further: but I now 
Profess myseff the winner of her honour. 

Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post ' If you can make’t apparent 

1 hat you have tasted her in bed, my hand 
And ring is yours ; If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 

} our sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

lack. Sir, my circumstances, 

Bemg so near the truth, as I will make them, 

Must first induce you to believe ; whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not. 

You’ll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post. Proceed. 

nin? h ' t r t , * First, her bed-chamber, 
(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but, profess, 

Had that was well worth watchineA It W»9 


imvu MIGt, MCI Jttomuil 

And Cydnus sweli’d above the banks, or for 
The press of boats, or pride ; A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship, and value ; which, I wonder’d 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought. 

Since the true life on’t was — • 

. This is true; 

And this you might have heard of here, by me. 

Or by some other. 

lack. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. S 0 they must, 

Ur do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 

Is south the chamber; and the chimney-piece 
Chaste Dian, bathing; never saw I figures 
g> likely to report themselves ; the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb; outwent her. 

Motion and breath left out. 

xx $?9 8 l % . , . This is a thing. 

Which you might from relation likewise reap; 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

r , . . Ti* e roof o’the chamber 

With golden cherubims is fretted: Her andirom 
forgot them,) were two winking Cupids 
Ui silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

T .. , This is her honour!— 

Det it be granted, you have seen all this, (and praise 
Be given toy our remembrance.) the description 
Ut what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
I he wager you have laid. 

Then, if you can, 

0 . T , ... {Pulling out the bracelet) 

Be pale ; I peg but leave to air this jewel ; See ! — 
And now ’tis up againTIt must be married 

1 °p * your dlamond > F1I keep them. 

Once more let me behold it: Is it that Jo ’ ,e ^ 
Which I left with her ? 

/< 2 cA Sir, (I thank her,l that; 

fc>he stripp’d it from her arm ; 1 see her yet; 

Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 

And yet enrich’d it too : She gave it me, and i&idh 
She priz’d it once. 

Post May be, she pluck’d it off, 

lo send it me. 

r. She writes so to you ? doth she ? 
Post O, no, no, no; ’tis true. Here, take this too I 

r j - ..... , ( Gives the rxW.j 

It is a basilisk unto mme eye. 

Kills me to look on’t; — hot there be no honour. 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; 

love, * 

Where there’s another man : The vows of women. 


ff you keep covenant : Had I not brought mUS * )\? ere ^ ier ® s another man : The vows of women. 
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O, above measure false ’ 

Phi Have patience, sir, 

And take your ring again ; ’tis not yet won: 

It may be "probable, she lost it ; or, 

Who knows, if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath stolen it from her? 

Post. Very tree; 

And so, I hope, he came by’t Back my ring ; — 
Header to me some corporal sign about her. 

More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 
lack. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears. 
"Tis true nay, keep the ring— ’tis true : I am sure, 
She would not lose it: her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable *r-They induc’d to steal 
it! 

And by a stranger !— No, he hath enjoy’d her : 

The cogni*ance of her incontinency 
Is this, — she hath bought the name of whore thus 
dearly. — 

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you! 

Phi. Sir, be patient ! 

This is not strong enough to be believ’d 
Of one persuaded well of— 

Post. Never talk on’t ; 

She hath been colted by him. 

lack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing,] lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging: By my life, 

I kiss’d it; and it gave me present hunger 
Tofeed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her? 

Post . Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it. 
lack . b Will you hear more ? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic: never count the 
Once, and a million ! (turns ; 

lack. I’ll be sworn, — 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done’t, you lie ; 

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 
lack. I will deny nothing. 

Post. 0. that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal I 
l will go tnere, and do’t; i’the court; before - 
Her father: — I’ll do something — [Exit. 

Phi. Quite besides 

The government of patience ! — You have won: 

Let’s follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. # 
lack. With all my heart. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — The same. Another Room in the same. 
Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be h alf- workers ? We are bastards all ; 

And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamp’d ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother seem’d 
The Biari of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this.— 0 vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d, , 

And pray’d me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A prudency so rosy, the sweet view on’t [her 
Might well have warm’d old Saturn ; that I thought 
As chaste as unsunn’d snow;— O, all the devils ! — 
Tills yellow Iachimo, in an hour, — was’t not ? — 

Or less, — at first: Perchance he spoke not; but. 
Like a full acorn’d boar, a German one, 

Cry’d Oh ? and mounted: found no opposition 
But what he look’d for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman’s part in me ! For there’s no motion, 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman’s part: Be it lying, note it, 

The Monism’s yfiattfc ring, hers ; deceiving, hers; 


Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers* 
Ambitions, coverings, change of prides, disdain, ’ 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability. 

All faults that may be nam’d, nay, that hell known 
Why, hers, in part, or all; but rather, all: 

For even to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half so old as that. I’ll write against them. 
Detest them, curse them : — Yet ’tis greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will: 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Exit, 


ACT III. 


Scene I. — Britain. t A Room of State in Cymbe* 
line's Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords, at 
one door ; and at another , Caius Lucius and 
Attendants . 


Qym. Now, say, what would Augustus Csesar 
with us ? 

Luc. When J ulius Csesar (whose remembrance yet 
Lives in men’s eyes ; and will to ears, and tongues, 
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 

(Famous m Csesar’s praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it) for him, 

And his succession, granted Rome a tribute, 

Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. There be many Ceesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay. 

For wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity. 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege, 

The kings your ancestors; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands 
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 

With sands, that will not bear your enemies’ boat* 
But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of Conquest 
Csesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and saw, and tmercame : with shame 
(The first that ever touch’d him,) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas. 

Like egg-shejls mov’d upon their surges, crack’d 
As easily ’gainst our rocks : For joy whereof, 

The fam’d Cassibelan, who was once at point] 

(0, giglot fortune !) to master Ccesar’s sword, 

Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright. 

And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute to be paid : 
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; 
and, as I said, there is no more such Caesars: 
other of them may have crooked noses; but, to owe 
such straight arms, none. 

Cym. Sun, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as 
hard as Cassibelan : I do not say, I am one; but 
I have a hand. — Why tribute ? why should we pa* 
tribute? If Csesar can hide the sun from us with 
a blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will 
nay him tribute for light; else, sir, no more tri- 
bute, pray yon now. 

Cym. You must know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort Ihiiion 

This tribute from us, we were free: Ccesar’s am- 
(Which swell’d so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o’the world,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon ns ; which to shake off, 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Csesar, 

I Otir ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain’d our law's ; (whose use the sword of Csesar 
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Hath too much mangled; ^hose repair and fran- 
chise. 

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Home be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius, 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call’d 
Himself a king* 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar 
(Csesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 

Receive it from me, then : — War, ^nd confusion, 

In Caesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee ; look 
For fury not to be resisted : — Thus defied, 

I thank thee for myself. 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Thy Caesar knighted me : my youth I spent 
Much under him; of him 1 gather'd honour; 

Which he, to seek of me again, perforce, 

Behoves me keep at utterance; l am perfect. 

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which, not to read, whould shew the Britons cold: 
So Caesar shall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof speak. 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pas- 
time with us a day, or two, longer : If you seek us 
afterwards in other terms, you shall find us in our 
salt water gir dle : if you beat us out of it, it is yours ; 
if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare the 
better for you ; and there’s an end. 

Luc. So, sir. 

Cym. 1 know your master s pleasure, and he mine : 
All the. remain is, welcome. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Another Room in the same . 
Enter Pisanio. 

Pis. How ! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monster’s her accuser ? — Leonatus ! 

- O, master! what a strange infection 
f Is fallen into thy ear? What false Italian 
(As poisonous tongu’d, as handed,) hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready hearing?— -Disloyal ? No: 

She’s punish’d for her truth ; and undergoes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue : — 0, my master 1 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes. — Howl that I should murder her? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows which I 
Have made to thy command ?— I, her ?— her blood ? 
If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity, 

So much as this fact comes to? J)o't; The letter 

[Reading.) 

That I have sent her, by her own command 
Shall give thee opportunity : — O damn’d paper! 
Black as the ink that’s on thee ! Senseless bauble ! 
Art thou a feodary for this act, and look’st 
So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now, Pisanio ? 

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo, Who ? thy lord ? that is my lord ? Leonatus ? 
O. learn’d indeed were that astronomer, 

That knew the stars, as I his characters; 

He’d lay the future open. — You good gods. 

Let what is here contain’d relish of love, 

Of my lord’s health, of his content,— yet not, 

That #e two are asunder, let that grieve him, 

(Some griefs are med’cinable ;) that is one of them, 

‘ p or it doth physic love of his content, 

Ail but in that !— Good wax, thy leave Bless’d be 
Yon bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; 

1 hough forfeiters you cast in prison, vet 
■jgjfwjp young Cupid’S tables.— Good news, gods f 


Justice , and your fathers wrath, should he take 
me in his dominion , should not be so cruel to me, 
as you , 0 the dearest of creatures, would not even 
renew me with your eyes. Take notice , that 1 am 
in Cambria, at Milford-Haven : What your own 
love toill, out of this, advise you, follow. So, he 
wishes you all happiness, that remains loyal to 
his vow, and your, increasing in love, 

Leonatus Posthum us. 
O, for a horse with wings !— Hear’st thou, Pisanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far ’tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Pisanio, 

(Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long’st,— 
O, let me ’bate,— -but not like me: — yet long’st,— 
But in a fainter kind : — 0, not like me ; 


To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all, 

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excuse but first, how get hence : 
Why should excuse be born or e’er begot ? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Pr’ythee, speak. 

How many score of miles may we well ride 
’Twixt hour and hour. 

Pis. One score, ’twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, ’s enough for you ; and oo much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to Ins execution;. man, 
Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding 
wagers, 

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i’the clock’s behalf : — But this is foolery 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She’ll home to her father ; and provide me, presently, 
A riding suit ; no costlier than would lit 
A franklin’s housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you’re best consider 

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor here. 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them. 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr’ythee 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none, but Milford way. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Wales. A mountainous Country , with 
a Cave . 

Enter Be larius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof’s as low as ours ! Stoop, boys : This gate 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens; and bows 
you 

To morning’s holy office : The gates of monarchs 
Are arch’d so high, that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good-morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven! 
We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Cui. Hail, heaven! 

Arv. * Hail, heaven 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : Up to von hill 
Your legs are young; I’ll tread these fiats. Consider 
When you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is place which lessens, and sets olf. 

And you may then revol ve what tales I have told you 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war: 

This service is not service, so being done. 

But being so allow'd: To apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things we see : 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ; 

Prouder, than rustling in unpaid for silk : 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 

Yet keeps his book uneras’d : no life to oura. 



Scene 4. 
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Gun Out of your proof you speak : we, poor un- 
fledg’d, ^ [not 

Have never wing’d from view o’ the nest; nor know 
What airs from home* Haply, this life is best, 

If quiet life be best : sweeter to you. 

That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
With your stiff age ; but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
fo stride a limit. 

Arv. What should we speak of, 

When we are old as you? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 

In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing : 
W e are beastly ; subtile as the fox, for prey ; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 

Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird, 

And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel How you speak I 

Did you but know the city’s usuries. 

And felt them knowingly : the art o’the court. 

As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slippery,, that 

The fear’s as bad as falling : the toil of the war, 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger - 
I’the name of fame, and honour; which dies i’the 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, [search ; 
As record of fair act; pay, many times. 

Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what’s worse, 

Must court’sey at the censure : — 0, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : — My body’s mark’d 
With Roman swords ; and niy report was once 
First with the best of note: Cymbeline lov’d me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off : Then was I as a tree, _ 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour! 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you off,) 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cvmbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans : so, 

Follow’d my banishment ; and, this twenty years. 
This rock, and these demesnes, have bee^n my world : 
Where I have liv’d at honest freedom; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the mountains ; 
This is not hunters’ language ; — He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o’ the feast; 

To him the other two shall minister ; 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in the valleys. 

[Exeunt Gui. and Arv. 
How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 

These boys know little, they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

They think, they are mihe : and, though train’d up 
thus meanly 

I’the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 

In simple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father called Guiderius. — Jove ! 

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story : say, — Thus mine enemy fell; 

And thus I set my- foot on his neck; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once, Arviragus,) in as like a figure, 

Strikes life into my speech, and shews much more 
His own conceiving. Hark 1 the game is rous’d ! — 
O Cymbeline! heaven, and my conscience, knows, 
Thou didst unjustly banish me; whereon. 


At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for then 
mother. 

And every day do honour to her grave : 

Myself, Belanus, that am Morgan call’d. 

They take for natural father. The game is up. [Exit, 

Scene IV. —Near Milford- Haven. 

Enter Pisanio and Imogen. 

Imo. Thou told’st me, when we came from horse, 
the place 

Was near at hand : — Ne’er long’d my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now: — Pisanio ! Man l 
Where is Posthurnus ? What is in thy mind. 

That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks! hat 
sigh 

From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus. 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What’s the matter? 
Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender? If it be summer news, 

Smile to’t before : if winterly, thou need’st 
But keep that countenance still. — My husband’s 
hand ! 

That drug-danm’d Italy hath out-craftied him, 

And he’s at some hard point.— Speak, man; thy 
tongue 

May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you, read, 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

Imo. {Beads.) Thy mistress, Pisaviio. hath 
played the strumpet ! in my bed ; the testimonies 
whereof lie bleeding in me. I speak not out of weak 
surmises ; but from proof as strong as my grief 
and as certain as I expect my revenge . That par t 
thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy faith be not 
tainted with the breach of hers. iLet thine ow n 
hands take away her life : I shall give the oppor- 
tunities at Milford-Haven ; she hath my letter fo r 
the purpose : Where, if thou fear to strike , audio 
make me certain it is done , thou art the pander 
to her dishonour, and equally to me disloyal. 

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the 
paper 

Hath cut her throat already.— No, ’tis slander, 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners or the world : kings, queens, and states 
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, madam? 

Imo. False to his bed 1 What is it, to be false 7 
To lie in watch there and to think on him? 

To weep’twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge 
nature. 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myself awake ? that’s false to his bed. 

Is it? 

Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. 1 false? Thy conscience witness : — Iachimo, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 

Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now, methinks, 
Thy favour’s good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 
Whose mother was her painting, hath betray’d Mm \ 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; #s 

And, for t am richer than to hang by the walls, 

1 must be ripp’d : — to pieces with me !— 0, 

Men’s vows are women s traitors ! All good seeming. 
By thy revolt, 0 husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born, where’t grows ; 

But worn, a bait for la'dies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo. True honest men being heard, like false 
iEneas, 
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Were, m his time, thought false: and SinonV 
weeping 

Did acandal many a holy tear; took pity 
From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthu- 
rnus. 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur’d, 
From thy great fail.-- -Come, fellow, be thou honest; 
Ho thou thy master’s bidding: When thou see’st 
him, 

A little witness my obedience : Look ! 

1 draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart: 

Fear not ; ’tis empty of all things, but grief: 

Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed, 

The riches of it : Do his bidding; strike, 

Thou may’st be valiant in a better cause : 

But now thou seem’st a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

* . , Why, I must die ; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master’s: Against self-slaughter 
T here is a prohibition so divine, [heart ; 

That cravens my weak hand. Come* here’s my 
Something’s afore’t :— Soft, soft ; we’ll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard.— What is here ? 

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 

All turn’d to heresy ? Away, away, 

Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart I Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : Though those, that are be- 
tray’d, 

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou that did’st set tip 
My disobedience ’gainstthe king my father. 

And make roe put into contempt the suits 
Oi princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
m s V ai ? rareness : and I grieve myself, 

1 o think, when thou shalt be disedg’d by her 
That now thou tir’st on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me.-Pr’ythee, despatch: 

I he lamb entreats the butcher; Where’s thy knife? 

* I how art too slow to do thy master s bidding:. 

When I desire it too. 6 

. , 0 gracious lady, 

bmee I receiv’d command to do this business. 

1 have not slept one wink. 

p?°‘ T , tl . . Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pas. I II wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

r jit Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus’d 
bo many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 

Mine action, and thine own ? our horses’ labour ? i 
1 he time inviting thee? the perturb’d court, 
ror my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purpose return? Why hast thou gone so far, 
lo be unbent, when thou hast ta’en thy stand, 

"he elected deer before thee? 

m i ' r , , But to win time 

lo lose so bad employment: in the which 
I have consider’d of a course ; Good lady. 

Hear me with patience. 

Jut*. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 

Ihave heard, l am a strurnpet; and mine ear, 

1 herein false struck, can take no greater wound, 

■ Nor tent to bottom that. JBut speak. * 

l thought you would not back again. ^ en ’ madani » 

Bringing me here to kill me. M ° St Ilk€ * ] 

But if I were as wise as ho^°st, S the? lther! 

nl r. ur ? ose wouId P rrtve well. It cannot be, 

Hut that my master is abus’d : 9 l 

borne villain, ay, and singular in his art, ' 

Hath done you both this cursed injury. I 

imo. borne Reman courtezan. * - 


t M /V* til. No, 011 life. 

1 11 give but notice you are dead, and send hiai 
borne bloody sign of it ; for ’tis commanded 
Is lion Id do so : You shall be miss’d at court. 

And that will well confirm it. 

What shall I do (L, while? Whe^bIdeTHowH^> 
Or in my life what comfort, when lam 
Dead to my husband ? 

■f 25 * If you’ll back to the court,—. 

a i C0u , r ^ 130 father; nor no more ado 
rlX a Ji , 1 liarsh > nobIe > simple nothing; 

I hat Cloten, whose love-suit hath been tome 
As read ul as a siege. 
rTL 0 * 5 * ■ # If not at court, 

then not in Britain must you bide. 

Where then? 

Hath Bratam all the sun that shines ? Day, night, * 
Are they not but in Britain ? I’the world’s volunie 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 

In a great pool, a swan’s nest ; Pr’ythee, think 
There s livers out of Britain. 

t r- rt . I am most glad 
You thmk of other place. The embassador, 

Lucius the Homan, comes to Milford -Haven 
Fo-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise 
I hat, which, to appear itself, must not yet be 
But by seif-danger; you should tread a course 
Jr relty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
mSVf? i C f. of Posthumus: so nigh, at least 
1 hat though his actions were not visible, yet 
■Report should render him hourly to your ear. 

As truly as he moves. 

rr£ mo \ m a ^ for sacb *nean» ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 

1 would adventure. 

** a r x , here’s the joint: 

Y ou must forget to be a woman ; change 
^mmana into odedif-nce; fear, and niceties*, 

{ the handmaids of all women, or, more truly. 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage 
Ready m gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 

Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 

Alack, no remedy I) to the greedy touch 
Of common- kissing Titan; and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

T * mo .‘ . . , , Nay, be brief: 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

„ P ‘ S A. , . make i yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 

CTis m my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
•That answer to them Would you, in their serving, 
And with wdiat imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, Tore noble Lucius 
i resent yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy, (which you’ll make him 
know. 

If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless. 

With joy he will embrace you ; for he’s honourable, 
And, doubhng that, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supply ment. 

, r / m0, i ... ,, , . , Thou art all the comfort 

I he gods will diet me with. Pr’ythee away * 
luff’s Loreto be consider’d; but we’ll eveb 
Ail that good time will give us ; This attempt 
I m soldier to. and will abide it with 
A. prmee’s courage. Away, I pr’ythee. 

“is. VV ell, madam, we must take a short farewell 
Hest, being miss’d, I be suspected of 
lour carnage from the court. My noble mistrese, 
I*ere ! s ? bo . x : ^ it from the queen; 

W hat s ra’t is preeions ; if you are sick at sea, 

Ur stcmjacli-qualm’d at land, a drain of this 
Will drive away distemper.— To some shade, 
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And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imo. Amen: I thank thee. [Exeunt. 

Scene Y. — A Room in Cymheline's Palace. 
Enter Cymeeune, Queen , Cloten, Lucius, and 
Lords. 

Cymh Thus far; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 

And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master’s enemy. 

Cymh. * Our subjects, sir, 

Wi0 not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To shew less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear imkinglike. 

Luc. So, sir, t desire of you 

A conduct over-land, to Milford-Haven. — 

Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office ; 
The due of honour in no point omit 
So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. * Your hanarmsy lord. 

do. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. * * Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well, [lords, 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
TilMie have cross'd the Severn.— -Happiness ! 

[ Exeunt Lucius and Lords. 

Queen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours 
That we have given him cause. [us, 

Clo. ’Tis all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym . Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
pur chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 

The powers, that he already hath in Gallia, 

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Queen. ’Tis not sleepy business ; 

But must be look’d to speedily, and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation, that it would be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appear’d 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 
The duty of the day : She looks us like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty : 

We have noted it.— Call her before ug; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Queen. Royal sir. 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir’d 
Hath her life been ^ the cure whereof^ my lord, 

’Tis time must do. ’Beseech your majesty, 

Forbear sharp speeches to her : She’s a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes. 

And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym . Where is she, sir? How 

Can her contempt be answer’d ? 

At ten. Please you, sir, 

Her chambers are all lock’d ; and there’s no answer, 
That will be given to the loud’st of noise we make* 

Queen* My lord, when last I went to visit her, 
She pray’d me to excuse her Leeping close ; 
Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity, 

She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 

Which daily she was bound ta proffer : this 
She wish’d me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym . * Her doors lock’d? 

Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that, which I fear. 
Prove false; # [Exit. 

Queen. Som, I say, follow the king. 

Clo . That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 
X have not seen these two ays. 

Queen* Go. look after.— [Exit Cloten. 

Psaoio, tb>u that stand’st so for Posthumus! — 


He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that; for he- believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, 

Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz’d be* 
Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown 
To her desir’d Posthumus : Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good^ use of either : She being down, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son ? 

Clo* ’Tis certain, she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king; he rages; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. . All the better : May 

This night forestall him of the coming day ! [Exit* 

Clo. I love, and hate her : for she’s fair and royal-. 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 
Outsells them all : I love her, therefore : But, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment, 

That what’s else rare, is chok’d ; and, in that point, 

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 

To be reveng’d upon her. For when fools 
Enter Pisanio. 

Shall — Who is here? What! are you packing, 

< sirrah? 

Come hither: Ah, you precious pander! Villain, 
Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pis. 0, good my lord ! 

Clo. Where is thy lady? op, by Jupiter, 

I will not ask again. Close villain, 

I’ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus ? 

From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pis. Alas, my lord. 

How can she be with him? When was she miss’d? 
He is in Rome. « 

Clo. Where is she, sir? Ceme nearer; 

No further halting: satisfy me home.. 

What is become of her ? # 

Pis. 0, my all-worthy lord . 

Clo. All- worthy villam! 

•Discover where thy mistress is, at once, 

At the next word, — No more of worthy lord,— 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Pis. Then, sir, 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight ( Presenting a letter.) 

Clo. Let’s see’t: — I will pursue he* 

Even to Augustus’ throne. 

Pis. Or this, or perish. J 

She’s far enough ; and what he learns by f > * r 
this testae. 

May prove his travel, not her danger. I 

Clo. ■ Humph! 

Pis . I’ll write to my lord she’s dead. O Imogen. 
Safe may’st thou wander, safe return again ! [Aside,] 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus’ hand; I know’t. — Sirrah, 
if thou, would’st not be a villain, but do me true 
service; undergo those employments, wherein I 
should nave cause to use thee, with a serious indus- 
try, — that is, what villany soe’er I bid thee do, to 
perform it, directly and truly, — I would think thee 
an honest man : thou should’st ueither want my 
means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me? For, since patiently 
and constantly thou hast stuck to the bars fortune 
of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not, in the 
course of gratitude, but be a diligent follower 
mine. Wilt thou s*rve me ? 
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Pis . Sir# I will 

Clo. Give me thy hand, here’s my purse. Hast 
any of thy late master’s garments in thy possession? 

Pis. 1 have, my lord, at my lodging, the same 
mi t he wore, when he took leave of my lady and 
mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that 
suit hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven I forgot to 
ask him one thing; I’ll remember’t anon Even 
there, thou villain, Posthumus, will I kill thee. — 
I would, these garments were come. She said 
upon a time, (the bitterness of it I now belch from 
my heart,) that she held the very garment of Posthu- 
mus in more respect than my noble and natural 

f erson, together with the adornment of my qualities, 
V r ith that suit upon ray back, will X ravish her: 
First kill him, and in her eyes; there shall she see 
my valour, which will then be a torment to her con- 
tempt. He on the ground, my speech of insultment 
ended on his dead body, — and when my lust hath 
dined, (which, as I say, to vex her, I will execute 
in the clothes that she so praised,) to the court I’ll 
knock her back, foot her home again. She hath 
despis’d me rejoicingly, and I’ll be merry in my 
revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, with the clothes. 

Be those the garments? 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. [Haven? 

Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford- 
Pis. She can scarce be there yet 
Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is 
the second thing that 1 have commanded thee : the 
third is, that thou shalt be a voluntary mute to my 
design.^ Be but duteous, and true preferment shall 
tender itself to thee.— -My revenge is now at Milford ; 
’Would 1 had wings to follow it! — Come, and be 
true % [Exit 

Pis . Thou bidd’st me to my loss : for, true to 
thee, 

Were to prove false, which I will nev.er be. 

To him that is most true. To Milford go, 

And find not her, whom thou pursu’st. Flow, flow, 
*You heavenly blessings, on her! This fool’s speed 
Be cross’d with slowness ; labour be his meed I 

[Exit. 

Scene YI. — Before the Cave of Belarius. 
Enter Imogen, in boy's clothes. 

Tmo. I see, a man’s life is a tedious one : 

I have tir’d myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should'be sick. 
But that my resolution helps me.— Milford, 

When from the mountain- top Pisanio shew’d thee. 
Thou wast within a ken : 0 Jove ! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched ; such, r mean, 

Where thej should be reliev’d. Two beggars 

I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lie, 

I hat have -afflictions on them ; knowing ’tis 
^ punishment, or trial? Yes; no wonder, 

When rich ones scarce tell true : To lapse in ful- 
ness 

/S sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is worse in kings, than beggars — My dear lord ! 
i hou art one o’the false ones : Now I think on thee. 
My hunger’s gone ; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food.— But what is this ? 

Here is a path to it : ’Tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call; I dare not call; yet famine, 

Hre clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Uc hardiness is mother.— Hoi who’s here? 
m W thing. that’s civil, speak; if savage,’ 

Takqior lend. — Ho !— No answer? then I’ll enter. 
Best sword, and if mine enemy 

But fear the’ sword like me. he’ll scarcely look on’t, 
buch a loe, good heavens ! ( She goes into the Cave.\ 


Enter Belarius, Guii>krius, and Arviragus. 

Bel . You, Polydore, have prov’d best woodman, 
and 

Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I, 

Will play the cook and servant; ’tis our match - 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 

But for the end it works to. Come; our stomachs 
Will make what’s homely, savoury ; Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard.— Now^ peace be. here, 
Poor house, that keep’st thyself! 

Gui. _ I am thoroughly weary. 

Arv . I am weak with toil, yet strong in .appetite. 
Gui. There is cold meat i’the cave ; we’ll browsse 
on that, 

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook'd. 

Bel. Stay; come not in: ( hooking in., 

But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Gui. What’s the matter, sir ? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not, 

An earthly paragon ! — Behold divineness 
No elder An a boy I 

Enter Imocen. 

Into. Good masters, harm me not : 

Before I enter’d here, I call’d ; and thought 
To have begg’d, or bought, what I have took : Good 

I have stolen nought; nor would not, though l had 
found [meat : 

Gold strew’d o’the floor. Here’s money for my 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gut. * Money, youth? 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt I 
As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo. ' I see, you are angry . 

Know, if yon kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel. " Whither bound? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven, sir. 

B< el. t What is your name ! 

Imo. bidele, sir: 1 have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark’d at Milford ; 

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger. 

I am fall’n in this offence. 

, . Pr’ythee, fair youth, 

J hunk us no churls; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d! 

’J is almost night : you shall have better cheer. 

Ere yon depart; and thanks, to stay and eat it.— 
B<ws, bid him welcome. 

t u \ , , , , Were you a woman, youth* 

J should woo hard, hut be your groom.— In honesty. 

I bid for you, as I’d buy. 

Arv . I’ll make’t my comfort. 

He is a man ; I’ll love him as my brother : 

And such a welcome as I’d give to him, 

After long absence, such as yours: — Most wel- 
come! 

Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends. 

TfK ? t XT tj-iL u -'Mongst friends! 
If brothers ?— Would it had been so, that \ 

LT , , the 7 , [prize I 

Had been my father’s sons ? then had my \ Aside. 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting { 
lothee, Posthunins. ) 

Bel \ He wrings at some distress 

Gui. ’Would, I could free’t ! 

xxfkT* • , Gr I ; whatc’er it ba. 

What pain it cost, wfaht danger ! Gods! 
j?' ~ Hark, boys. [Whispering) 

imo. Great men, 

That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
urf- li ^ themsefveH, and had the Virtue 
Winch their own conscience scal’d them, (laying fa 
1 hat nothing gift of differing multitudes,) 
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Could not out peer these twain. . Pardon me, gods ! 
I’d change my sex to be companion with them, 

Since Leonatus’ false. 

Bel. It shall be so : 

Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt.-— Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp’d, 
We’ll mannerly demand thee of* thy story. 

So far as thou wilt speak it 
Gui. Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, 
less welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII.— Rome. 

Enter two Senators and Tribunes. 

1 Sen. This is the tenour of the emperor’s writ ; 
That since the common men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fall’ n-oft* Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this business : He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes. 

For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar 1 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces? 

2 Sen. ^ Ay. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 

1 Sen. With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy # 

Must be supplyant : The words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri . We will discharge our duty. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — The Forest , near the Cave. 

Enter Cloten. 

Clo. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit 
his garments serve me 1 Why should his mistress, 
who was made by him that made the tailor, not be 
fit too? the rather (saving reverence of the word) 
for ’tis said, a woman’s fitness comes by fits. 
Therein I must play the workman. I dare speak it 
to myself, (for it is not vain- glory, for a man and 
his glass to confer ; in his own chamber, I mean,) 
the lines of my body are as well drawn as liis; 
no less young, more strong, not beneath him in 
fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of the time, 
above him in birth, alike conversant in general 
services, and more remarkable in single oppositions : 
yet this imperseverant thing loves him in my des- 
pite. What mortality is! Posthumus, thy head, 
which now is growing upon thy^ shoulders, shall 
within this houi be off*; thy mistress enforced ; 
thy garments cut to pieces before thy face ; and all 
this done, spurn her home to her father : who may, 
haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage: 
but my mother, having power ot his testinessj shall 
turn all into my commendations. My horse is tied 
up safe : Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! For- 
tune, put them into my hand ! This is the very 
description of their meeting-place ; and the fellow 
dares not deceive me. [Exit. 

Scene II. — Before ike Cave . 

Enter, from the Cave , Belarius, Guiderius, 
Arviragus, and Imogen. 

Bel, You are not well : {To Imogen) remain here 
in the cave; 

We’ll come to you after hunting. 

Arv. Brother, stay here : {To Imogen.) 

Are we not brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man should be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity, 

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 

Gui . Go you to hunting, I’ll abide with him. 


Imo. So sick I am not ;— yet I am not well : 

But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you, leave me} 
Stick to your journal course: the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. I am ill; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : I’m not very sick. 

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here ,* 

I’ll rob none but myself; and let me die. 

Stealing so poorly. 

Gui. I love thee ; I have spoke it 

How much the quantity, the weight as much, 

As I do love my father. 

Bel. ' What? how? how? 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother’s fault : I know not why 
I love this youth; and I have heard you say, 

Love’s reason’s without reason; the bier at door 
And a demand who is’t shall die, I’d say, 

My father, not this youth. 

Bel. O noble strain ! (Aside.) 

0 worthiness of nature! breed of greatness: 

Cowards father cowards, and base tilings sire base : 
Nature hath meal, and bran; contempt, and grace. 

1 am not their father ; yet who this should be, 

Doth miracle itself, lov’d before me. — 

’Tis the ninth hour o’ the morn. 

Arv. # Brother, farewell 

Imo. I wish you sport. 

An 7 . . You health. — So please you, sir. 

Imo. (. Aside. ) These are kind creatures. Gods, 
what lies I have heard ! 

Our courtiers say, all’s savage, but at court : 
Experience, 0, thou disnrov’st report ! * 

The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish, 

Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 

I am sick still ; heart sick : — Pisanio, 

I’ll now taste of thy drug, 

Gui. I could not stir him : 

He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate; 

Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest 
Arv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereaffei 
I might know more. 

Bel. To the field, to the field :— 

We’ll leave you for this time; go in, and rest. 

Arv . We’ll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be not sick, , 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo. Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. • * 

Bel. And so shall be ever. [Exit Imogen. 

This youth, iiowe’er distress’d, appears he hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Arv . How angel-like he sings? 

Gui . But his neat cookery! He cut our roots 
in characters; 

And sauc’d our broths, as Juno had been sick. 

And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
W as that it was, for not being such a smile ; 

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds, that sailors rail at. 

Gui. v. I do note, # 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 

Mingle their spurs together. 

Arv. Grow, patience ! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine ! 

Bel. It is great morning. Come ; away.—' Who*! 
there? 

Enter Cloten 

Clo. I cannot find those runagates; that villain 
Hath mock’d me : — I am faint. 

Bel. Those runagates l 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; ’tis 
Cloten, the son o’the queen. I fear some amb&fffc 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
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f know ’tis he : — We are held as outlaws:— 
Hence. 

Gui. He is but one: You and my brother search 
What companies are near : pray you , away ; 

Let me alone with him. [Exeunt Bel. and Arv. 

do. Soft: what are you 

That fly me thus? some villain mountaineers? 

I have heard of such.— What slave art thou ? 

Gui. A thing 

More slavish did I ne’er, than answering 
A slave, without a knock. 

do. \ m Thou art a robber, 

A law breaker, a villain: — Yield thee, thief. 

Gui. To who? to thee? What art thou? Have 
not I 

An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 

Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 
/ly 'dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ; 

Why I should yield to thee ? 

Clo. Thou villain base, 

£now*st me not by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 

Who is thy grandfather : lie made those clothes. 
Which, as it seems, make thee ? 

Clo. Thou precious varlet, 

Mv tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ; 
lam loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief. 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. * What’s thy name,? 

Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gut. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 

I cannot tremble at it ; were’t toad, or adder, spider, 
’Twould move me sooner. 

Clo. To thy further fear. 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I’m son to the queen, 

Gui I’m sorry for’t ; not seeming 

Bo worthy as thy birth. 

Clo. Art not afeard ? [wise : 

Gui. Those that I reverence, those I fear ; the 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

, , . , Hie the death : 

W hen I have slam thee with my proper hand. 

I’ll follow those that even now bed hence, 

And on the gates of Lud’s town set your heads : 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt fighting. 

Enter Belarius and Arviragus. 

Bel. No company’s abroad. [sure. 

Arv. None in the world : You did mistake him’ 
Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it since I saw him, 
But time hath nothing blnrr’d those lines of favour, 
Which then he wore; the snatches in his voice. 

And burst of speaking, were as his: I am absolute, 
K I was very Cloten, 

Arv . In tins place we left them : 

I wish my brother .make good time with him, 
i ou say Jie is so fell. 

r Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors ; for the effect of judgment 
*Ts oft the cause of fear: But see, % brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten’s head. 
„Gui. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse. 
There was no money in’t : not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had none * 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

Eft; ‘ What hast thou done ? 

o Guu I am penect, what ; cut off one Cloten’s head, 
bon to the queen, after his own report; 

Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer; and swore. 
With bis own single hand he’d take us in, 
m our heads, where (thank the gods!) they 
And set them on Lud’s. town. arrow 

^ *We ar& all undone! 


Gui. Why, worthy father, what have we to I«cks% 
But, that he swore, to take our lives? The iavy 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 

Play judge, and executioner, all himself; 

For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

Bel. No single soul 

Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason. 

He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation; ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav’d. 

To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and time 
May make some stronger head : the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 
He’d fetch us in ; yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering; then on good ground we fear 
If we ao fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howso’er, 

My brother hath done well. 

Bel ' I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With his own sword, 

Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta’en 
His- head from him : I’ll throw’t into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 

And tell the fishes, he’s the queen’s son, Cloten. 
That’s all I reck. [Exit. 

Bel I fear ’twill be reveng’d : 

’Would, Polydore, thou had’st not done’t ! though 
valour 

Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv . ’Would I had don’t. 

So the revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 

I love thee brotherly; but envy much. 

Thou hast robb’d me of this deed : I would, revenges 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us 
And put us to our answer. [through, 

Bel Well, ’tis done:— 

We’ll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there’s no profit. I pr’ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I’ll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arv. _ . ' Poor sick Fidele ! 

I’ll willingly to him : To gain his colour, 

I’d let a parish of such Clotens’ blood. 

And praise myself for charity. [Exit. 

r_Bei. * 0 thou goddess, 

Tnou divine Nature, how thyself thou biazon’st. 

In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
i As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 

Not^wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, 
^eir royal blood enchaPd, as the rud’st wiud. 

That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonderful, 

I hat an invisible instinct should frame them 
fp royalty unlearn’d ; honour untaught ; 

Civility not seen from other; valour, 
j hat wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As m it had been sow’d ! Yet still it’s strange 
W hat Cloten’s being here to us portends ; 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius. 

Gui. Where’s my brother ? 

I have sent Cloten’s clotpole down the stream. 

In embassy to his mother: his body’s hostage 
k 0 *! his return. _ ( Solemn 

Bel My ingenious instrument! T 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadvval now to give it motion I Hark * 

GuL Is He at home ? 
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Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean? since death of my 
dear’s* mother. 


It did hot speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. rrUa 


The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys. 

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys, 
h Cadwal mad ? 


Re enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen, as dead , in 
his arms . 

BeL Look, here he comes, 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 

Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv . The bird is dead. 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp’d from sixteeen years of age to sixty, 

To have turn’d my leaping time into a crutch, 

Than have seen this. 

Gui. 0 sweetest, fairest lily I 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well. 

As when thou grew’st thyself. 

BeL 0, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to shew what coast thy sluggish care 
Might easiliest harbour in ?— -Thou blessed thing! 
Jove knows what man thou might’st have made? but I, 
Thou died’st, a most rare boy, of melancholy I— 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you see ; 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 

Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at : his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gui. Where ? 

Arv. O’the floor ; 

His arms thus leagu’d : I thought, he slept; and put 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whose rudeness 
Answer’d my steps too loud.. 

Gui. ' Why, he hut sleeps : 

If he be gone, he’ll make his grave a bed ; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. .. With fairest flowers, 

While summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

Til sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that’s like thv face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur’d hare-bell, like thy veins : no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath: the ruddock would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left "heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument I) bring thee all this ; 

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are none . 
To winter-ground thy corse. 

Gut . TYythee, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him. 

And not protact with admiration what 
Is now due debt. — To the grave. 

Arv. Say, where shall’s lay him? 

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv . Be’tso; 

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words. 

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing : I’ll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, ont of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

• Arv. We’ll speak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for 
Cloten 

Is quite forgot He was a queen’s son, boys : 

And, though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid tor that: Though mean and mighty, 
rotting 

Together, have one dust ; yet reverence, 

(That angel of the world,) doth make distinction 
Of piace 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely 


And though you took his life, as being our far, , 

Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui . Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you’ll go fetch him. 

We’ll say our song the whilst — Broiherj begin. 

[Exit Beiarius. 

Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the east, 
My father hath a reason for’t. 

Arv. ’Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv . So, — Begin 


SONG. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat o'the sun. 

Nor the furious winter's rages; 

Thoti thy wordly task hast done , 

Home art gone , and ia"en thy ivages: 
Golden lads and girls all must 
As chimney -sweepers, come to dust . 

Arv. Fear no more the frown dthe great, ’ 
Thou art past the tyrant $ stroke; 

Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak: 

The sceptre , learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Gui. Fear no more the light’’ ning flash, 

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 
Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash: 

Arv. Thou hast finish'd j oy and moan : 

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee , and come to dust. 

Gui. No exerciser harm thee l 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm iheet 
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee l 
Arv. Nothing ill come, near thee i 
Borth. Quiet consummation have; 

And renowned be thy gravel 


Re-enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten. 

Gui. We have done our obsequies ; Come lay 
him clown. [more: 

BeL Here’s a few flowers ; but about midnight. 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o’the night. 
Are strewings fitt’st for graves. — Upon their 
faces : — 

You were as flowers, now wither’d : even so 
These herb’lets shall, which we upon you strow.— 
Come on, a*vay : apart upon your knees. 

The. ground, that gave them first, has them again : 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain, 
f Exeunt Belarius, Guiderius , and Arviragus. 
Imo. (Awaking.) Yes, sir, to Milford- Haven : 
Which is the way? — [ther ? 

I thank you. — By you bush ?— Pray, how far thi- 
’Ods pittikins!— can it be six miles yet? — 

I have gone all night:-— ’Faith, Til lie down and 
sleep. 

But, soft! no bedfellow:— 0, gods and goddesses l 
{Seeing the body.) 

These flowers are like the pleasures of the worlcT; 
This bloody man the care on’t — I hope, I dream ; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 

And cook to honest creatures : But ’tis not so; 
’Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing, 

Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good, 
faith, 

I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Y et left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it ! 

The dream’s here still : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin’d, felt 
A headless man !— The garments of Posthura 
I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 

His foot Mercurial : his Martial thigh j 
The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face—* 
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Murder in heaven ? — How? — ’tis gone. — Pisanio, 
AH curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 
Conspir'd with that irregnlous devil, Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord.— To write, and read, 

Be henceforth treacherous I— Damn'd Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn’d Pisanio — 
From this most bravest v.essel of the world 
Struck the main top ! — , 0 Posthumus 1 alas, 

Where is thy head ? where’s that ? Ah me ! where’s 
that? 

Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart. 

And left this head on.— How should this be? Pisanio? 
Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. 0, ’tis pregnant, pregnant 1 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd’rous to the senses ? that confirms it home : 

This is Pisanio’s deed, and Cloten’s ! O ! 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the hornder may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : 0, my lord, my lord I 

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officers^ and 
a Soothsayer. 

p a P* To them, the legions garrison’d in Gallia, 
Alter your will ? have cross’d the sea; attending 
ou here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 

They are here in readiness. 

But what from Rome ? 

Crtp. J he senate hath stirr’d up the confiners, 

* rru £ en tl em en of Italy • most willing spirits, 

J hat promise noble service ; and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Sienna’s brother. 

ttt. x When expect you them? 
lap. With the next benefit othe wind. 

\i.\ UC ' l ^ This forwardnes. 

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present number; 
Be muster’d ; bid the captaius look to’t.— Now, sir. 
What have you dream’d, of late, of this war’s pur 
pose l> [vision 

Sooth. Last night the very gods shew’d me t 
fl last, and pray’d, for their intelligence,) Thus 
I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d 
From the spungy south to this part of the west, 

X here vanish’d in the sunbeams : which portends, 
(Unless my sms abuse my divination,) 
buccess to the Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often so, 

And never false.— Soft, ho ! what trunk 13 here, 
Without his top? The ruin speaks, that sometime 
It was a worthy building.— How 1 a page 
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather: 

Bor nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.— 

•Let's see the boy’s face. 

u ,11 is alive > lord - [one, 

Luc. He’ll then instruct us of this body.— Young 
Inform ns of thy fortunes : for it seems, 

I hey crave to be demanded : Who is this, 

Thou mak’st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he, 

I hat, otherwise than noble nature did, 

Hath alter’d that good picture ? What's thy interest 
In this sad wreck? How came it? Who is it? 

What art thou l 

, 1 I am nothing: or if not, 

N 0 thing to be were better. This was my master, 

A very valiant Britain, and a good, 

That here by mountaineers lies slain •— klas T 
There are no more such masters : I may\vauder 
1 rom east to Occident, cry out for service 
Iry many, all good, serve truly, never 
rind such another master. 

, , . , ’Lack, good youth ! 

- Ar oa mov S ^ D0 less with thy complaining, than 
Ihv master in bleeding; say his name, good friend. 
J™- Hichard , du Champ. If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 
1 hey II pardon it Say you, sir? (Aside.) 


Imc. Thy name? 

Jmv. Fidele. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the verv same 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say. 

Thou shalt be so well master’d ; but be sure. 

No less belov’d. The Roman emperor’s letters, 
Sent by a consul to rne, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. 

1,11 ** olIovv > sir * But first, an’t please the gods. 
I II hide my master from the llies, as deep 
As^ these poor pickaxes can dig : and when 
With wild wood~leave3 and weeds I have strew’d 
his grave, 

And on it said a century of prayers. 

Such as I can, twice o’er. I’ll weep, and sigh, 

And. leaving so his service, follow you. 

So please you entertain me. 
a j c \, - , , Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee, than master thee.— 

My friends. 

The boy hath taught us many duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partisans 
A grave : Come, arm him,— Bov, he is preferr’d 
By thee^ tb us ; and he shall be niterrid, 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eves : 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt 

Scene III.— A Boom in Cymbeline's Palace 
Enter Cymbelinb, Lords , and Pisanio. 

Cym. Asjain : and bring me word, how ’tis with her. 
A lever with the absence of her son ; 

A madness, of which her life’s in danger : — Heavens 
How deeply you at once do touch me I Imogen, 

1 he great part of my comfort, gone : my queen 
Unon a desperate bed ; and in a time. 

When fearful wars point at me, her son gone, 

So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
I hope ot comfort— But for thee, fellow, 

Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we’ll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

. . Sir, my life is yours, 

I humble set it at your will : But, for my mistress. 

1 nothing know where she remains, why gone, 

JSor when she purposes return. ’Beseech your 
highness, 

Hold me your loyal servant 

, . . Good my liege,* 

I he day that she was missing, he was here: 

I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 

For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 

And will, no doubt, be found. 

„Aff**x. „ The time’s troublesome; 

We’ll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 

Does yet depend. (To Pisanio.) 

1 Lord. So please your majesty, 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 

Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent 
Cym. Now for the counsel of my son, and queen J— 
lam amaz’d with matter. 

1 Lord. Good my liege. 

Your preparation can affront no less 
1 han what you hear of : come more, for more youhxi 
ready : 

The want is, but to put those powers in motion, 
lhat long to move. 

Cym. I thank yon: Let’s withdraw; 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here. — Away. [Exeuni 

Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain: ’Tis strange; 

JNor hear I from rny mistress who did promise 
To yield me often tidings: Neither know 1 
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Wfiat is betid to jOlotea ; but remain 
Perplex’d in all. The heavens still must work: 
Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be true. 
These present wars shall Sad I love my'country. 
Even to the note o’the king, or I'll fall in them. 

All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer d. 

[Exit. 

Scene IV. — Before, the Cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Gut. The noise is round about us. 

Bel . * Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

G«i*. # ^ Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us. after. 

Bel. * Sons, 

We’ll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 

Bo the king’s party there’s no going: newness 
Of Cloten’s death (we being not known, not muster’d 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv’d ; and so extort from us 
That which we’ve done, whose answer would be 
death 

Dra wn on with torture. 

Gut. * ' This is, sir, a doubt, 

In such a time, nothing becoming you, 

Not satisfying us. 

Arv . It is not likely, 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh. 
Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now, 

That they will waste their time upon our note. 

To know from whence we are. 

Bel. # 0,1 am known 

Of many in the army : many years, « 

Though Gloten then, but young, you see, not wore 
him 

From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv’d my service, nor your loves ; 

Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis’d. 

But to be still hot summers tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Gui. Than be so, 

Better to cease to be. Pray sir, to the army : 

I and my brother are not known ; yourself, 

So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown. 

Cannot be question’d. 

Arv . By this sun that shines 

I’ll thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look’d on hlood, 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison? 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne’er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham’d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his bless’d beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gm. < By heavens, I’ll go : 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave. 

I’ll take the better care ; but if you will not, 

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The bands of Romans 1 
Arv . So say I ; Amen. 

Bel. No reason I, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys : 
If in your country wars you chance to die. 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I’ll lie : 

Lead, lead. — The time seems long; their blood 
thinks scorn, {Aside.) 

Till it fly oat, and she w them princes bom [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. — A Field between the British and 
Roman Camps. 

Enter Posthumus, with a bloody kandks^kief. 
Post. Yea, bloody cloth. I’ll keep thee ; for I wish’d 
Thou sbould’st be colour’d thus. You married onese- 
lf each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves. 
For wrying but a little !•— O, Pisamo ! 

Every good servant does not all commands : 

No bond, hut to do just ones. — Gods ! if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, > never 
Had liv’d to put on this: so had you saved 
1 he noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack. 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that’s love, 
lo have them fall no more : you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse ; 

And make them dread it to the doer’s thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your best will. 

And make me bless’d to obey 1 1 am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to.figlit 
Against my lady’s kingdom : l Tis enough, 

That, Britain, 1 have kill’d thy mistress ; peace! 

I’ll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens. 

Hear patiently my purpose : I’ll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant: so I’ll fight 

Against the part 1 come with ; so I’ll die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death : and thus_, unknown. 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me mate men know 
More valour in me, than my habits shew. 

Gods, put the strength o’the Leonati in me ! 

To shame the guis$ o’the world, I will begin 
The fashion, less without, and more within. [Exit. 
Scene II. — The same. 

Enter , at one side, Lucius, Iaciumo, and the Ro- 
man army ; at the other side , the British 
army : Leonatus Posthumus following it, like 
a poor soldier. They march over * and go out. 
Alarums. Then enter again in v "jshirmsh , Ia- 
chimo and Pqsthumus; he vanquisheth and 
disarmeth Jachimo , and then leaves him. 
lack . The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady. 

The princess of this country, and the air on’t 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or could this carl, 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdu’d me, 

In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. [Exit, 
The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; Cymbeline 
is taken ; then enter, to Ms rescue , Belarius, 
Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. Stand, stand I We have the advantage of the 
ground ; 

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 
The villany of our fears. 

Gui. & Arv . Stand, stand, and fight I 

Enter Posthumus, , and seconds the Britons : They 
rescue Cymbeline , and exeunt . Then, enter 
Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save 
thyself: 

For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 
As war were hood- wink’d. 
lack. ’Tis their fresh supplies* 

Luc. It is a day turn’d strangely: Or betimes 
Let’s re-enforce, or fly. [ Exeunt 

S CENE III.— Another Part of the field. 
Enter Posthumus and a British Lord. 
Lord. Cam’s t thor fro** where they made the stand? 
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Pm u t did : 

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord. I did. 

Post, No blame be to you, sir : for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, . 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a straight lane ; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 
Merely through fear; that the straight pass was 
dainm’d 

With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen’d shame. . 

Lord Where was this lane ? [turf; 

Post . Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d with 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, — 

An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv’d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to. 

In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane. 
He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run 
The country base, than to commit such slaughter; 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those tor preservation cas’d, or shame,) 

Made good the passage ; cry’d to those that fled, 
Our Britain's harts die fly ing, not our men : 

To darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards! Stand; 
Or we are Homans , and will give you that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly; and may save , 
But to look back in frown: stand, stand! — These 
Three thousand confident, in act as many, [three, 
(For three performers are the file, when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, stand, stand, 
Accommodated by the place, more charming, 

With their own nobleness, (which could have turn’d 
A distaff to a lance), gilded pale looks, 

Part, shame, part, spirit renew’d ; that some turn’d 
But by example, ( O, a sin in war, [coward 

Damn’d in the first beginners ! ) ’gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o’the hunters. Then begau 
A stop i’the chaser, a retire ; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles ; slaves, 
The strides they victors made : And now our cowards 
{Like fragments in hard voyages, ) became [ open 
The life o’the need; having found the back-door 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound 1 
Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friends 
O’er-borne i’the former wave : ten, chac’d by one, 
re now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those, that would die or ere resist are grown 
The mortal bugs o’the field. 

Lord . This was strange chance : 

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys ! 

Post . Nay, do not wonder at it: You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear. 

Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon’t, 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 

Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane. 
Preserv'd the Britons, zvas the Romans’ bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post. ’ ’Lack, to what end ? 

Who dares not stand his foe, I’ll be his friend: 

For if he’ll do, as he is made to do, 

I know, he’ll quickly fly my friendship bo. 

You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell ; you are angry. [Exit, 

Post, Still going! — This is a lord! 0 noble 
misery! 

To be i’the field, and ask, what news, of rael 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav’d their carcasses? took heel to do’t. 
And vet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he struck? Being an ugly 
monster, 

*Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft .beds. 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 


That draw his knives i’the war. — Well, I will find 
1 For being now a favourer to the Roman, [ him * 

No more a Briton, I have resum’d again 
The part I came in : Fight I will no more. 

But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Romans; great the answer be 
Britons must take : For me, my ransom’s death: 

On either side I come to spend my breath ; 

Which neither here I’ll keep, nor bear again. 

But end it by some means for Imogen, 

Enter Two British Captains , and Soldiers, 

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais’d! Lucius is 
taken : ’Tis thought the old man and his sons were 
angels. 

2 Cap. There- was a fourth man, in a silly habit. 
That gave the affront with them. 

1 Cap. So ’tis reported : 

But none of them can be found. — Stand ! who is 

Post. A Roman ; . [there ? 

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answer’d him. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog! 

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell [service 
What crows have peck’d them here : He brags his 
As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter Cymbeline, attended; Belarius, Gui- 
derius, Arviragus, Pisanio, and Roman 
Captives . The captains present Posthumus to 
Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gaoler ; 
after which , all go out. 

Scene IV . — A Prison. 

Enter Posthumus, and two Gaolers. 

1 Gaol, You shall not now be stolen, yon have 

locks upon you ; 

So graze, as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. [ Exeunt Gaoler t* 
Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 

I thjnk, to liberty : Yet -am I better 
Than one that’s sick o’the gout: since he had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By the sure physician, death; who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art 
fetter’d 

More than my shanks, and wrists: You, good god®* 
give me 

The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt, 

Then, free for ever! Is’t enough, I am sorry? 

So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

‘ Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves. 

Desir’d, more than constrain'd : to satisfy. 

If of my freedom ’tis the main part, take 
No stricter render of me, than my all. 

I know, you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that’s not my desire *. 

For Imogen’s dear life, take mine ; and though 
’Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life ; you coin’d it : 

’Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp 
Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake : 

You rather mine, being yours ; And so, great 

S owers, 

take this audit, take this life, 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

I’ll speak to thee in silence. (He sleeps.) 

Solemn Music. Enter as an apparition, Shilim 
Leonatus, father to Posthumus » an oilman, 
attired like a warrior ; leading in his hand an 
ancient matron, his wife, and mother to 
Posthumus , with music before them. 'Then, 
after other music , folloiv the two young Leona - 
ti^br others to Posthumus , with wounds, as they 
died in the wars. TJiey circle Post humus 
round, as he lies sleeping. 

Sici. No more, thou thunde Pinaster, shew 
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* Thy spite on mortar flies: 

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide. 

That thy adulteries 

Rates and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

\V hose face I never saw ? 

1 died, whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending Nature’s law. 

Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans’ father art,) 

Thou should st have been, and shielded him 
From this earth- vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 

B u t took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Posthumus rip! 

Came crying ’mongst his foes, 

A thing of pity! 

SicL Great nature, like his ancestry 
Moulded the stuff so fair, 

That he deserv’d the praise o’the world 
As great Sicilius’ heir. 

1 Bro , When once he was mature for man, 

In Britain where was he 

That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity ? 

Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock’d, 
To be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati’ seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one. 

Sweet Imogen ? 

Sici. Why did you suffer Iachimo, 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless jealousy ; 

And to become the geek and scorn 
O’the other’s villany ? 

2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats we came, 

Our parents, and us twain, 

That, striking in onr country’s cause. 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; « 

Our fealty, aud Tenantius’ right, 

With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hard inrent Posthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform’d ; 

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods. 

Why hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for his merits due ; 

Being all to dolours turn’d ? 

Sici. Thy crystal window ope : look out ; 

No longer exercise, 

Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent Injuries : 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

Take off his miseries. 

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help ! 

Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest. 

Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help- Jupiter; or we appeal, 

« And from thy justice fly. 

Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning, sitting 
upon an eagle ; he throws a thunder-bolt . The 
Ghosts fall on their knees. 

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low. 
Offend our hearing; hush!— How dare yon, 
ghosts, 

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know. 

Sky- planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest 
Upon your never- withering banks of flowers ; 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is; you know, His ours. 
Whom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift, 

The more delay’d, delighted. Be content ; 

Your low-laid son our godhead will upUft : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. N 
Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in 


Our temple was he mai/ied.— Rise, and fade.— 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 

This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine ; 

And so, away : no further with your din 
Express impati'ence, lest you stir up mine.— 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [Ascends, 
Sici . He came in thunder; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop’d, as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our hless’d fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his fceak. 

As when his god is pleas’d. 

AIL Thanks, Jupiter! 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is enter’d 
His radiant roof : — Away ! and, to be blest. 

Let us with care perform his great behest. 

(Ghosts vanish.) 
Post. (Waking.) Sleep, thou hast been a grand- 
sire, ana begot 

A father to me : and thou hast created 
A mother, and two brothers : But (O scorn !} 

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born. 
And so I am awake. — Poor wretches, that depend 
On greatness’ favour, dream as I have done ; 

Wake and find nothing. — But, alas, I swerve: 

Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 

I Aud yet are steep’d in favours ; so am I, 

That have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground ? A book ? 0, rare 
Be not, as is onr fangled world, a garment [one 1 
Nobler than that it covers let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 

As good as promise. 

(Heads.) When as a lion's whelp shall, to himself 
unknown, without seeking find, and be embraced 
by a piece of tender air; and when from a 
stately cedar shall be lopped branches , tukich, 
being dead many years , shall after revive , be 
jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow; 
then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain 
be fortunate, and flourish in peace ana plenty* 
’Tis still a dream; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing: 

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is 
The action of my life is like it, which 
I’ll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Me-enier Gaolers. 

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted rather: ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready 
for that, you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spec- 
tators, the dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the 
comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, 
fear no more tavern bills ; which are often the 
sadness of parting, as the procuring of mirth: you 
come in faint for want of meat, depart reeling with 
too much drink; sorry that you have paid too much 
and_ sorry that you are paid too much ; purse and 
brain both empty: the brain the heavier for being 
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of hea- 
viness : 0 ! of this contradiction you shall now be 
quit — 0 the charity of a penny cord ! it sums up 
thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor and 
creditor but it; of what’s past, is, and to come, the 
discharge : — Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and 
counters ; so the acquittance follows. 

Post. 1 am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 
Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth-ach : But a man that were to sleep your sleep, 
and a hangman to help him to bed, I think he would 
change places with his officer : for, look you, sir, 
you know not which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in’s head then ; I have 
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not seen ^im so pictured : you must either be di- ’ 
rected by some that take upon them to know; or 
take upon yourself that, which I am sure you do 
not know ; or jump the after-enquiry on your own 
peril : and how you shall speed in your journey’s 
end, I think you’JI never return to tell one. 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want 
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but such as 
wink, and will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
would have the best use of eyes, to see the way 
of blindness ! I am sure, hanging’s the way of 
winking. 

Enter a Messager. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; bring your pri- 
soner to the king. [be made free. 

Post. Thou b'ringest good news ; — I am called to 

Gaol. I’ll be hanged then. 

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler; no 
bolts for the dead. [ Exeunt Posthumus and Mess. 

GaoL Unless a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. Yet, 
on my conscience, there are verier knaves desire to 
live, for all he be a Roman: and there be some of 
them too, that die against their wills ; so should I, 
if I were one. I would we were all of one mind, 
and one mind good; 0, there were desolation of 
gaolers, and gallowses ! I speak against my present 
profit ; but my wish hath a preferment in’t. 

Scene Y. — Cymbeline's Tent • 

Enter Cymeeline, Belarius, Guederius, Arvt- 

ragus, Pisanio, Lords , Officers, and Attendants, 

Gym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have 
made 

Preservers of ray throne. Woe is my heart, 

That the poor soldier, that so richly fought, 

Whose rags sham’d gilded, arms, whose naked 
breast 

Stepp’d before targe of proof, cannot be found : 

He snail be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bet. t I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 

Such precious deeds in one that promis’d nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidmgs of him ? 

Pis. He hath been search’d among the dead and 
But no trace of him. [living, 

* Cym . To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward ; which I wall add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

(To Belarius, Guxderius , andArviragus.) 
By whom, I grant, she lives : ’Tis now the time 
To ask of whence yon are : — report it. 

Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unless I add, we are honest 

Cym. Bow your knees : 

Arise, my knights o’the battle *, 1 create you 
Companion to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming 5 r our estates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s business in these faces : — Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, * 
And not o’the court of Britain. 

Cor. . Hail, great king 1 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead, 

Cym. * Whom worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But I consider, 

B £ medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death ‘ 

Will seize the doctor too.— How ended she? 

Cor . With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d, 

I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip me, if l err; who, with wet cheeks. 


Were present when she finish’d. 

Cym. Pry thee, say. 

Cor . First, she confess’d she never luv’d you; only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr’d your person. 

Cym. She alone knew thut; 

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to 
With such integrity, she did confess [love 

Was as a scorpion to her sight ; Whose life, 

But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta’en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate fiend ! 

Who is’t can read a woman? — Is there more ? [had 
Cor. More, sire, and worse. She did confess, she 
For you a moital mineral: which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling’ring, 
By inches waste you : In which time she purpos’d, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O’ercome you with her shew : yes, and in lime,. 

g Vhen she had fitted you with her craft,) to Work 
er son into the adoption of the crown. 

But failing of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew shameless-desperate ; open’d, in despite 
Of heaven and men, tier purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch’d were not effected : so, 
Despairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women \ 

Lady. We did so, please your highness. 

Cym. Mine eyea 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful : 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 
That thought her like her seeming ; it had been 
vicious. 

To have mistrusted her : yet, 0 my daughter 1 
That it was . folly in me, thou may' st say, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 

Enter Lucius, Iaciiimo, the Soothsayer, and other 
Roman prisoners , guarded: Posthumus behind) 
and Imogen. 

Thou com ’st not, Cains, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz’d out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit 
That their good souls may be appeas’d with slaoghte 
Of you their captives* which ourself have granted : 
So, think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war ; the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us. 

We should not, when the blood was cool, have 
threaten’d 

Our prisoners with the sword. Bijt since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ransom, let it come : sufriceth, 

A Roman with a Roman’s heart can suffer : 
Augustus lives to think on’fc : And so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 

I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton born, 

Let him be ransom’d : aever master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent. 

So tender over his occasions, true, 

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join [ness 

With my request, which, I’ll make bold, your high 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he nave serv’d a Roman ; save him, sir. 

And spare no blood beside. 

Cym. ^ . I have surely seen liim 

His favour is familiar to me. — 

Boy, thou hast look’d thyself into my grace. 

Ana art mine own. — I know not why, nor wnerefore 
To say, live, boy : ne’er thank thy master ; live : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, ' 

Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I’ll give it ; 

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 

The noblest ta’en. 

Lmo. ' I humbly thank your highness 

■; Luc. I do not bid thee beg iny life, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, thou wilt. 
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Into, No, not alack, 

There’s other work in hand ; I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good master. 

Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc. The boy disdains me, 

He leaves me, scorns me : Briefly die their joys, 

That place them on the truth of girls and boys. — 
Why stands he so perplex’d ? 

Cym. What would’st thou, boy? 

I love thee more and more; think more and more 
What’s best to ask. Know’st him thou look’st on ? 
speak. 

Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin? thy friend? 

Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 

Thau I to your highness ; who, being born your 
Am something nearer. [vassal, 

Cym. Wherefore ey’st him so ? 

I mu. I’ll tell yon, sir, in private, if you please 
To give i$e hearing. 

Cum. Ay, with all my heart, 

And lend my best attention. What’s thy name ? 
Imo. Fidel e, sir. • 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 

I’ll be thy master: Walk with me ; speak freely. 

{Cyinbeline and Imogen converse apart.) 
Bel. Is not this boy reviv’d from death? 

Arv . One sand another 

Not more resembles ; That sweet rosy lad, 

' Who died, and was Fidele: — What think you? 

Oui. r The same dead thing alive. [forbear; 

Bel. Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us not ; ! 
Creatures may be alike : were’t he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

Oui. ' But we saw him dead. 

Bel. Be silent; lee’s see further 
Pis. 1 1 is my mistress : {Aside.) 

Since she is living, let the time run on, 

Tv) good, or bad. {Cymb. and Imo . come fonvard.) 

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud. — Sir, { to lack.) step you 
• forth; 

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 

Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it. 

Which is our honour,, bitter torture shall [him* 
Winnow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak to 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had that ring. 

Post, : ■' What’s that to him? (Aside.) 

Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say f 
How came it yours ? 

Inch. Tkou’lt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym. * How ! me ? 

lack, I am glad to be constrain’d to utter that. 
Torments me to conceal. By villany [which 

I got this ring ; ’twas Leonatus’ jewel : 

Whom thou didst banish; and ( which more may 
grieve thee, 

As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne’er liv’d 
’Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my 
Cym. All that belongs to this. [lord ? 

lack. That paragon, thy daughter, — 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quail to remember,— Give me leave ;*—! faint. 

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew thy 
strength : 

I had rather thou should’st liver while nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, and speak. 

lack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs’d 
The mansion where !) ’twas at a feast, (0 ’would 
Our viands had been poison’d ! or, at least, 

Those which I heav’d to head!) the good Posthumus, 
(What should I say ? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were ; and was the best of all 
Among’st the rar’st of good ones,) sitting sadly 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
For beauty that made barren the swell’d boast 
Of him that best could speak : for feature, laming 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 


Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 

A shop ot all the qualities that man 
Loves woman tor ; besides, that hook of wiving. 
Fairness which strikes the eye: ■- 
Cym . I stand on fire : 

Come to the matter. 

lack. All too soon I shall. 

Unless thou would’st grieve quickly.*— This Poo* 
JMost like a noble lord in love, and one fthumus. 
That had a royal lover.) took his hint; 

And, not dispraising whom we prais’d (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began [made. 

His mistress* picture ; which by his tongue being 
And then a mind put in’t, either our brags 
Were crack’d of kitchen trulls, or his description 
Prov’d us unspeaking sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lack. Your daughter’s chastity — There it begins 1 
He spake of her as JDian had hot dreams. 

And she alone were cold: Whereat, I, wretch [ 

Made scruple of his praise ; and wager’d with him 
Pieces of gold, ’gainst this, which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight, 

No lesser of her honour confident _ 

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring ; 

And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus’ wheel; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Post l in this design: Well may you, sir, 

Remember me at court, where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide diflerenr.e 
’Twixt amorous apa villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
’Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely; for my avantage, excellent; 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’dv 

That I return’d with simular proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad. 

By wounding his belief in her renown j 

With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet 
fO, cunning, how I got it 1) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 

Methinks, I see him now, — 

Post. Ay, so thou dost, {Coming forward.) 
Italian fiend !— Ah me, most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That’s due to all the villains past, in being. 

To come 1—0, give me cord, or knife, or poison, 

Some upright justicer 1 Thou king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is £ 

That all the abhorred things o’the earth amend,' 

By being worse than they. I am Posthumus, 

That kill’d thy daughter :— villain- like, I lie ; 

That caus’d a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious thief, to do’t : — the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea; and she herselfi 
Spit, and' throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o’the street to bay me ; every villain 
Be call’d, Posthumus Leonatus; and 
Be villany less than ’twas !— O Imogen I 
My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen ! 

Imogen, Imogen ! 

Imo. Peace, my lord : hear, hear — 

Post. Shall’s have a play of this ? Thou scornfal 
page, 

There lie thy part. {Striking her : she falls. \ 

Pis. . 0, gentlemen, help, help 

Mine, and your mistress : — O, my lord rosthnmu* ! 
You ne’er kill’d Irabgen till now : — Help, help 1— 
Mine honour’d lady 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Post. How come these staggers on me? _ 

Pis. # Wake, my mistress! 

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy 
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Act V. 


Pis. How fares my mistress ? 

Into. O, get thee from my sight : 

Thou gav’st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence I 
Breathe not where princes are. _ 

Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 

Pis. Lady, . 

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing; I had it from the queen. 

Cym. New matter still? 

Into. It poison’d me. 

Cor. •> 0 gods ! — 

I left out one thing, which the queen confess^, 
Which must approve thee honest : If Pisanio 
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, she is serv’d 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym . # What’s this, Cornelius ? 

(for. The queen, sir, very oft importun’d me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing* creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff \ which, being ta’en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time. 

All offices of nature should again 

Bo their due functions. — Have you ta’en of it? 

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel. My boys, 

There was our error. 

Gui . This is sure, Fidele, [you ? 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now 
Throw me again. ( Embracing him.) 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul. 

Till the tree die ! 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child? 

What, mak’st thou me a dullard in this act r 
Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Imo. Your blessing, sir. {Kneeling.) 

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame 
ye not ; {to Guiderius and Arviragus) 
You had a motive for it. 

Cym. My tears, that fall. 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for’t, my lord. 

Cym . 0, she was naught ; and ’long of her it was. 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pis. " My lord, 

Now fear is from me, I’ll speak truth. Lord Cioten, 
Upon my lady’s missing, came to me [swore, 
With # his sword drawn ; foam’d at the mouth, and 
If I discover’d not which way she was gone. 

It was my instant death : By accident, 

I had a feigned letter of my master’s 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments, 
Which he enforc’d from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oaths to violate 
My lady’s honour: what became of him, 

I further know not, 

Gui. Let me end the story ; 

I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forefend ! 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : pr’y thee, valiant youth, 
Deny’t again. 

Gui I have spoke it, and I did it 

Gym. He was a prince. 

xxt** ^ most uncivil one: The wrongs he did me. 
Were ^nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language, that would make me spurn the sea. 
If it could so roar to me : I cut offs head ; 

And am right glad, he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. * 

Cyntf Si f am sorry for thee • 


By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and mast 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

Into. That headless man 

I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender. 

Ana take him from our presence. ’ 

Bel. Stay, sir king; 

This man is better than the man he slew, 

As well descended as thyself: and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Cioten* 

Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone ; 

[To the guard.) 

They were not born for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 

By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we? 

Arv . In that he spake too far, 

Cym. And thou shalt die forit. * 

Bel. We will die all three : 

But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must. 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv . Your danger is 

Ours. 

Gui. And onr good his. 

Bel. Have at it then. — 

By leave ; — Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who ’ 
Was call’d Belarius. 

Cym. What of him ? he is 

A banish’d traitor. 

Bel • He it is, that hath 

Assum’d this age : indeed, a banish’d man; 

I know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Not too hot? 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have receiv’d it. 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ? 

Bel. I am too blunt, and saucy : Here’s my knee; 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons; 

Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 

These two young gentlemen, that call me father. 

And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 

They are the issue of your loins, my liege. 

And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How! my issue? 

Bel So sure as you your father’s. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish’d : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment 
Itself, and all my treason; that I suffer’d, 

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are,) these twenty years 
Have I train’d up ; those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Buriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment: I mov’d herto’t; 

Having receiv’d the punishment before, 

For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason : Their dear loss. 

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shap’d 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir. 
Here are your sons again : and I must lose 
Two of the sweet’st companions in the world 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Vym. Thou weep’st, and speak’*!, 

The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell’st : I lost my children* 

If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bel . Be pleas’d a while. — 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius; 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
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Your younger princely son; he, sir, was lapp’d 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his qoeerr mother, which, for more probation, 

1 can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guideritis had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star; 

It was a mark of wonder. 

BcL This is he; 

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp; 

It was wise nature’s end in the donation, 

To be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, what, am I 

A mother to the birth of three? Ne’er mother 
Rejoic’d deliverance more : — Bless’d may you be. 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs, 

You may reign in them now ! — O Imogen, 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo . No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by’t. — O, my gentle brothers, 
Have we thus met? O never say hereafter, 

But I am truest speaker: you call’d me brother, 
When I was but your sister; I ytfu brother. 

When you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e’er meet ? 

Arp. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui. And at first meeting lov’d ; 

Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d. 

Cym . O rare instinct! [ment 

When shall I hear all through? This fierce abridge- 
1 lath to it circumstantial branches, which [you? 
Distinction should be rich in. — Where? how liv’d 
And' when came you to serve our Homan captive ? 
How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ? 
Why lied you from the court? and whither? These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
{ know not how much more, should be demanded; 
And all the ether by-dependencies, 

Prom chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place. 
Will serve our long intergatories. See, 

Posthumus anchors upon Imogen ; 

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let’s quit this ground, 

And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — • 

Thou art my brother ; so we’U hold thee ever. 

(To Belarius.) 

Imo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me. 
To see this gracious season. 

Cym. * All o’er joy’d. 

Save these in bonds; let them be joyful too. 

For they shall taste our comfort 
Imo . . My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought, 
He would have well becom’a this place, and grac’d 
The thankings of a king. 

Post . I am, sir, 

The soldier, that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; ’twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d : — That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

lack. I am down again, (Kneeling.) 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 

As then vour force did. Take that life, ’beseech you. 
Which I so Often owe : but your ring first ; 

And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 

That ever swore her faith. 

Post. t Kneel not to me ; 

The power, that I have on you, is to spare you; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you ; Live, 
And deal with others better. 


Cym. Nobly doom’d: 

We’ll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 

Pardon’s the word to all. 

Arv. You holp ns, sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 

Joy’d are we, that you are. [Home. 

Post. Yonr servant, princes. — Good mv lord of 
Call forth your soothsayer: As I slept, methought 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back. 

Appear’d to me, with other spritely shews 
Of.mine own kindred : when I wak’d, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no .collection of it; let him shew 
His skill in the construction. 

Luc. Philarmonus, — 

Sootk. Here, my good lord. 

Luc. Read,, and declare the meaning. 

Sooth. (Reads.) When as a lion's whelp , shall to 
himself unknown, without seeking find, and he 
embraced by a piece of tender air ; and token 
from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches , 

> which, being dead many years, shall after revive ; 
be jointed to the old* stock, and, freshly grow ; 
then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain 
be fortunate, and flourish in peace and plenty. 
Thou ? Leonat&s, art the lion’s whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name, 
Being.Leo-natus, doth import so much : 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, . 

(To Cymbelin a. 

Which we call mollis aer; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which mulier, I divine, 

Is this most constant wife ; who, even now. 
Answering the letter of the oracle. 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
With this most tender air. 

Cym. This hath some seeming 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeliue, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp’d branches point 
Thy two sons forth; who, by Belari us stolen. 

For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d. 

To the majestic cedar join’d; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin : — And, Cains Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Cassar, 

And to the Roman empire; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen; 

Whom heavens, in justice, (both on her, and hertj 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sdoth. The fingers’ of the powers above do tune 
The.harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish’d : For the Roman eagle. 

From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’the sun 
So vanish’d : which foreshew’d our princely eagle* 
The imperial Caesar, should again unite 
His favour with the.radiant Cymbeliue, 

Which shines here in the west 

Cym. Laud we the gods; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless’d altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects.. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together ; so through Lud’s town march; 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Ouc peace we’ll ratify; seal it with, feasts^— 

Set on there Never was a war did cease. 

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a peace. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

in fiM *ditor4 and critics agree with Mr. Theobald in supposing this play spurious. I see no reason for differing 
from them* for the colour of the style is wholly different from that of the .other plays; and there is S“ JlSSSSJ? 
regular versification and artificial closes, not always inelegant-, yet seldom pleasing. The barbarity of the spectacle*, 
awl the general massacre, which are here exhibited, can scarcely be conceived tolerable to any audience 
told by fonson, that they were not only borne, but praised. That Shakspeare wrote any part, though Theofcaisl 
eclares it incontestable , I see no reason for believing. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


SATURNINUS, Son to the late Emperor of Rome , and 
afterwards declared Emperor himself. 

BASSIANUS, Brother to Satuminns ; in love vjith 
Lavinia . - 

TITUS ANDRONICUS, a noble Roman, General against 
the Goths. 

MARCO'S ANDRONICUS, Tribune of the People ; and 
Brother to Titus. 

LUCIUS, 

QUINTUS, 

alARTIUS, 

MUTIUS, 

Young LUCIUS, a Boy, Son to Limits. 
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Sons to Titus Androvicus. 


PUBLIUS, Son to Marcus the Tribune. 

JEMILlUS, a noble Roman. 

ALARBUS, l n 

CHIRON, ■> Sons to Tamora. 

.DEMETRIUS, J 

AARON, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown; Roman** 
Goths and Romans. 

TAMORA, Queen of the Goths. 

LAVINIA, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

A Nurse, and a black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators , Tribunes, Officers, Sob 
diers, and Attendants. 


Scene, — Rome ; and the Country near it. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. — Rome. Before the Capitol. 

The tomb of the Andronici appearing; the Tri- 
bunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. 
Enter , below, Saturninus, and his Followers, 
on one side-; and Bassianus and his Followers , 

| on the other ; with drum and colours . 

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my right, 

Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 
ind, cocntrymen, my loving followers, 

\ Plead my successive title with your swords : 

r I am his first-born son, that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome; 

Then let my father’s honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Bas. Romans, — friends, followers, favourers of 
If ever Bassianus, Cassar’s son, [my right, — 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this passage to the Capitol, 

And suffer. not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 

To justice, continence, and nobility : * 

But let desert in pure election shine ; 

And, Romans, tight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloft , with the 
crown. 

Mar. Princes, — that strive by factions, and by 
friends, 

Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have, by common voice. 

In election lor the Roman empery, 

Chosen Andronicus, surnamei Pius, 

For many good arid great deserts to Rome ; 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within the city walls : 

He by the senate is accited home. 

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes, 

Hath yok’d a nation strong, train’d up in arms. 

Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies’ pride : Five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; 

And now, at last, laden with honour’s spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms, 
t us en .^ a tj ./-By honour of his name, 

Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate’s right, 


Whom you pretend to honour and adore,— 

That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should. 

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness* 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm 
thoughts ! 

Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy 
In thy uprightness and integrity, 

And so 1 love and honour thee and thine, 

Thy noble brother Titus, and his sons, 

And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament. 

That I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 

And to my fortunes, and the people’s favour. 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d. 

[Exeunt the Followers of Bassianus 
Sat. Friends, that have been thus torward in my 
I thank yoju all, and here dismiss you all ; [right 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exeunt the Followers of Saturninus 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 

As I am confident and kind to thee. — 

Open the gates and let me in. 

Bas. Tribunes! and me, a poor competi tor. 

{Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol , and exeunt 
with Senators, Marcus §fc.) 

Scene II.— The same . 

Enter a Captain, and others . 

Cap. Romans, make way : The good Andronicus 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion. 

Successful in the battles that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return'd, 

From where he circumscribed with his sword, 

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome, 

Flourish of trumpets, &c. Enter Mutius ana 
Marti us ; after them, two men hearing a coffin 
covered with black; then Quintus and Lucius* 
After them , Titus Andronicus; and then 
Tamora, with Adarbus, Chiron, Demetrius 
Aaron, and other Goths, prisoners; Soldier* 
and People, following. The bearers set dous 
the coffin , and Titus speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy nvrurami 
weeds! ' 

Lo, as the hark, that hath discharg’d her fr* ight» 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage. 
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Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !— 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons, 

Half of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead! 

These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home. 

With burial amongst their ancestors ; 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 

Why suffer’st thou thy sons, unburied yet. 

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx? — 

Make wr.y to lay them by their brethren. . 

{The tomb is opened.) 

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 

And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars 1 
O sacred receptacle of my joys, 

Sweet ceil of virtue anti nobility. 

How many sons of mine hast thou in store, 

That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give ns the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
Ad manes jrairum sacrifice ms flesh, 

That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile. 

That so the shadows be not unappeas’d, 

Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 

Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives, 

The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren ; — Gracious con- 
queror, 

'Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 

A mother’s tears in passion for her son : 

And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 

0, think my son to be as dear to me. 

SiixFicelh not, that we are brought to Rome, 

To beautify thy triumphs, and return, 

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 

But must my sons be slaughter’d in the streets. 

For valiant doings in their country s cause ? 

O ! if to fight for king and common-weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these, 

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood ; 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 

Draw near them then in being merciful : 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge ; 

Thrice-noble Titu s, spare my first-born son. 

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain, 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 

To this your son is mark’d ; and die he must. 

To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with ham! and make a fire straight; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 

Let’s hew his limbs, till they be clean consum’d. 

[Exeunt Lucius ? Quintus, Martins, and 
Mutius, with Alarbus. 

Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety ;• 

Chi. Was e ver Scythia half so barbarous ? 

Bern. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest;, and we survive 
To tremble under Titus’ threatening look. 

Then, madam, stand resolv’d : but hope withal. 

The self same gods, that arm’d the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent. 

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 

When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mimes, 
with their swords bloody. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman rites: Alarbus’ limbs are lopp’d. 

And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Remainelh nought, but to inter our brethren. 

And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicua 



Make this his latest farewell to their Semin. 

{Trumpets sounded , and the coffins laid 
intketomh.) 

In peace and horonr rest you here, my sons; 

Rome’s readiest champions, repose you here. 

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps 1 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 

Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storm* 

No noise, but silence and eternal sleep. 

Enter Lavinia. 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons l 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long j 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 

Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren’s obsequies ; 

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome i . 

O bless me here with thy victorious hand, 

Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizens applaud. 

Tit . Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv’d 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !— 

Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father’s days. 

And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise ! 

Enter Marcus Andronicus. Saturninus. Bas- 
SIANUS, and others. 4 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother ; 

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Mar- 
cus. [wars, 

Mar . And welcome, nephews , from successful 
You that survive, and yon that sleep in fame. 

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all. 

That in your country’s service drew your swords ; 

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 

That hath aspir’d to Solon’s happiness, 

And triumphs over chance, in honour’s bed.— 

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust, 

This palliament of white and spotless hue ; 

And name thee in election for the empire, 

With these our late-deceased emperor’s sons; 

Be candidatus , then, and put it on. 

Ami help to set a head on. headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness : 

What i should I don this robe, and trouble you ? 

Be chosen with proclamations to-day ; 

To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life. 

And set abroad new business lor you all ? 

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years. 

And led rny country’s strength successfully; 

And buried one and twenty valiant sons. 

Knighted in fieldj slain manfully in arms. 

In right and service of their noble country 
Give' me a staff of honour for mine age, 

But not a sceptre to control the world ; 

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last.. 

Mar . Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery 
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, cans* tho 
tell?— 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat Romans, do me right 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome’s emperor : — 

Andronicus, ’would thou were shipp’d to. hell, 

Ralher than rob me of the people’s hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit Content thee, prince ; T will restore to tkee 
The people’s hearts, and wean them from themselves* 

Bas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do, till Ldie ; 

My faction, if thou strengthen with thy friends, 

I will most thankful be ; and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit People of Rome, and people’s tribunes here 
l ask your voices, and your suffrages ; 
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Will von beak w them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Trlb* To gratify the good Andromcus, 

And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 

The people will accept whom lie admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make, 
That you create your emperor s eldest son, 

Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, 1 hope. 

Reflect on Rome, as Titan’s rays on earth, 

And ripen justice in this common- weal : 

Then if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown him, and say ,—Long live our emperor l 
Mar. With voices and applause of every sort. 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninns, Rome’s great emperor ; 

And say, — Long live our emperor Saturnine ! 

(A long jiourish.) 

Sat . Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness ; 

And, for an onset, Titus, to adyarlce 
Thy name, and honourable family, 

Lavinia will I make my einperess, 

Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart. 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion plea.se thee ? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match, 
I hold me, highly honour’d of your grace: 

And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, — 

King and commander of our common-weal, 

The wide world’s emperor, — do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 

Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord: 

Receive them then, the* tribute that I owe, 

Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of ray life I 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gilts, 

Rome shall record ; and when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 

Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor : 

(To Tamora.) 

To him, that for your honour and your state. 

Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me ; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew.— 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 
cheer. 

Thou com’st not to be made a scorn in Rome: 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes; Madam, he comforts you. 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths. — 
Lavinia, you are not displeas’d with this ? 

Lav. Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility 
W arrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let us go ; 
Ransomless here, we set our prisoners free ; 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Has. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine, 
(Seizing Lavinia.) 
Tit. How, sir? Are you in earnest then, my lord ; 
ites. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv’d withal, 

To do myself this reason and this right. 

(The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb sheiv.) 
Mar. Suztm cuique is our Roman justice: 

This prince injustice seizeth but his own. 

Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt I Where is the emperor’s 
guard ? 

Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surpris’d. 

Sat. Surpris'd! By whom ? 

Tt ^ as ' , ; By him that justly may 

# wear his betroth’d from all the world away. 

( Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, tvitk Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my sword I’ll keep this door safe. 

« f°E" itSifitXi' Kx 


Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What, villain, boy! 

Barr’st me my way in Rome ? (Titus kills Mu tins.) 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help! 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than so, 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine * 

My sons would never so dishonour me : 

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife, 
That is another’s lawful promised love. [Exit, 
Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not. 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 

I’ll trust by leisure him that mocks me once ; 

Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of, 
But Saturnine ? Full well, Andronicus, 

Agree these deeds with«that proud brag of thine. 
That said’st, I begg’d the empire at thy hand. 

Tit . O monstrous! what reproachful words are 
these? 

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing pieoe 
To him that flourish’d for her with his sword * 

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons. 

To rufile in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit These words are razors to my wounded heart 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, qneea of 
Goths, — 

That, like the stately Phoebe ’mongst her nymphs, 
Dost overshine the gallant’st dames of Rome, — 

I f thou be pleas’d with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 

And will create thee emperess of Rome. 

Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice ? 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods,— 

Sith priest and holy water are so near. 

And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stands. — 

I wall not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espous’d my bride along with me. [sweat, 
Tam. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 

She will a hand-maid be to his desires, 

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon: — Lords, ac- 
company 

Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride. 

Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquer’d : 

There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 

[ Exeunt Saturninus^ and his Followers ; Ta- 
mora. and her Sons ; Aaron r and Goths* 
Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride *— 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quietus, Maruci. 

Mar. O, Titus, see, O, see what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no atm of mine,— 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour’d all our family : 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Luc* But let us give him buria’l, as becomes; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 

Here none but soldiers, and Rome’s .servitors, 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you : 

My nephew Mutius’ deeds ao plead for him; 

He must be buried with his brethren. [puny 

Quin. $ Mar. And shall, or him we will accou* 
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Tit, And shall? What villain was it spoke that 
_ ' word ? 

Quin- He that would vouch’t in any place but here. 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my despite? ' I 
Mar. No, noble Titus : but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest, 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast 
wounded : 

My foes I do repute you every one : 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mar • He is not with himself; let us withdraw. 
Quin. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried. 

[Marenus and the sons of Titus kneel.) 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 
Tit. Speak thou no* more, if all the rest will speed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul, — 
Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us all, — 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest, 

That died in honour and Lavinia’s cause. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
Thatslew himself; and wise Laertes’ son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 

Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. * Rise, .Marcus, rise 

The disrnall’st day is this, that e’er I saw, 

To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome ! — 

Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

(Mutius is put into the tomb.) 
Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy | 
friends, I 

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! — 

AIL No man shed tears for noble Mutius: 

He lives in fame, that died in virtue’s cause. 

Mar. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 
dumps, — 

How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanc’d in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 

Is she not then beholden to the man 

That brought her for this high good turn so far? 

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flourish . Re-enter at one side, S atur n Tti US , 
attended; Tamora, Ciuron, Demetrius, and 
Aaron: At the other , Bassianus, Lavinia, 'and 
others. 

Sat. So Bassianus, you have play’d your prize ; 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Ran. And you of yours, my lord: I say no more. 
Nor wish no less : and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife? 

But let the laws of Rome determine all : 

Meau while I am possess’d of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis good; sir : Y on are very short with us ; 
But, if we live, we’ll be as sham with you. . 

Bas. My lord, what 1 have done, as best I may, 
Auswer I must, and ’shall do with my life. 

Only this much 1 give your grace to know,-— 

By all the duties which l owe to Rome, ’ 

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong’d ; 

That, m the rescue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son, 

In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath 
To be controll’d in that he frankly gave : 

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine ; 

That hath express’d himself, in all his deeds, 

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds ; 
Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour’d me : 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my j udge, 


How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturnine < 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine. 

Then hear me speak indilferently of all ; 

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Sat . \\ hat ! madam ! be dishonour’d openly. 

Anti basely put it up without revenge ? [tend, 
Tam. Not so, my lord ; The gods of Rome tbra* 

I should be author to dishonour you ! 

But, on my honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus’ innocence in all, 

Whose fury, not dissembled, sneaks his griefs * 

Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose; 

Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart.— 

My lord, be rul’d by me, be won at last, \ 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : I 
You are but newly planted in your throne; I 
Lest then the people, and patricians too, I 
Upon a just survey, take Titus’ part, I 
And so supplant us for ingratitude, ^ I 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,) I ;■ 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : \ Aside. 
I’ll find a day to massacre them all, / 

And raze their faction, and their family, 1 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons, I 
To whom I sued for my dear son’s life ; . 1 

And make them know, what ’tis to let £ I 
queen [vain.— j 

Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in ) . 

Come, come, sweet emperor, — come, Andron tens,— 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevail’d. 
Tit. 1 thank your majesty, and her, my lord: 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate to Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily. 

And must advise tne emperor for his good. 

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; — 

And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 

That I have reconcil’d your friends and yoa,— » 

For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass’d 
My word and promise to the emperor 
That you will be more nfild and tractable. — 

And fear not, lords, — and you,- Lavinia ; — 

By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 

You shall ask pardon of his majesty.. (highnew 
Luc. We do ; and vow to heaven, and to hit 
That, what we did, was mildly as vve might, 
Tend’ring our sisteris honour, and our own. 

Mar. That, on mine honour, here I do protest. 
Sat. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more. — 
Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be 
friends : 

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 

I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats, ■ 

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults. 

Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 

I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 

, I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 

Come, if the emperor’s court can feast two brides, 

Y ou are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty, 

To hunt the panther, and the hart with me, 

With horn and hound, we’ll give your grace bum- 
jour. 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt 
ACT II. 

Scene I.-— 77/e same. Before the Palace* 

«* 7 Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top, 

Safe out of fortune’s shot ; and sits aloft, 

Secure of thunder’s crack, or lightniug?* ftasi hi 
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Advanc’d above pale envy’s threat’ning reach, 

As when the golden sun salutes the morn, 

And having gilt the ocean with his beams. 

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach, 

And overlooks the highest-peering hills ; 

So, Tamora. — 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait. 

Ami virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress. 

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 
Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains ; 
And laster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes, 

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

A wav with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon this new-made emperess. 

To wait, said A? to wanton with this queen, 

This goddess, this Semiramis ; — this queen. 

This syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine, 

And see his shipwreck, and Ills commonweal’s. 
Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving . 
Dem. Chiron, thy years waut wit, thy wit wants 
edge, 

And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d ; 

And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all ; 

And so in this to bear me down with braves. 

’Tis not the difference of a year, or two, 

Makes me less gracious, thee more' fortunate : 

I am as able, and as fit, as thou, 

To serve, and to deserve my mistress’ love. 

And that my sword. upon thee shall approve, 

And plead my passions for Lavinia’s love. 

Aar. Clubs, clubs ! these lovers will not keep the 
peace. 

Dem . Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis’d, 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side, 

Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath. 

Till vou know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, sir, with the littie skill I have 
Pull well, shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? ( They draw.) 

Aar . Why, how now, lords. 

So near the.em-peror’s palace dare you draw. 

And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 

Pull well I wot the ground of all this grudge; 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The cause were known to them it most concerns : 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 

Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome. 

For shame, put up. 

Dem. ' ■ ... Not I; till I have sheath’d 

My rapier m his bosom, and, withal. 

Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat. 
That he hatif breath’d in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepar’d and full resolv’d,— 
Foul-spoken coward ! that thunder’st with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar’st perform. 

Aar. .Away, I say. — 

Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore. 

This petty brabble will undo us all.— 

Why, brds,— and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince’s right ? 

What, is Lavinia then become so loose, 

Or Bassianus so degenerate. 

That % her love such quarrels may be broach’d. 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge ? 

V oung lords, beware 1 — an should the empress know 
I bis discord s ground, the musk would not please. 

Uhi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world • 
l love Lavinia more than all the world. [choice : 
.Dem. Y onnglmg, learn thou to make some meaner 
Lavmta is. thme eider brother’s hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
Wow tnnpus; and impatient they be, 

And cangit brook competitors ‘in love ? 


I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths' 

By this device. 

r *• Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose to achieve her whom I love 
Aar. To achieve her 1— How? 

Uem. Why mak’st thou it so strange ? 

one is a woman, therefore may be woo’d; 

She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov’d. 

What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
■ Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 

Though Bassianus be the emperor’s brother, 

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan’s badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. (Aside. 
Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows 
to court it 

With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 

What, hast thou not full often struck a doe 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose’? 
t tt ^^y, then, it seems, some certain snatch ot 

W otild serve your turns. 

U/m. Ay, so the turn were serv’d. 

Dem . Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

1 rv^ ar \ n , ’Would you had hit it tooi: 

Then should not we be tir’d with this ado. 

Why, hark ye, hark ye,~And are you such fools 
To square for this i Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

I’faith, not me. 

c Hem. Nor me 

do A were one. 

Aar. For shame, be friends; and join for that you 
jar. 

’Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve : 

That what yon cannot, as you would, achieve, 

Y ou must perforce accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus’ love. 

A speedier course than longering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 

1 he forest walks are wide and spacious ; 

And many unfrequented plots there are, 
bitted by kind for rape and villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty doe. 

And strike her home by force, if not by words*, 
l his way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 

• Dome, come, our empress, with her sacred wit 
X X? in. “y an< i vengeance consecrate, 

Will acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And she shall file our engines with advice, 

A hat will not suffer you to square yourselves. 

But to your wishes’ height advance you both. 

J he emperor’s court is like the house of fame, 
he palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 

The woods are ruthless, dreadlul, deaf and dull; 

A here speak, and strike, brave boys, and take youf 
turns : J 

There serve your lust, shadow’d from heaven’s eye, 
m /-? C e yv m Layinia’s treasury. 

Chi. I hy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice, 

_ Dem. Sitjas aut nefas, till I find the stream 
i A o cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 

1 er Myga, per manes vehpr. [Exeunt* 

Scene IL— A Forest near Rome. A Lodge seen 
he ( * ls ^ a,nce * Horns, and cry of houndt 

Enter Titus Anvronicvs, with Hunters, #4 
Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.^ 

llu ? t ls U P» tlie m0ra is bright and grei. 
Ahe fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, 

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride. 

And rouse the prince; and ring. a hunter’s pea). 

A hat all the court may echo with the noise, 
dons, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 
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To tend tire emperor’s person carefully : 
t have been troubled in my sleep this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath inspi d. 

Hor ns wind a -peal Enter Saturninus, Tamora, 
Bassianus, LAviNrA , Chiron, Demetrius, and 
Attendants . 

Tit Many good-morrows to your majesty ; — < 

Madam, to you as many and as good, 

T promised your grace a hunters peal. 

Sat And you nave rung it lustily, my lords. 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bas. Lavinia, how say you ? 

Lav, I say, no ; 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then ; horse and chariots let us have, 
And to our sport : — Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman. hunting. (To Tamora.) 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord. 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase. 

And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o’er the plain. 
Dem. (Aside.) Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse 
nor hound. 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt. 
Scene IU. — A desert Part of the Forest 
Enter Aaron, with a hag of gold. 

Aar. He that had wit, would think that I had none. 
To bnry so much gold under a tree. 

And never after to inherit it. 

Let him, that thinks Of me so abjectly, 

Know, that this gold must com a stratagem ; 

Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany : 

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest. 

That have their aims out of the empress’ chest. 

(Hides the gold.) 

Enter Tamora. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore Jaok’st thou 
• sad, . ■ 

When every thing doth make a gleeful boast ? 

The birds chaunt melody on every bush ; 

The snake lies rolled m the cheerful sun ; 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 

And make a checquer’d shadow on the ground : 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 

And whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun’d horns. 

As if a double rnfhfc were heard at once, — . 

Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise : 
And— -after conflict, such as was suppos’d 
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy’d. 

When with a happy storm they were surpris’d. 

And curtain’d with a counsel- keeping cave, — 

We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms, 

Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber ; 
Whilst hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious 
birds, 

Be unto us, as is a nurse’s song 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aar . Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 

What signifies my deadly-standing eye, 

My silence, and ray cloudy melancholy ? 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls. 

Even as an adder, when she doth unroll 
To do some fetal execution? 

No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 

Vengeance is in my, heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora,— the empress of my soul. 

Which never hopes more heaven tlsm rests in 
. thee, — 

This is the day of doom for Bassiantis ; 

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day : 

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity. 

And wash their hands in Bassianus* blood. 

Seest thou this letter? take it up I pray thee, 


And give the king this fatal -plotted scroll:— 

Now question me no more, we are espied ; 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty. 

Which dreads not yet their lives* destruction. 

Tam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than 
life l 

Aar. No more, great empress, Bassianus come* : 

Be cross with him ; and I’ll go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe’er they be, [Exit 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 

Bas. Whom have we here? Rome’s royal em- 
press, 

Unftirnish’d of her well beseeming trdt>g 9 
Or is it Dian, habited like her. 

Who hath abandoned her holy groves, $; 

To see the general hunting in this forest? 

Lav. Saucy controller of our private steps. 

Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had, 

Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Actaeon’s; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperess, 

’Tis thought yon have a goodly gift in horning ; 

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments : 

Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day! 

’Tis pity, they should take him for a stag. 

Bas. Believe me, queen, your swarm Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue, 

Spotted, detested, and abominable. 

Why are you sequester’d from all your train ? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed 
And v/auder’d hither to an obscure plot, . 

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 

If foul desire hud not conducted you ? 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport. 

Great reasou that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness. — I pray you, let us hence, 

And let her ’joy her raven- colour’d love ; 

This valley fats the purpose passing well. 

Bas. The king, ray brother, shall have note <?*' 
this. 

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him noted 
long: 

Good king Ho be so mightily abus’d! 

Tam, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gra- 
cious mother, 

Why does your highness look so pale and wan# 
Tam. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale? 
These two have ’tic’d me. hither to this place, 

A barren detested vale, you see, it is : 

The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O’ercome with moss, and baleful misletoe. 

Here never shines the sun ; here nothing 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 

And when they skew’d me this abhorred pit, 

They told me here, at dead time of the night, 

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes. 

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make such fearful and. confused cries, 

As any mortal body, hearing it, 

Should straight fall mad, or else die sudde 
No sooner had they told this hellish tale, 

But straight they told me, they would bind me 
Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

And then they call’d me, foul adulteress, 

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune 
This vengeance on me had tney executed. 

Revenge it, as you love your mother’s life, 

Or be ye not from henceforth call’d ray c 
Dem. This is a witness that I am thy 
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Chi. And this for me, struct home to shew my 
strength. ( Stabbing him likewise.) 

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis,— nay, barbarous Ta- 
mora i 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Tam. Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, nay 
boys, 

Your mother’s hand shall right your mother’s wrong. 

Bern. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
First, thrash the corn, then after burn the straw : 
This minion stood upon her chastity, 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 

And with that painted hope braves your mighti- 
ness : . ■■ 

And shall she carry tin's unto her grave ? 

Chi.* An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 

And make his dead trunk pillow to our Inst. 

Tam. But when you have the honey you desire, 
Let not this wasp out-live, us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that 
sure. — 

Come mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav . 0 Tamora 1 thou bear’st a woman's face, — 
Tam. I will not hear her speak ; away with her. 
Lav. Sweet fords, entreat her hear me but a 
word. 

Vein. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears; but he your heart to them, 

As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. Wheu did the tiger’s young ones teach the 
• dam? : ■ ■ 

O, do hot learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 

The milk thou snck’dstfrom her, did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny — 

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike; 

Do thou entreat her shew a woman pity. 

{To Chiron.) 

Chi. What! would’st thou have me prove my- 
self a bastard ? 

Lav. ’Tis true; the raven doth not hatch a lark; 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now l) 

The lion, mov’d with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par’d all away. 

Some sav, that ravens foster forlorn children, 

The whilst their own hirds famish in their nests : 

0, be to me, though thy hard heari say no. 

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful. 

Tam. I know not what it means ; away with her. 
Lav. G, let me teach thee ! for my father’s sake. 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slain 
thee, 

Be not obdurate, upon thy deaf ears. 

Tam. Had’st thou in person ne’er offended me. 
Even for his sake am I pitiless 
Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain, 

To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 

But fierce Andronious would not relent ; 

Therefore away with her, and use her as vou will ; 
The worse to her, the better lov’d of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen, 

And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 

For ’tis not life, that I have begg’d so long ; 

Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died, 

Tam. What begg’st thou then ? fond woman, let 
me (more, 

’Tis present death I beg; and one thing’ 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell; 

O, keep me from their worse than killing lust, 

And tumble me into some loathsome pit: 
Wheremeven man’s eye may behold my body : 

Do this, arid be a charitable murderer, 
xr J&wW I rob m Y sweet sons of their fee : 

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Vein. Away, for thou hast staid us here too long. 

gFaCe? n ° W0manil0 °6? Ah, beastly 

The oreaf " r<1 

Co) 


Chi. Nay, then I’ll stop your mouth Bring 
thou her husband ; (Bragging off Lavinia .) 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

[Exeunt 

Tain. Farewell, my sons : see, that you make 
her sure : 

Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed. 

Till all the Andronici be made away. 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [ExU 

Scene IV.— The same. 

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Martius. 
Aar. Come on, my lord ; the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 

Where I espied the panther fast asleep. 

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate’er it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you ; wer’t not for 
shame. 

Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

(Mar tius falls into the pit.) 
Quin. What, art thou fallen? What subtle hole 
is this, 

Whose; month is cover’d with ruder-growing briars;. 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new- shed blood, 

As fresh as morning’s dew distifl’d on flowers? 

A very fatal place it seems to me : — _ 

Speak, brother, hast thou bnrt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 

Aar. (Aside.) Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here; 

That he thereby may give a likely guess. 

How these were they that made away his brother. 

[Exit. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help nte 
out 

From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hole ? 

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear : 

A chilling sweat o’er-runs my trembling joints ; 

My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart# 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 

And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate 
heart 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise ; 

O, tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now 
Was l a child, to fear I know not what 
Mart . Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here. 

All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb. 

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know ’tis he? 
Mart . Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 

Which, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthly cheeks, 

And shews the ragged entrails of this pit : 

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 

When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood. 

0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 

1 f fe ar hath mad e thee faint, as me it hath, — 

Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus’ misty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help the® 
out; 

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

I may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus- grave, 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy 
. kelp* -[again. 

Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loose 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below : 
r Jthou canst not come to me, I come to thee. 

( Falls in.) < 

Enter Saturninus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me I’ll see what hole is Uet% 
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And what he is, that now is leap’d into it.— 

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour, 

To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat My brother dead ? I know, thou dost but 
' jest ; 

He and his lady both are at the lodge. 

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 

*Tis not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart. We know not where you left him all alive. 
But, out alas I here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora, with Attendants ; Titus Andro- 
nicus, and Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my lord the king ? 

Sat. Here, Tamora ; though griev’d with killing 
grief. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

Sat Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound ; 

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam . Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 

(Giving a letter.) 

The com plot of this timeless tragedy ; 

And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat. {Reads.) An if we miss to meet him hand- 
somely , — 

Sweet huntsman , Bassianus ’ tis , we mean,— 

Do thou so much as dig the grave for him ; 

Thou know'st our meaning : hook for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree , 

Which over shades the mouth of that same pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Bassiatius. 

Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends. 

O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ? 

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree. 

Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out, 

That should have murder’d Bassianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

• ( Shewing it.) 

Sat Two of thy whelps, {to Tit) fell curs of 
bloody kind, 

Have here bereft my brother of his life : — 

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 

There let them bide, until we have devis’d 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam. What, are they in this pit ? O wond’rous 
thing ! 

How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed. 

That this fell fault of my accursed sons. 

Accursed, if the fault be prov’d in them,— 
i Sat If it be prov’d ! you see, it is apparent. — 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 

Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up. t 
Tit. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 

For by my father’s reverend tomb, I vow, 

They shall be ready at your highness’ will, 

To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them ; see, thou follow 
me. 

Some bring the murder’d body, some the murderers : 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death. 
That end upon them should be executed. ^ 

Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 

‘ Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 

Tit Gome, Lucius, come j stay not to talk with 
them. [Exeunt severally. 

Scene V.— The same. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavjnia, ra- 
vished ; her hands cut off and her tongue cut out. 
Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak. 
Who ’twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish’d thee. 


Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean 
ingso: ■ ■ 

And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 
Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can 
scowl. [hands. 

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to 
wash ; 

And so let’s leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An ’twere my case, I should go hang my- 
self. 

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 
cord. [ Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron. 

Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who’s this, — my niece, that flies away so 
fast? 

Cousin, a word ; where is your husband ? — 

If I do dream, ’would all my wealth would, wake 
me! 

If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 

That I may slumber in eternal sleep I 
Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopp’d, and hew’d, and made thy body bar 
Of her two branches? those sweet ornaments. 

Whose circling shadows kings have sought / \ 
sleep in j 

And might not gain so great an happiness, 

As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ?— 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood. 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr’d with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 

Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But, sure, some Tereus hath defloor’d thee ; 

And, lest thou should’st detect him, cut thy tongue 
Ah ! now thou t.urn’st away thy face for shame ! 

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood, — 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,— 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s face. 

Blushing to be encounter’d with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee ? shall I say, ’tis so? 

0, that I knew thy heart ; aud knew the beast. 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind ! 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp’d, 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue, 

And in a tedious sampler sew’d her mind : 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better sew’d than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute. 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them , 
He would not then have touch’d them for his life : 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, 

Which that sweet tongue hath made, 

He would have dropp’d his knife, and fell asleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind : 

For such a sight will blind a father’s eye : 

One hour’s storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole months of tears thy father s eyes ? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 

0, could our mourning ease thy misery! [Exeunt 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Rome. A Street. 

Enter Senators , Tribunes, and Officers of Justice, 
with Martius and Quintus, bound, passing on 
to the place of execution ; Titus going before, 
pleading. 

Tit Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay t 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent ' ’ 

In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 

For all my blood in Home's great quarrel shed ; 

For all the frosty nights that I have watch’d ; 

And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
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Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 

Whose souls are not corrupted as r tis thought ! 

For two and twenty sons I ne ver wept. 

Because they died in honour’s lofty bed. 

For these, these tribunes, in the dust I write 

( Throwing himself on the ground .) 
My heart’s deep languor, and my soul’s sad tears. 
Let my tears staunch the earth’s dry appetite ; 

My sons’ sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 

[Exeunt Sen., Trib Q'c. with the prisoners, 
O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain, 

That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 

Than youthful April shall with all his showers: 

In summer’s drought, Til drop upon thee still ; 

In winter, with warm tears I’ll melt the snow. 

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face, 

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons’ blood. 

Enter Lucius with his sword drawn . 

0, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 

And let me say, that never wept before. 

My tears are now prevailing orators, 
hue. 0, noble father, you lament in vain ; 

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit, Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead: 
Grave tribunes, once more 1 entreat of you. 

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you 
speak. . 

Tit. Why, ’tis no matter, man : if they did hear, 
They would not mark me; or, if they did mark, 

All bootless to them, they’d not pity me. 

Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 

Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 

Yet, in some sort, they’re better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears and seem to weep with me; 

And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 1 

Rome could afford no tribune like to these. 

• A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than 
stones : 

A stone is silent, and offendeth not; 

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to 
death, [drawn ? 

But wherefore stand’st thou with thy weapon 
Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their death : 
ror which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

mOhapoy manl they have befriended thee. 
Why foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive, 

1 hat Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 

Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey. 

But me and mine : How happy art thou then, 
rrom these devourers to be banished ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

~ M<* r ’ Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep : 

Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break; 

1 consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it them 
Mar . J his was thy daughter. 
lit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 

me • object kills me ! 

Tit, Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her:— 
Bpeak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father’s sight? 

What fool hath added water to the sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 

My grief was at the height before thou cam’st, 

And now, like Niius, it disdaineth bounds.— 

Give roe a sword, I’ll chop off my hands too ; 
tor they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 

And they have* nurs’d this woe, in feeding life • 
lu bootless prayer have they been held * 

And they have serv’d roe to effectless use : 

? ! servi . ce I require of them 

iff, that the one will help to cut the other.— 


Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands ; 

For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr’d 
thee ? 

Mar. 0, that delightful engine of her thoughts. 
That biabb’d them with such pleasing eloquence* 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage; 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear I 
Luc. 0, say thou for her, who hath done thil 
deed? 

Mar. 0, thus I found her, straying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herself; as doth the deer, 

That hath receiv’d some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer; and he, that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead: 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 

Environ’d with a wilderness of sea ; 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave. 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 

This way to death my wretched sons are gone : 
Here stands my other son, a banish’d man ; 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes ; 

Rut that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn. 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul* — 

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me ; What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so ? 

Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears ; 

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr’d thee : 

Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death. 

Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 

When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather’d lily almost wither’d. 

Mar . Perchance, she weeps because they kill’d 
her husband : 

Ferchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kilbthy husband, then be joyful, 
Because the law hath ta’eu revenge on them. — 

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; , 

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.— 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips ; 

9S n ake some slgns k° w I may do thee ease : 

Shall thv good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain ; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain’d ? Like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 

Ana m the fountain shall we gaze so long, 

IjII the fresh taste be taken from that clearness* 

And made a brine pit with our brtter tears ? 

Ur shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 

Ur shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shew# 
Hass the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What shall we do ? let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot some device of further misery. 

To make us wonder’d at in time to come. 

Luc* Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at vom 

0 L gnef ’ 

bee, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. I atience, dear niece :-Good Titus, dry 
throe eyes. * 

Tit. Ab, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot, 

1 by napkin cannot drink a tear of mine 

x or thou, poor man, hast drown’d it with thine own. 
my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
lit Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand he* 

. : .signs: '.■■■■ 

Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
Lhat to her brother which I said to thee : 

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, , 
vaad° no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 

U, what a sympathy of woe is this ? 

As far from help as limbo is from bliss! 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the empero 
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Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 

Or any one of yon, chop off your hand. 

And send it to the king: he for the same, 

Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 

And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 

Tit, O, gracious emperor I 0, gentle Aaron! 

Did ever raven sing so like a lark, 

That gives sweet tidings of the sun’s uprise ? 

With all my heart, I’ll send the emperor 
My hand: 

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc . Stay, father : for that no-ble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down so many enemies. 

Shall not be sent: my hand will serve the turn: 


My youth can better spare my blood than you; 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers’ lives. 


Mar . But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit, If there were reason for these miseries. 
Then into limits could I bind my woes ; [flow? 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o’er- 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threat’ning the welkin with his big-swoln face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ? 

I atn the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow 1 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs; 

Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown’d : 

For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 

Then give me leave : for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 


Mar . Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 

And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe. 

Writing destruction on the enemies’ castles? 

O, none of both but are of high desert: 

My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death: 

Then have I kept it to a worthy end . 

Aar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go 
along, 

For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

Lite , ^ . By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more; such wither’d herbs 
as these 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And, for our father’s sake, and mother’s 


Now let me shew a brother’s love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand. 
Luc. Then I’ll go fetch an axe. 

Mar. But I will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 
Tit Come hither, Aaron ; I’ll deceive them both ; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine, 

Aar. If that be call’d deceit, I will he honest. 
And never, whilst I live* deceive men so ; — 

But I’ll deceive you in another sort, 

And that you’ll say, ere half an hour can pass. 

(Aside. Re cuts off Titus's hand.) 


Enter a Messenger ivith two heads and a hand. 

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor. 

Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 

And here’s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent hack; 
Thy griefstheir sports, thy resolution mock’d : 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes. 

More than remembrance of my father’s death. [Exit 
Mar. Now let hot iEtna cool in Sicily, 

And he my heart an ever-burning hell ! 

These miseries are more than may be borne ! 

To weep with t^iera that weep doth ease some deal, 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. [wound 
Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat 1 
That ever death should let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

(Lavinia kisses him.) 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless. 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit When will this fearful slumber have an end? 
Alar. Now farewell flattery: Die, Andronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons’ heads; 


Thy warlike hand : tby mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish’d s 


Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit Now, stay your strife; what shall be, is 
despatch’d. — 

Good Aaron, give Ins majesty my hand : 

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers : bid him bury it; 

More hath it merited, that let it have. 

As for ray sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas’d at an easy price ; 

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand, 

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee : 

Their heads, I mean.— O, how this villany (Aside.) 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like bis lace. [Exit, 
Tit O, here I lift this one hand tip to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 

If any power pities wretched tears, 

To that I call : — What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 

(To Lavinia.) 

Do then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our 
prayers; 

Or with our sighs we’ll breathe the welkin dim, 

And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O brother, speak with possibilities, 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 


„ I son, with this dear sight 

Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 

Ah I now no more will I control thy griefs ; 

Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sig? 
The closing up of our m6st wretched ey es I 
Now is a time to storm : why art thou still ? 

Tit Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Why dost thou laugh? it fits not w* th. 3 ® 
Tit Why, I have not another tear to she* 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, 

And would usurp upon my wat’ry eyes. 

And make them blind with tributary tears : 

Then which way shall I find revenge’s cav- ■ 

For these two heads do seem to speak to ie 5 
And threat me, I shall never come to bhY 


Till all these mischiefs be return’d agait , 

mltd.theni. 


Even in their throats that have commit** 

Come, let me see what task I have to — 

You heavy people, circle me about; 

That I may turn me to each one of yo 
And swear unto my soul to right you wrongs. 

The vow is made. — Come, brother, ake a head; 
And in this hand the other will I b <^ : 

Lavinia, thou shalt be employed irthese things ; . 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, Hween thy teeth 
As for thee, boy, go, get thee fi' m m y sl E“t i 
Thou art an exile, and thou mur»°t stay ; 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an-rmy there : 

And, if you love me, as I thin T y° u do. 

Let’s kiss and part, for we hae much to do. # ^ 
[Exeunt Titus , Jfarcus, and Limn Mi 
Luc. Farewell, Andronic^ my noble, father; 
The woeful’st man that eveidv’d ui Rome I # 
Farewell, proud Rome ! ti- Lucius come again. 
He leaves his pledges dear* than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my node sister; 

O, ’would thou wert as thu ’tofore hast been! 
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But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrougs; 

And make proud Saturninus and his empress 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, .. 

To be reveng’d on Home and Saturnine. [Exit. 

Scene II.— A Boom in Titus's House. A Banquet 
set out. 

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young 
Lucius, a boy . 

Tit. So, so; now sit : and look, yon eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in ns 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot; 

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot passionate our ten-fold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery, 

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh, 

Then thus I thump it down.— 

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

(To Lavinia.) 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating,^ 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 

Or get some little knife between thy teeth. 

Ana just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 

May run into that sink, and, soaking in. 

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fv, brother, fy ! teach her not thus to lay ■] 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote 
already? 

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 

What violent hands can she lay on her life ? 

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands; — 
To bid ABneas tell the tale twice o’er, 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ? 

'), handle not the theme, to talk of hands; 

<est we remember still, that we have none. — 
y, fy, how franticly I square my talk ! 

5 if we should forget we had no hands, 

Marcus did not name the word of hands! — 

Lgte, let’s fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this : — 
is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says; — 
*2 interpret all her martyr’d signs ; — 

^h%ys, she drinks no other drink but tears, 

Bre^d with her sorrows, mesh’d upon her cheeks : — 
^P^Juless complainer, I will learn thy thought; 

* a ‘Jdumb action will I be as perfect, 

£?■ be ?ing hermits in their holy prayers : 
i hou %lt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 
P° r ' v \, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
aVV these, will wrest an alphabet. 

And, bytii 1 practice, learn to know thy meaning. 

ooy. tjocj grandsire, leave' these bitter deep 
M Vents i 

M merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar. the tender boy, in passion mov’d, 
Do ^V v f, e P \ see his grandsire’s heaviness. 

1 A tender sapling ; thou art made of 

And tears wihj^jc^jy ^elt thy life away.— . 
xxtL i j 4 \t*«cus strikes the dish with a knife.) 
What dosl tho^trike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 
At that\at I have kill’d, my lord ; a fly. 

“ heart ° Inur< ^ erer • ^au kili’st my 

? re ,^ oy ? v ‘ ew °I tyranny : 

A. deed of death, d^ e on the innocent, 

Becomes |ot Titus’ Wher; Get thee gone: 

l see, thou art not fc^y company. 

V?/' my lo & 1 have but kill’d a fly. 

"‘it tow, if ^at fly had a father and 
mother ? \ 

How would .he hang hinder gilded wings, 


' And buz lamenting doings in the air? 

Poor harmless fly ! 

That with his pretty buzzing melody. 

Came here to make us merry ; and thui hast kill’d 
him. # [fly. 

Mar . Pardon me, sir ; ’twas a black ill-favour’a 
Like to the empress’ Moor ; therefore I kill’d him. 
Tit. 0,0,0 ! 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou hast done a cnantable deed. 

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 

Come hither purposely to poison me. — - 
There’s for thyself, and that’s for Tamora.— 

Ah, sirrah ! — 

Yeti do think we are not brought so low, 

But that, between us, we can kill a fly, 

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar. AJas, poor man ! grief has so wrought o 
him, 

He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit. Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 

I’ll to thy closet, and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old. — 

Come, boy, and go with me; thy sight is young, 

And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

. [Exeunt 

ACT IV. 

Scene I . — The same. Before Titus's House , 

Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young 
Lucius, Lavinia running after him. 

Boy. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why : — 

Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes 1 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine 
aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Home, she did. 
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these 
signs? # [mean: 

Tit . Fear her not, Lucius: — Somewhat doth sh« 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Head to her sons, than she hath read to thee, 

Sweet poetry, and Tully’s Orator. 

Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I gues 3 , 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her: 

For I have heard my grandsire say full oft. 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Han mad through sorrow : That made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did. 

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, [} 
Causeless, perhaps : But pardon me, sweet 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 

I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

(Lavinia turns over the books which Lucius 
has let fall) 

Tit. How now, Lavinia ? — Marcus, what means 
this? 

Some book there is that she desires to see :— 
Which is it, girl, of these ?— Open them, boy.-# 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d ; 

Come, and take choice of all my library. 

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed.— 

Why lifts she up her armsin sequence thus? 

Mar, I think, she means, that there Was mow 
than one 

Confederate in the fact ; — Ay, more there was 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 
lit. Lucias, what book is that she tosseth so? 
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Boy. Grandsire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamorphosis ; 

My mother gave’t me. 

Mar . For love of her that’s gone. 

Perhaps she cull’d it from among the rest. 

Tii. Soft! see, how busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her 

What would she find ? — Lnvinia, shall I read? 

This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Terens’ treason, and his rape; 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy, [leaves. 
Mar. Stepbrother, see ! note, how she quotes the. 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris’d, sweet girl, 
Ra vish’d, and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 

Forc’d in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods ? — 
See, see ! — 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 

(O, had we never, never hunted there!) 

Pattern’d by that the poet here describes, 

Ry nature made for murders and for rapes. 

Mar. O t why should nature build so foul a den. 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, — for here are none 
^ '' but friends, — ■ . . 

What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarqain erst, 
hat left the camp to sin in Lucrece’ bed ? 

Mar* Sit down, sweet niece ; — brother, sit down 
by me. — 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 

Inspire me, that I may this treason find !— 

My lord, look here ; — Look here, Lavinia : 

This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst, j 

This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

(He writes his name with his staff, and guides 
it with his feet and mouth.) 

Curs’d be that heart, that forc’d us to this shift! — 
Write thou, good niece; and here display, at last. 
What God will have discover’d for revenge : 

Heaven guide thy pen lo print thy sorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth! 

(She takes the staff in her mouth, and guides 
it with her stumps, and writes.) 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath 
writ?. , 

Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar . What, what ! — the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Dominator poll, 

Tam letitus audis scelera i tarn lentus vides? 

Mar . O, calm thee, gentle lord! although I 
know, 

There is enough written upon this earth. 

To stir a mutiny in the. mildest thoughts, 

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. * 

My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector’s hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere. 

And father, of that chaste dishonour’d dame. 

Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece* rape,— 

That we will prosecute, by good advice, 

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 

And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit* ’Tis sure enough, an you knew how; 

But if you hurt these bear-whelps, .then be ware ; 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once, 
She’s with the lion deeply still in league, 

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back, 

And, when he sleeps, will she. do what she list 
You're a omig huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 

And with a gad of steel will write these words. 
And lay it by : the angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sybil’s leaves, abroad, 
And where’s your lesson then .?•— Boy, what say 
you? 

Boy* I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother’s bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar, Ay, that’s my boy I thy father hath full oft 


For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live. 

Tit . Come, go with me into mine armoury, 
Lucius, I’ll fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress’ sons . 

Presents, that I intend to send them both : 

Come, come ; thou’it do thy message, wilt thou not! 
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosomy 
grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so; I’ll teach thee anothei 
course. 

Lavinia, come : — Marcus, look to my house ; 

Lucius and I’ll go brave it at the court ; 

Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we’ll. be waited on. 

(Exeunt Titus, Lavinia, and Boy*] 
Mar. 0 heavens, can you hear a good man groan. 
And not relent, or nift compassion him ?— 

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy; 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart, 

Than foeraen’s marks upon his batter’d shield : 

But yet so just, that he will not revenge : — 

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus I [Exit 

Scene II . — The same. A Boom in the Palace* 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, at one 
door ; at another do or, young Lucius, and an 
Attendant, with a bundle of weapons, and 
verses writ upon them . 

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius ; 

He hath some message to deliver to us. 

Aar * Ay, some mad message from his mad 
grandfather. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may, 

I greet your honours from Andronicus ;— 

And pray the Roman gods confound you both ! 

(Aside.) 

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius : What’s the 
news? 

Boy. That you are both decipher'd, that’s the news. 
For villains mark’d with rape. (Aside.) May it 

J dease you, 

sire, well- ad vis’d, hath sent by me 
Thelgoodliest weapons of his armoury. 

To gratify your honourable youth. 

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say. 

And so I do ? and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that, whenever you have need, 

You may be armed and appointed well : 

And so I leave you both, (Aside.) like bloody vil- 
lains. [Exeunt Boy and Attendant. 

| Dem. What’s here ? a scroll ; and written round 
j Let’s see :. . [about ? 

Integer vilce, scelerisque pnrus~ 

Non eget Mauri jacutis, nec arm. 

Chi. O, ’tis a verse in Horace; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. fhave it. 

Aar. Ay, just! — a verse m Horace right, you 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass’ , \ 

Here’s no sound jest ’..the old man hath 1 
found their guilt; f 

And sends the weapons wrapp’d about wdlh ! 

lines, . . [quick. \ Aside. 

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the i 
But were our witty empress well a foot, I 
She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit, i 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — / 

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy star 
Led u® to Rome, strangers, and, more than so. 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 

It did me good, before the palace gate, . 

To brave the tribune in his brother’s hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to see so a great lord 
Basely insinuate, and send ns gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ? 

Did you not use bis daughter very friendly f 
Dem. I would, we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say 
amen. ' ' 
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V hi. Arad that would she for twenty thousand more. 
Deni, Come, let us go! and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar, Pray to the devils ; the gods have given 
ns o’er. (Aside. Flourish.) 

DemlWhy do the emperor’s trumpets flourish thus? 
Chi. Belike* for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Bern, Soft; who comes here? 

Enter a Nurse , with a black- a-moor child in her 
arms . 

Nur. ' Good-morrow, lords ; 

0, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor. 

Aar. Wei), more, or less, or ne’er a wit at all, 
Here Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur . 0 gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

Aar . Whv, what a caterwauling dost thou keep ? 
What dost tnou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 

Nur, 0, that which I would hide from heaven’s eye, 
Our empress’ shame, and stately Rome’s disgrace;— 
She is deliver’d, lords, she is deliver’d. 

Aar . To whom ? 

Nur. I mean, she’s brought to bed. 

Aar , Well, God 

Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her ? j 
Nur, A devil. 

Aar, Why, then she’s the devil’s dam ; a joyful 
issue. [sue : 

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful is- 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 

The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger’s point. 

Aar. Oat, out, you whore! is black so base a hue? 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 
Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aar. Done ! that which thou 

Cans! not undo. 

Chi. # _ Thou hast undone our mother. 
Aar. Villain , I have done thy mother. 

Bern. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn’d her loathed choice ! 
Accurs’d the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi. It shall not live. 

Aar. # It shall not die. 

Nur. Aaron, it must : the mother wills it so. 

- Aar. What, must it, nurse ? then let no man, but I, 
Dp execution on my flesh and blood. 

Jpem. I’ll broach the tadpole on my rapier’s point : 
give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it. 
Aar, Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up. 

( Takes the child from the nurse, and draws.) 
Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother 1 -* 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 

That shone so brightly when this boy was got. 

He dies upon my scimitar’s sharp point, 

That touches this my first-born son and heir ! 

JteW yoa, younglings, not Enceladus, 

With all his threat’ning band of Tvphon’s brood. 

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 

Shall seize this prey out of his father’s hands. 

What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 

X e white-hm d walls! ye alehouse painted signs ! 
Coal-black is better than another hue : 

In that it scorns to bear another hue. 

For ail the water in the ocean 

Can never turn a Swan’s black legs to white, 

Althoughshelaveikem hourly in the flood. 

Tell the emperess from me, I am of age 
T °rt eep KV?, e own ? excuse it how she can. 

Dem. Wi 1 t thoa betray thy noble mistress thus? 
Aar. My mistress is my mistress : this, myself: : 
2J. e v p r ur > picture of my youth : 

This, before ail the wo$d do I prefer ; 
lias, maugre all the world, will I keep safe, 

Uraomc of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 
rnP'Jfl thls ,3 a [ mother is for ever sham’d. 

£r 5? me W despise -her for this foul escape. 
Nur. I he emperor, m his rage, will doom her death. 


Chi. I blush to think upon this ignominy. 

Aar. Why, there’s the privilege your beauty bears, 
fj, treacherous hue l that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart ! ' 

Here’s a young lad fram’d of another leer : 

Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father* 
As who should say, Old lad, I am thine own. 

He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 

And, from that womb, where you imprison’d were 
.He is enfranchised and come to light ; " J 

Nay, he’s your brother by the surer side, 

Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

Nur. Aaron, what shall I stay unto the empress? 
Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 

Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar. Then sit we down, and let ns all consult 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 

Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

^ r _ (They sit on the ground .) 

Dem. How many women saw this child of his ? 
Aar. Why, so, brave lords; When we ail job 
in league,, 

I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor, 

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness. 

The oceans swells not so as Aaron storms. — 

But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself, 

And no one else, but the deliver’d empress. 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and vourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third’s away; 

Go to the empress ; tell her, this I Said 

, , , , . (Stabbing her.) 

Weke, weke !— so cries a pig prepared to the spit. 
Dem. vyhat mean’st thou, Aaron? WherefW 
didst thou this ? 

Aar, O lord, sir, His a deed of policy : 

Shall she live to betray this guil t of ours ? 

A long-tongu’d babbling gossip ? no. lords, new 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 

Not far, one Muliieus lives, my countryman. 

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed; 

His child is like to her, fair as you are : 

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold. 

And tell them both the circumstance of all ; 

And how by this their child shall be advanc’d. 

And be received for the emperor’s heir, 

And substituted in the place of mine, 
f° ^ tempest whirling in the court; 

And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, lords ; ye see that I have given her physic, 
(Pointing to the NurseA 
And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 

I he fields are near, and you are gallant groonw; 
l his done, see that you take no longer days, 

"Ut send the midwife presently to me. 

The midwife, and the nurse, well made awav, 

1 hen let the ladies tattle what they please. 

C" 1 ' Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem, For this care of Tamora, 

Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 

[Exeunt Dem and Chi. bearing off the Nuru. 
Aar -Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies; 
lhere to dispose this treasure in mine arms. 

And secretly to greet the empress’ friends.— 

Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave. I’ll bear you hence; 
r>n r 5 s you ^ at P uts us to onr shifts : 

V j r j you fee< * on berries and on roots, 

And feed on curds and whey, and sack the goat. 

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. 

Scene III. — The same . * A public Place. 

Enter THtus, bearing arrows , with letters at the 
ends of them ,* with him Marcus, young Lucius. 
and other Gentlemen, with bows. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinsmen, this is tho 
way:— 


l 
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Sir boy, now let me see your archery : 

Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there straight: 
Terras Astra a reliquit : 

Be you remember’d, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s tied. 
Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets : 

Happily you may find her in the sea ; 

Yet there’s as little justice, as at laud : 

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 

Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade, 

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth ; 

Then, when you come to Pinto’s region, . 

I pray you, deliver him this petition ; 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid ; 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.— 

Ah, Rome ! — Well, well: I made thee miserable. 
What time I threw the people’s suffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me.— 

"Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all. 

And leave you not a man of war unsearch’d : 

This wicked emperor may have shipp’d her hence, 
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar , 0, Publius, is not this a heavy case, 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly ns concerns, 

By day and night to attend him carefully ; 

And feed his humour kindly as we may. 

Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 

Join with the Goths; and with revengeful war 
Ta e wreak on Rome for this ingratitude. 

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my masters ? 
What, have you met with her? 

Pul. No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you shall : 

Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’d. 

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else. 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 

No big-bon’d men, fram’d of the Cyclops’ size : 

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back; 

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can 
bear: 

And, si rh there is no justice in earth nor hell, 

We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods. 

To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear. You are an archer, Marcus. 

{He gives them the arrows.) 
AdJovem, that’s for you Here, adApollinem : — 
Ad Martem , that’s lor myself : — 

Here, boy, to Pallas : — Here, to Mercury : 

To Saturn, Caiusi, not to Saturnine,— 

You were ns good to shoot against the wind. — 

To it, hoy. Marcos, loose when Ibid : 

O my word, I have written to effect; 

There’s not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar . Kinsmen,shoot all your shafts into the court 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride, 

Tit* N aw, masters, draw. {They shoot) 0, well 
said, Lucius ! 

Good boy, in Virgo’s lap ; give it Pallas. 

Mar . A?y : lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha ! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done ? 
See. see, thou hast shot off one. of Taurus’ horns. ^ 
Mar . This was the sport, my lord : when Publius 
shot, 

The bull being gall’d gaves Tries such a knock, 
That down fell both the Ram’s horns in the court. 
And who should find them but the empress’ villain? 
She laugh’d, and told the Moor, he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit Why, there it goes: God give your lordship 
joyf 


Enter a Clown, with a basket, and two pigeons* 

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is 
come. — 

Sirrah, what tidings 1 have you any letters ? 

Shall l have justice ? what says J upiter ? 

Clo. Ho! the gibbet-maker? he says, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man must not 
be hanged till the next week. 

Tit But what says Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clo. A. las, sir, I know not Jupiter ; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art thou not the carrier ? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing else. 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven , 
Clo. Prom heaven ? alas, sir, I never came there : 
God forbid, I should be so bold to press to heaven 
in my young days. Why, J am going with my 
igeons to the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of 
rawl betwixt my uncle and one of the emperial’a 
men. 

Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve 
for your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to 
the emperor from you. 

Tit Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace r 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in 
all my life. 

Tit Sirrah, come hither ; make no more ado, 

But give your pigeons to the emperor: 

By me thou shall have justice at his hands. 

Hold, hold; — mean while, here’s money for thy 
charges. 

Give me a pen and ink. — 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication? 
Clo. Ay, sir. 

Tit Then here is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to him, at the first approach, you 
must kneel; then kiss his foot; then deliver up 
your pigeons ; and then look for your reward : I’tt 
be at hand, sir : see yon do it bravely. 

Clo. I warrant you, sir; let me alone. 

Tit Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, let me see & 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; 

For tnou hast made it like an humble suppliant:— 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor. 

Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo. God ’be with you, sir; I will. 

Tit Come, Marcus, let’s go:— Publius, follow 
me. [Exeunt. 

Scene IY. — The same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, 
Lords, and others. Saturninus, with the ar- 
roivs hi his hand , that Titus shot 
Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these.? Wtf 
ever seen 

Aw emperor of Rome thus overborne. 

Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent 
Of legal justice, us’d in such contempt? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 

However these disturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people’s ears, there nought hath pass’d. 

But even with law, against the wilful sons 

Of old Andronicus. And what an if * 

His sorrows have so overwhelm’d his wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks. 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redress : 

See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury; 

This to Apollo ; this to the god of war : 

Sweet scrolls to liy about the streets of Romfcl 
What’s this, but libellbg against the senate* 

And blazoning our injustice every where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 

As who should say, in Rome wo justice weer. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecstacies 
Shall be wo shelter to these outrages : 

But he and his shall know, that justice lives 
\ In Saturninus’ health : whom, if she sleep. 
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Act V. 


c’ll so awake, as she in fury shall 

Oat oft’ the proud’st conspirator that lives. ^ 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 

Calm thee, and bear the fault of Titus’ age, 
he effects of sorrow for his valiant sons. 

Whose loss hath pierc’d him deep, and scarr’d his 
heart ; ■ ■ . ■ ■ ■ 

And rather comfort his distressed plight, 

Than prosecute the meanest, or the best. 

For these contempts.— Why, thus it shall become 
High-wilted Tamora to gloze with all : (Aside.) 

But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wise, 

Then is all safe, the anchor’s in the port — - 

Enter Clown . 

How now, good fellow ? would’st thou speak with us ? 
Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistershiu be imperial. 
Tam. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 
Clo. ’Tis he.— God, and saint Stephen, give you 
good den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple 
of pigeons here. (Saturninus reads the letter.) 
Sat Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 
Clo. How much money must I have ? 

Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be hang’d. 

Clo. Hang’d ! By’r lady, then I have brought up a 
neck to a fair end. (Exit, guarded.) 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs 1 
Shall I endure this monstrous villany ? 

1 know from whence this same device proceeds ; 
May this be borne ? — as if his traitorous sons, 

That died by law for murder of our brother. 

Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully.— 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 

Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege.— 

For this proud mock, I’ll be thy slaughter-man ; 

Sly frantic wretch, that holp’st to make me great, 

In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter Mmuvs. 

What news with thee, iEmilius ? 

Mmil. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had 
more cause ! 

The Goths have gather'd head ; and with a power 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil, 

They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus; 

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
These tidings nip me : and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with 
storms. 

Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 

Tis he the common people love so much ; 

Myself hath often overheard them say, 

When I have walked like a private man. 

That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully, 

And they have wish’d that Lucius were their em- 
_ Peror. [strong? 

Tam. Why should you fear ? is not your city 
Sat Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius; 

^lid will revolt from me, to succour him. [name. 
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy 
do fly in it ? 
urds to sing, 
they mean thereby ; 
shadow of his wings, 
their melody : 
the giddy men of Rome, 
sor thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 
will enchant the old Andronicus 
YVith words more sweet, and yet more dangerous, 
han baits to fish, or honev-stalks to sheep ; 
en as the - one is wounded with the bait, 
e other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will; 

For I can smooth, > and fill his aged ear 


With golden promises ; that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, Ins old cars deaf. 

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou before, be our ambassador : (To 
Say, that the emperor requests a parley 
01 warlike Lucius, And appoint the meeting. 

Even at his father’s house, the old Andronicus. 

Sat. iEmilius, do this message honourably : 

And if he stand on hostage for bis safety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will please him bes 
JEmiL Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

[ Exit JEtniiim 

Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 

And temper him, with all the art 1 have. 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again. 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat . Then go successfully, and plead to him. 

L Exeunt, 

ACT. V. 

Scene I. — Plains near Rome . 

Enter Lucius and Goths, with drum and colours . 

Luc. Approved warriors, aud,my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 

Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor. 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness 
Imperious, aud impatient of your wrongs : 

And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath, 

Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great Aa 

dronicus, 

Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt. 

Be bold in us : we’ll follow where thou lead’st,-— 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day, 

Led by their master to the flower’d fields, — 

And be aveng’d on cursed Tamora, 

Goths . And, as he saith, so say we all with him. 
Lite. I humbly thank him, aud I thank you all. 

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth , leading Aaron, with his child in 
his arms. 

2 Got/i. Renowned Lucius, from our troops 1 

stray’d. 


To gaze upon a ruinous monastery : 

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 

I made unto the noise ; when soou I heard 
The crying babe coutrolFd with this discourse : 
Peace, tawny slave , half me, and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art , 
Had nature lent thee hut thy mother’s look , 
Villain , thou might st have been an emperor : 

But where the hull and cow are both milk-white , 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 

Peace , villain, peace'. — even thus he rates the 
babe, — 

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 

Who, when he knows thou art the empress’ babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake. 

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush’d upon him 
Surpris’d him suddenly ; and brought him hither. 

To use as you think needful of the man. 

Buc. O worthy Goth ! this is the incarnate devil. 
That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand: 

This is the pearl that pleas’d your empress’ eye ; 
And here’s the base fruit of his burning lust — 

Say, wall-ey’cl slave, whither would’st thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 

Why dost not speak ? What ! deaf ? No ; not a word ? 
A halter, soldiers : hang him on this tree. 

And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 

Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good.— 
First hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 
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A sight to vex the father’s soul withal, [ 

Get me a ladder, | 

{A ladder brought, which Aaron is obliged 
to ascend.) m 

Aar. Lucius, save the child ; 

And bear it from rae^to the emperess. 

If thou do this, Til Shew thee wond’rous things, 

That highly may advantage thee to hear : 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

I’ll speak no more ; but vengeance rot you all ! 

Luc . Say on; and, it if please me which thou 
speak’st, 

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish’d, 

Aar. An if it please thee ? why, assure thee, Lu- 
cius, 

’Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak: 

For I most talk of murders, rapes, and massacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of mischief, treason ; villanies 
Ruthful to hear, vet piteously perform’d : 

And this shall all be buried by my death,^ 

Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; Isay, thy child shall live. 
Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will begin, 
Luc. Who should I swear by? thou belie v’st no 
god ; 

That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar . What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet,— for I know thou art religious, 

And hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 

And twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 

Which I have seen thee careful to observe, — 
Therefore I urge thy oath: For that, I know. 

An idiot hold his bauble for a god, 

And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears ; 

To that I’ll urge him : — Therefore, thou shall vow 
By that same god, what god soe’er it be. 

That thou ador’st and hast in reverence, — 

To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 

Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will. 
Aar. First, know thou, I begot him on the em- 
press. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius ! this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 

Twas her two sons that murder’d Bassianus : 

They cut thy sister’s tongue, and ravish’d her, 

And cut her hands ; and trimm’d her as thou saw’st, 
Luc. O detestable villain ! call’st thou that trim- 
ming? [and ’twas 

Aar. Why, she was wash’d, and cut, arid trimm’d ; 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luc. O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself! 
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them ; 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 

As sure a card as ever won the set ; 

That bloody mind, I think, they learn’d of me. 

As true a dog as ever fought at head.— 

Well, let ray deeds be witness of my worth. 

I traiu’d thy brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 

I wrote the letter that thy father found. 

And hid the gold within the letter mention’d. 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons ; 

And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it ? 

1 play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand ; 

And when I had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 

I pry’d me through the crevice of a wall, 

When, for his hand, he had his two sons’ heads : 
Beheld his tears, and laugh’d so heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his ; 

And when I told the empress of this sport, 

She swounded almost at my pleasing tale, 

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 

(doth. What! canst thou say all this, and never 
bhish ? 

. Aar. Ay like a black dog, as the saying is 


Luc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds ? 
Aar. Ay, that 1 had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think. 

Few come within the compass of my curse,) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 

As kill a man, or else devise his death; 

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it; 

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself; 

Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 

Make poor men’s cattle break their necks ; 

Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their team 
Oft have*! digg’d up dead men from their graves. 
And set them upright at their dear friends’ doors. 
Even when. their sorrows almost were forgot; 

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees. 

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 

Let not your sorroiv die , though 1 am dead. 

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things. 

As willingly as one would kill a fly ; 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed. 

But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die 
So sweet a death as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil. 

To live and burn in everlasting fire ; 

So I might have your company in hell, 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak, no 
more. 

Enter a Goth. 

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 

Luc. Let him come near. — 

Enter iEaiiLius. 

Welcome, ASmilius, what’s the news from Rome? 

JEmil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goth* 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me : 

And, for he understands you are in arms, 

He craves a parley at your father’s house 5 
Willing you to demand your hostages, 

And they shall be immediately deliver’d. 

1 Goth. What says our general ? 

Luc . iEmilius, let the emperor give his pledge* 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 

And we will come.— March away. [ExeunL 

Scene II. — Rome. Before Titus's House. 
Enter Tamgra, Chiron, and Demetrius, 
disguised. 

Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment. 

I will encounter with Andronicus ; 

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below. 

To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps. 

To ruminate strange plots of direrevenge; 

Tell him. Revenge is come to join with him. 

And work confusion on his enemies. [They knock) 

Enter Titus, above. 

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation? 

Is it your trick, to make me ope the door; 

That so my sad decrees may fly away. 

And all my study be to no effect ? 

You are deceiv’d : for what I mean to do. 

See here, in bloody lines I have set down; 

And what is written shall he executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee 
Tit. No, not a word : How can I grace my talk. 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 

Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tam. If thou did’st know me, thou would’st talk 
with me. 

Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well, enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson line* j 
Witness these, trenches, made by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night; 

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora: 


; 
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fg n*>t thy coming for my other hand ? 

Tam. Krunv tnou, sad man. 1 uni not Tamora ; 

Sfie is thv enrinv, and I tliy triend : 

S am Revenge ;'sent from the infernal kingdom. 

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

Bv working wreakftil vengeance on thy foes. 

Come down, and welcome me to this world’s light ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 
n There’s not a hollow cave, nor lurking-place, 

No vast obscurity, or misty vale, 

Where bloody murder, or detested rape, 

Can conch for fear, but I will find them out; 

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tit . Art thou Revenge ? anrl art thou sent to me. 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? [me. 

Tam . I am ; therefore come down, and welcome 
Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 

Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stands; 
Now give some ’surance that thou art Revenge, 

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ; 

And then I’ll come, and be thy waggoner, 

And whirl along with thee about the globes. 

Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 

And find out murderers in their guilty.caves : 

And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, , 

I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long; 

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east, 

Until his very downfall in the sea. 

And day by day I’ll do this heavy task, 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam. These are my ministers, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy ministers ? what are they 
call’d? 

Tam. Rapine, and Murder; therefore called so, 
’Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 
Tit. Good lord, how like the empress’ sonsf they 
are ! 

And you the empress ! But we wordly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

0 sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 

And, jf one arm’s embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus , from above . 
Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate’er I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits, 

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches. 

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 

And, being credulous in this mad. thought, 

I’ll make him send for Lucius, his son ; 

And, whilst I ata.banquet hold him sure, 

I’ll find some cunning practice out of hand, 

To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 

Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 

See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

, Enter Titus. 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house; — 
Rapine, and Murder, yon are welcome too:— 

How like the empress and her sous you are 1 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor; — 

Could not all hell afford you such a devil ? 

For, well I wot, the empress never wags, 

But in her company there is a Moor; 

And, would you represent our queen aright. 

It were convenient you had such a devil : 

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 
Tam. What would’sfc thou have us do, Andro- 
me us? 

t Dein. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 
CM. Shew me a villain, that hath done a rape, 
And l am sent to be reveng’d on him. 

Tam. Shew me a thousand, that have done thee 
< wrong, 

And I will be revenged on them all. [Rome ; 

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of 
Aud when thyu find’st a man that’s like thyself. 


Good Murder, stab him. he’s a murderer.— 

Go thou with him; and when it is thy hap. 

To find another that is like to thee, . 

Good Rapine, stab him; he is a ravisher.— 

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor’s court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 

Well may’st thou know her by thy own proportion 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 

I pray thee, do on them some violent death. 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well hast thou lesson’d us ; this, shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son, 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

I will bring in the empress and her sons, 

The emperor himself, and all thy foes ; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 

And on them shalt thou ease, thy angry heart. 

What says Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit. Marcus, my brother ! — ’tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter Marcus, 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 

Thou shall inquire him out among the Goths ; 

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; • 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 

Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love : and so let him. 

As he regards his aged father’s life. 

Mar. This will I do, and soon return again. [Exit. 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy business, 

And . take my ministers along with me. 

Tit . Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me ; 
Or else I’ll call my brother back again, : 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam. (To her Sons.) What say you, boys? mil 
you abide with him, * 

Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 

How I have govern’d our determin’d jest?. 

Yield to this humour, smooth and speak him fair, 

(Aside.) 

And tarry with him, till l come again. 

Tit. I know them all, though they suppose me mad ; 
And will o’er-reach them in their own devices ; 

A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. 

. (Aside.) 

J)em. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 
Tam, Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit* 

Tit. I know, thou dost; and, sweet Revenge, 
farewell. 

CM. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employ’d ? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.— 
Publius, come hither, Cains, and Valentine ! 

Enter Publius and others . 

Pub. What’s vpur will ? 

Tit. Know you these two? 

Pub. The empress’ sons, 

I take them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fy, Publius, fy ! thou art too much deceiv’d : 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other’s name : 

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 

Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them. 

Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour. 

And now I find it; therefore bind them sure. 

And stop their months, if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus . — Publius , &c. lay hold ojc 
Chiron and Demetrius. 

CM. Villains, forbear ; we are the empress’ sons. 
Pub. And therefore, do we what we are com- 
manded. — 

Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word ; 
Is he sure bound? look, that you bind them fast. 
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Re-enter Titus Andronicus, with Lavinia; she 
hearing a basin, and he a knife . 

Tit . Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy fees are 
bound. — 

Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me ; 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. — 

0 villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! , [mild ; 

Here stands the spring whom you have stain’d with 
This goodly summer with your winter mix’d. 

You kill’d her husband ; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death : 

Sly hand cut off, and made a merry jest : [dear 

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity. 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain’d and forc’d. 

What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how l mean to martyr you. 

This ene hand yet is left, to cut your throats ; 

Whilst that Lavinia ’tween her stumps doth hold 
The basin, that receives your guilty blood. 

You know, your mother means to feast with me, 
And calls herself, Revenge, and thinks me mad. — 
Hark, villains ; 1 will grind your bones to dust. 

And with your blood and it, I’ll make a paste ; 

And of the paste a coffin I will rear, 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; 

And bid that strumpet, your unhallow’d dam. 

Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 

This is the feast that I have bid her to, 

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 

For worse than Philomel you us’d my daughter. 

And worse than Progne I will be reveng’d : 

And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, come, 

(He cuts their throats.) 

Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small. 

And with this hateful liquor temper it; 

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak’d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet; which I wish may prove 
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs’ feast. 

So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook, 
And see them ready ’gainst their mother comes. 

[Exeunt, bearing the dead bodies. 

Scene III. — The same. A Pavilion, with 
tables, §*<?. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with Aaron 
prisoner . 

Luc . Uncle Marcus, since ’tis my father’s mind, 
That I repair to Rome, l am content. 

3 Goth. And ours, with thine, befall what fortune 
will. 

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous 
Moor, 

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him. 

Till he be brought unto the empress’ face, 

For testimony of her foul proceedings : 

And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 

1 fear the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear, 

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart! 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow’d slave! — 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — 

[Exeunt Goths, with Aaron. Flourish. 
The trumpets shew the emperor is at hand. 

Ente* Saturntnus and Tamora, with Tribunes, 
Senators, and others. 

Sat . What, hath the firmament more suns than 
one ? 

Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun ? 
Mar. Romes emperor, and nephew, break the 
parle ; 

These quarrels must be quietly debated. 

The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 


Hath firdain’d to an honourable end. 

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your 
Sat. Marcus, we will. # [places* 

(Hautboys sound. The Company sit down at 
table.) 

\ Enter Titus, dressed like a cook, Lavinia, veiled 
young Lucius, and others. Titus places th 
dishes on the table. 

Tit. Welcome, y gracious lord ; welcome, dre$ 
queen ; 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucias; 
And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor, 
’Twill fill your stomachs ; please you, eat of it 
Sat . Why art thou thus attir’d, Andronicus? 

Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tam . We are beholden to you, good Andronicu*. 
Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this; 

Was it well done of rash Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enforc’d, stain’d, and deflour’d ? 
Sat. It v^as, Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord? [shame. 

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her 
And by u er presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant 
For me, most wretched, to perform the like 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

(He kills Lavinia.) 

And with thy shame, thy father’s sorrow die ! 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and un- 
kind? [me blind. 

Tit. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made 
I am as woful as Virginius was; 

And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now done. 

Sat. What, was she ravish’d ? tell, who did the 
deed. [highness feed? 

Tit. Will’t please you eat? will’t please your 
Tam. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter 
thus? 

Tit Not I: ’twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 

They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue, 

And they, ’twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie*; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 

’Tis true, ’tis true ; witness ray knife’s sharp point 
(Killing Tamora.) 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 

(Killing Titus.) 

Luc. Can the son’s eye behold his father bleed ? , 
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
(Kills Saturninus. A great tumult. The peo- 
ple in confusion disperse. Marcus, Lucius , 
and their partisans ascend the steps before 
Titus's house.) 

Mar. You sad-fac’d men, people and sons ot 
By uproar sever’d, like a flight of fowl [Rom^, 

Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 

0, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter’d corn into one mutual sheaf. 

These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself ; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court’sy to, 

Like, a forioru and desperate cast-away, 

Do shameful execution on herself. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age. 

Grave witnesses of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words,— 

Speak, Rome’s dear friend; (To Lucius) as erstour 
ancestor, 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse, 

To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear, 

The story of that baleful burning night, 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


Act Y. 


, When subtle Greeks surpris’d kug Priam’s Troy ; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears. 

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 

That gives oar Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.— 
My heart is not compact of flinty nor steel ; 

Nor can I ter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory, _ 

And break my very utterance ; even i’the time 
When it should move you to attend me most. 
Lending your kind commiseration : 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother; 
And they it were that ravished our sister : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 

Our father’s tears despis’d ; and basely cozen’d 
Of that true haud, that fought Rome’s quarrel out, 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 

Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out, 

To beg relief among Rome’s enemies ; 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears, 

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend : 

And I am the turn’d-forth, be it known to yon. 

That I have preserv’d her welfare in my blood; 

And from her bosom took the enemy’s point. 
Sheathing the steel in my advent’rous Dpdy. 

Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 

My scars can witness, dumb although they are, 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 

But, soft ; methinks, I do digress too much, 

Citing my worthless praise : 0, pardon me ; 

For when no friends are by, men praise themselves. 

Mar. Now is my turn to speak : Behold this child. 
'Pointing to the Child in the arms of an At- 
tendant.) 

Of this was Tamora deliver’d*: 

The issue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes; 

The villain is alive in Titus’ house, 

Damn’d as he is, to witness this is true. 

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience, 

Or more than any living man could bear. 

Now you have heard the truth, what say you, 
Homans ? 

Have we done aught amiss? Shew us wherein. 

And, from the place where you behold us now. 

The poor remainder of Andronici 

Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down, 

And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 

A nd make a mutual closureof our house. 

Speak, Homans, speak ; and, if you say, we shall, 

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 will fall. 

JEmil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, 

The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Rom. {.Several speak) Lucius, all hail; Rome’s 
__ r °yal emperor ! ( Lucius , etc. descend.) 

Mar , Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house : 

a 4 LM , , , {To an Attendant.) 

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
lo be adjudg’d some direful slaughtering death, 

M punishment for his most wicked life. 


Rom. ( Several speak.) Lucius, all hail; Home’* 
gracious governor ! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Homans ; May I govern so, 
To heal Home’s harms, and wipe, away her woe 1 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while,— 

For nature puts me to a heavy task ; 

Stand aM aloof; — but, uncle, draw you near, 

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk :*— ■ 

0, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

[Kisses Titus) 

These sorrowful drops upon the blood-stain’d face, 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! 

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss, 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 

O, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them ! 

Luc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and leara 
of ns 

To melt in showers : Thy grandsire lov’d thee well : 
Many, a time he danc’d thee on his knee, 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee. 

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 

In that respect then, like a loving child, 

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring. 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 

Friends should associate friends in grief and woes 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandsire, grandsire I even with all mj 
heart 

Would I were dead, so you did live again 1— 

0 lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 

My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants, with Aaron. 

1 Rom. You sad Andronici, have done with woeaj 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 

That hath been breeder of these dire events, [him ) 
Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish 
There let him stand, and rave and cry for fo®d * 

If any one relieves or pities him, 

For the offence he dies. This is our doom 
Some stay, to see him fasten’d in the earth. 

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and I ary 

1 am no baby, T, that with base prayers, 

I should repent the evils I have done ; 

Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did, 

Would I perform, if I might have my will ; 

If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very soul, 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor 
hence, 

And give him burial in his father’s grave : 

My fatherland Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household’s monument. 

As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 

No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 

But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey-. 
Her life was beasilike, and devoid of pity ; 

And, being so, shall have Mke want of pity. 

See justice done on Aaron, that damn’d Moor, 

From whom our heavy haps had their beginning 
Then, afterwards, to order well the state ; 

That like events may ne’er it ruinate. [Exeunt 
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Scene, — Dispersedly in various Countries . 


ACT I. 

Enter Gower. 

Before the Palace of Antioch. 

To sing a song of old was sang, 

From ashes ancient Gower is come 
Assuming man’s infirmities. 

To glad your ear and please your eyes. 

It hath been sung at festivals, 

On ember-eves, and holy ales ; 

And lords and ladies of their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 

* Purpose to make men glorious ; 

Et quo antiquius , eo melius . 

If you, born in these latter times, 

When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes, 

And that to hear an old man sing, 

May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I life would wish, and that X might 
Waste it for yon, like taper-light.— 

This city then, Antioch the great 
Built up for his chiefest seat; 

The fairest in all Syria ; 

(l tell yon what mine authors say :) 

This king unto him took a pheere, 

Who died, and left a female heir. 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 

As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 

With whom the father liking took. 

And her to incest did provoke : 

Bad father! to entice his own 
To evil, should be done by none. 

By custom, what they did begin, 

VVas, with long use, account no sin 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame. 

To seek her as abed-fellow: 

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 

Which to prevent, he made a law, 

T o keep her still, and men in awe,) 

That whoso ask’d her for his wife. 

His riddle told not, lost his life : 

So for her many a wight did die. 

As you grim looks do testify. 

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. * [Exit. 

Scene I. — Antioch. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Antiochus, Pericles, and Attendants. 
Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large 
receiv’d 

The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus, and with a soul 
Embolden’d with the glory of her praise, 

Think death no hazard in this enterprise. {Music.) 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride, 
For the embracements even of Jove himself; 

At whose conception (till Lucina reign’d,) 

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence, 


The senate-house of planets all did sit. 

To knit in her their best perfections. 

Enter the Daughter of Antiochus. 

Per. See, where she comes, appareli’d like the 
spring, 

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men ! 

Her face, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever ras’d, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 

Ye gods that made raeman, and sway in love. 

That have inflam’d desire in my breast, 

To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree, 

Or die in the adventure, be my helps. 

As I am son and servant to your will, , 

To compass such a boundless happiness! 

Ant . Prince Pericles, — 

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus. 
Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d; 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard : 

Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
A countless glory, which desert must gain : 

And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 
You sometime famous princes, like thyself. 

Drawn by report, advent’rous by desire, [pals 
Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblan* 
That, without covering, save yon field of stars, 
They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars ; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist 
For goin^ on death’s net, whom none resist. 

Per . Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must: 

For death remember’d, should he like a mirror. 
Who tells us, life’s but breath ; to trust it, error 
I’ll make my will then ; and, as sick men do,: 

Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe 
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did ; 

So I bequeath a happy peace to you. 

And all good men, as every prince should do; 

My riches to the earth from whence they came ; 

But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

{To the Daughter of Antiochus 4 
Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus, 

Scorning advice. 

Ant . Read the conclusion then ; 

Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed. 

As these before thee thou thyself shalt bleed. 
Daugh. In all, save that, may’st thou 
prosperous 

In all, save that, I wish thee happiness ! 

Per. Like a bold champion, I assume the lists, 

' Nor ask advice of any other thought 
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PERICLES, 


Act L 


But faitlifumess ; and courage. [Jti ereaas the riddle.) 
I am no viper, yet I feed 
On mother’s flesh, which did me breed: 

1 sought a husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindness in a father. 

He's father, son, and husband mild, 

I mother, wife, and, yet his child 
How they may be, and yet in two , 

As you will live, resolve it you. 

Sharp physic is the last : but, 0 you powers ! 

That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s acts, 
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, . ; 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it? 
Fair glass of light, I lov’d yon, and could still, 

( Takes hold of the hand of the Princess .) 
Were not this glorious casket stor’d with ill * 

But I must tell you,— now, my thoughts revolt; 

For he’s no man on whom perfections wait. 

That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 

Y ou’re a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 

Who, finger’d to make man his lawful music. 

Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to 
hearken ; 

But, being play’d upon before your time. 

Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime : 

Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life, 
For that’s an article within our law, 

As dangerous as the rest Your time’s expir’d ; 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Pen Great king, 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 

’Twould ’braid yonrself too near for me to tell it 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do, 
e’s more secure to keep it shut than shewn ; 

For vice repeated, is like the wand’ring wind, 

Blows dust in others’ eyes to spread itself; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear : 

To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole 
casts 

Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell, the earth is 
wrong’d 

By man’s oppression : and the poor worm doth die 
for’f. 

Kings are earth’s gods : in vice their law’s their will ; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill? 

It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 

What being more known grows worse, to smother it. 
All love the womb that their first beings bred, 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 
Ant Heaven, that I had thy head ! he has found 
the meaning; — * 

But I will gloze with him. (Aside.) Y oung prince 
of Tyre, 

Thongh by the tenonr of our strict edict, 

Your exposition misinterpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 

Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 

Forty days longer we do respite you ; 

If by which time our secret be undone, 

This mercy shews, we’ll joy in such a son : 

And until then, your entertain shall be, 

As doth befit our honour and your worth. 

[Exeunt Antiochus, hisDaughter, and Attendants . 

Per. Ho w^ courtesy would seem to cover sin! 
When what is done is like an hypocrite. 

The which is good in nothing but in sight 
If it be true that I interpret false. 

Then were it certain, yo u were not so bad, 

As with foul incest to abuse your, soul ; 

Where no vv you’re both a father and a son, 

Hy your untimely claspings with your child, 

(Which pleasure fits au husband, not a father;) 
And she an eater of her mother’s flesh, 

By the defiling of her parent’s bed ; 

And both like serpents arc, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 

Antioch, farewell i for wisdom sees, those men 


Blush not in actions blacker than the night. 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 

Murder’s as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clean ^ 
By flight I’ll shun the danger, which I fear. [Exit,' 

Re-enter Anttochcsl 

Ant He hath found the meaning, for the which 
To havdhis head. # [we mean 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 

IS or tell the world, Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner : 

And therefore instantly this prince must die ; 

For by his fall my honour must keep high. 

Who attends on us there ? 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai , Doth your highness call ? 

Ant Thaliard, you’re of our chamber, and our 
mind 

Partakes her private actions to your secresy ; 

And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold, here’s poison, and here’s gold ; 

We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him; 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why, 

Because we bid it. Say, is it done f 
Thai' My lord, 

’Tis done. 

Enter a Messenger v 
Ant Enough; 

Lest your breath cooi yourself, telling your haste. 
Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. {Exit. 
Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after : and as an arrow, shot , 

From a well- experienc’d archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so ne’er return. 

Unless thou say, Prince Pericles is dead. 

That My lord, if I 

Can get him once within my pistol’s length, 

I’ll make him sure : so farewell to your highness. 

[Exit 

Ant Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead. 

My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit 

Scene II. —Tyre. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Pericles, Helicanus, and other Lords . 
Per. Let none disturb us; Why this change of 
, thoughts? 

The sad companion, dull-ey’d melancholy, 

By me so us’d a guest is, not an hour. 

In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night, 

(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed 
me quiet I . [shun them, 

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eye a 
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 

Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here i 
Yet neither pleasured art can joy my spirits, 

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me. 

Then it is thus: the passions of the mind. 

That have their first conception by mis-dread. 

Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 

And what was first but fear what might be done. 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And so with me the great Antiochus 
(Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 

Since he’s so great, can make his will hie act,) 

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence; 
Nor boots it me to say, I honour him. 

If he suspect I may dishonour him : 

And what may make him blush in being known, 
He’ll stop the course by which it might be known; 
With hostile forces he’ll o’erspread the land. 

And with the ostent of war will look so huge. 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state ; 

Our men he vanquish’d, ere they do resist. 

And subjects punish’d, that ne’er thought offence 


Scene 3. 


PRINCE OF TYRE. 


Which care of them, not pity of myself, 

(Who am no more but as the tops of trees, ' 

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend 
them,) 

Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish* 

And punish that before, that he would punish. 

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast ! 

2 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience 
tongue. 

They do abuse the king that flatter him: 

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 

The thing the which is flatter’d, but a spark, 

'To which that breath gives heat and stronger 
glowing ; 

Whereas reproof, obedient and in order. 

Fits kings, as they are men, for thev may err. 

When signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace. 

He flatters you, makes war upon your life : 

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 

[ cannot be much lower than my knees. [look 
Per. All leave us else : but let your cares o’er- 
What shipping, and what lading’s in our haven, 

And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.} Helicanus, 
thou 

Hast moved us : whatseest thou in our looks ? 

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per, If there be such a dart in princes’ frowns. 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ? 

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, 
from whence 

They have their nourishment? 

Per. Thou know’st I have power 

To take thy life. 

Hel. (Kneeling.) I have ground the axe myself ; 
Do you but strike the blow. 

Per. Rise, pr’ylliee, rise; 

Sit down, sit down ; thou art no flatterer : 
l thank thee for it; and high heaven forbid, 

That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid ! 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince, 

Who by thy wisdom mak’st a prince thy servant. 
What would’st thou have me do ? 

Hel. With patience bear 

Such griefs as you do lay upon yourselt. 

Per. Thou speak’st like a physician, Helicanus ; 
Who minister’st a potion into me. 

That thou would’st tremble to receive thyself. 

Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 

Where, as thou know’st, against the face of death, 
f sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 

From whence an issue I might propagate, 

Bring arms to princes, and to subjects joys. 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ; 

The rest (hark in thine ear,) as black as incest ; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem’d not to strike, but smooth : but thou know’st 
this, 

Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 

Which fear so grew in me, I’ hither fled. 

Under the covering of a careful night, 

Who seem’d my good protector; and being here, 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed, 

I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants’ fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years: 
And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth,) 

That I should open to the listening air. 

How many worthy princes’ bloods were shed. 

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, — 

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this laud with arms, 

And make pretence of wrong that I have done him; 
When all, tor mine, if I may call’t offence, 

Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence : 
Which love to all (of which thyself art one, 

Who now reprov’st me for it) — 

Hel. Alas, sir! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from 
my cheeks, ; 

Musaiigs into my mind, a thousand doubts 


How I might stop this tempest, e.e it came; 

And finding little comfort to relieve them, 

I thought it princely charity to grieve them.^ 

Hel . Well, my lord, since you have given Wm 
leave to speak. 

Freely I’ll speak. Antiochns you fear, 

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant, 

Who either by public war, or private treason. 

Will take away your life. 

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while. 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot, 

Or destinies do cut his thread of life. 

Your rule direct to any ; if to me, 

Day serves not light more faithful than I’ll be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith; 

But should he wrong my liberties in absence— 

Hel. We’ll mingle bloods together in the earth. 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and tfl 
Tharsus 

Intend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee ; 

And by whose letters I’ll dispose myself. 

The care I had and have of subjects’ good, 

On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strength can bear it 
I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 

Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both: 
But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe, 4 
That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince, 
Thou shew’dst a subject’s shine, I a true prince. 

[Exeunt* 

Scene III. — Tyre. An Ante-chamher in the 
Palace. 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this is the court, 
Here must I kill king Pericles ; and if I do not, i 
am sure to be hanged at home : ’tis dangerous.— 
Well, I perceive he was a wise fellow, and ha 
good discretion, that being bid to ask what h 
would of the king, desired be might know none 
his secrets. Now do I see he had some reason fo 
it: for if a king bid a man be a villain, he is boun 
by the indenture of his oath to be one. — Hush, het 
come the lords of Tyre. 

Enter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords . 

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre 
Further to question of your king’s departure. 

His seal’d commission, left in trust with me. 

Doth speak sufficiently ; he’s gone to travel. 

Thai. How I the king gone ! _ (Aside. 

Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied. 

Why, as it were unlicens’d of your loves, 

He would depart, I’ll give some light unto you. 
Being at Antioch — 

Thai. What from Antioch ? (Aside. 

Hel. Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know not, 
Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judg’d so 
And doubting lest that he had err’d or sinn’d. 

To shew his sorrow, 'would correct himself ; 

So__puts himself into the shipman’s toil. 

With whom each minute threatens life or death, 
Thai. Well, I perceive (Aside. 

I shall not be bang’d now, although I would ; 

But since he’s gone, the king it sure must please; 
He ’scap’d the land, to perish on the seas. — 

But I’ll present me. Peace to the lords of Tyre ; 
Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcom* 
Thai. From him I come. 

With message unto princely Pericles ; 

But, since my landing, as I have understood 
Your lord has took himself to unknown travels. 

My message must return from whence it came. 

Hel. We have no reason to desire it, since 
Commended to our master, not to us : 

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,— 

As friends to Antioch, ’re may feast in Tyre. 

[E unt. 
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Scene IV.— Tharsus. A Room m the Governor's 
House. 

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and Attendants . 

Cle . My Dionyza, shall we rest us here. 

And by relating tales of other’s griefs, 

See if ’twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Bio. That were to blow at fire, in hope to quench it ; 
For who digs hills because they do aspire, 

Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher. 

O my distressed lord, even such oar griefs ; 

Here they’re but felt, and seen with mistful eyes, 
But like to groves, being topp’d, they higher rise. 
Cle. O Dionyza, 

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it, 

Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish ? 

Our tongues and sorrows do sound cleep our woes 
Into the air ; our eyes do weep, till lungs 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder ; that, 
If heaven slumber, while their creatures want, 

They may- awake their helps to comfort them. 

I’ll then discourse our woes, felt several years, 

And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 
Bio. I’ll ao my best, sir. 

Cle. This Tharsus, o’er which I have government, 
(A city, on whom plenty held full hand,) . 

For riches, strew’a herself even in the streets ; 
Whose towers bore heads so high, they kiss’d the 
clouds, 

And strangers ne’er beheld, but wonder’d at ; 
Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn’d. 

Like one another’s glass to trim them by: 

Their tables were stor’d full, to glad the sight, 

And not so much to feed on, as delight ; 

All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great, 

The name of help grew odious to repeat 
Bio. O, ’tis too true. [change, 

Cle. But see what heaven can do! By this our 
These mouths, whom but of late, earth, sea, and air. 
Were all too little to content and please, 

Although they gave their creatures in abundance. 
As houses are defil’d for want of use, 

They are now starv’d for want of exercise : 

Those palates, who not yet two summers younger, 
Must have inventions to delight the taste. 

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it; 

Those mothers, who, to nousle up their babes. 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now, 

To eat those little darlings, whom they lov’d. 

So sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life : 

Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping; 

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall, 

Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true ? 

Bio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 
Cle . 0, let those cities, that of Plenty’s cup 
A nd her prosperities so largely taste, 

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears ! 

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Where’s the lord governor? 

Cle. Here. 

Speak out thy sorrows, which thou bring’st in haste. 
For comfort is too far for us to expect 
Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbouring 
shore, 

A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. I thought as much. 

One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir, 

That m ay succeed as his inheritor ; 

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation, 

Takiug advantage of our misery. 

Hath stufPd these hollow vessels with their power, 
To beat us down, the which are down already; 

And make a conquest of unhappy me, 

Whereas no glorv’s got to overcome. 

Lord That’s the least fear: for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags display’d, they bring us peace, 


And come to us as favourers, not as foe*. 

Cle. Thou speak’ st like him’s untutor’d to repeat, 
Who makes the fairest shew, means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, what need we fear ? 
The ground’s the low’st, and we are halfway there. 
Go tell their general, we attend him here, 

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. [Exit, 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pericles, with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor^ for so we hear you are, 

Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be, like a beacon fir’d, to amaze your eyes. 

We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 

And seen the desolation of your streets : 

Nor come we to add sorrrow to your tears, 

But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 

And these our ships you happily may think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stufif’d within 
With bloody views, expecting overthrow, 

Are stor’d with corn, to make your needy bread, 
And give them life, who are hunger-starv’d, half 
dead. 

All. The gods of Greece protect you! 

And we’U pray for you. 

Per . Rise, I pray you, rise;’, 

We do not look for reverence, but for love, 

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify. 

Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought, 

Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 

The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils.- 
Till when (the which, I hope, shall ne’er be seen,) 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per . Which welcome well accept; feast hexe a 
while, 

Until our stars, that frown, lend us a smile. [Exeunt* 


Enter Gower. 

Gow. Here have you seen a. mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest briug ; 

A better prince, and benign lord, 

Pro re^ awful both in deed and word. 

Be quiet then, as men should be. 

Till he hath pass’d necessity. 

I’ll shew you those in troubles reign, 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

The good in conversation 
(To whom I give my benison,) 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he spoken can : 

And, to remember what he does. 

Gild his statue glorious : 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ? 

(Bunrib shew.) 

Enter at one door Pericles, talking with Cleon; 
all the train with them. Enter at another door , 
a Gentleman, with a letter to Pericles; Pericles 
shews the letter to Cleon ; then gives the Mes- 
senger a reward, and knights him . Exeunt 
Pericles, Cleon , §fc. severally. 

Gow . Good Helicane hath staid at home. 

Not to eat honey, like a drone, 

From others’ labours ; forth he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive; 

And, to fulfil his prince’ desire’ 

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre : 

How Thaliard came full bent with sin, 

And hid intent, to murder him ; 

And that in Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest: 

He knowing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men been, there’s seldom eat** 
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For now the wind begins to blow ; 

Thunder above, and deeps below, 

Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should house him safe, is wreck’d and split ; 

And lie. good priuce, having all lost, 

By waves frpm coast to coast is tost ; 

All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but himself ; 
j ‘ Till fortune, tir’d with doing bad. 

Threw him ashore, to give nim glad : 

1 And here he comes: what shall be next, 

Pardon old Gower ; this long's the text. [Exit. 

-Scene I. — Pentapoas. An open Place by the Sea- 
side. 

Enter Pericles, wet. 

Per. Yet cease your ire, ye angry stars of heaven ! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you ; 

And I., as fits my nature, do obey you: 

Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks. 

Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death : 

Let it suffice the greatness of your powers, 

To Jiave bereft a prince of all his fortunes; 

And having thrown him from your wat’ry grave. 
Here to have death in peace, is all he’ll crave. 

Enter three Fishermen . 

1 Fish. What, ho, Pilche ! 

2 Fish. Ho I come, and bring away the nets. 

1 Fish. What Patch-breech, I suyj 

i 3 Fish. What say you, master? 

j 1 Fisk. Look how thou stirrest now ! come away, 

or PH fetch thee with- a wannion. 

3 Fish . ’Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor 
men that were cast away before us, even now. 

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to 
hear what pitiful cries they made to us, to help 
them, wheu, well-a-day, we could scarce help our- 
selves. 

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much, when I 
saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled ? they 
say, they are half fish, half flesh : a plague on them, 
they ne’er come, but I look to be washed. Master, 
I marvel how the fishes live in the sea. 

I Fish. Why, as men do a- land ; the great ones eat 
up the little ones : I can compare our rich misers to 
Rothing so fitly as to a whale; ’a plays and tumbles, 
driving the poor fry before him, and at last devours 
them all at a mouthful. Such whales have I heard 
on a’ the land, who never leave gaping, till they’ve 
swallow’d the whole parish, church, steeple, bells, 

; and all. 

Per. A pretty moral 

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, I 
would have been that day in the belfry. 

1 Fish. Why, man ? 

3 Fish. Because he should have -swallowed me 
too : and when I had been in his belly, I would have 
kept such a jangling of the bells, that he should 
never have left, till he cast bells, steeple, church, 
and parish, up again. But if the good king Simonides 
were of my mind — 

Per. Simonides ? 

j 3 Fish. We would purge the land of these drones, 

J, that rob the bee of her honey, 

y ... Per. How from the finny subject of the sea 

I These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 

j And from their watry empire recollect 

j All that may men qpprove, or men detect ! — 

f Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen, 

j 2 Fish. Honest! good fellow, what’s that? if it be 

j a day fits vou, scratch it out of the calendar, and no 

body will look after it. 

j Pen Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon your coast— 

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea, to 
cast thee in our way ! 

Per. A man, whom both the waters and the wind, 
\a that vast tennis-court, hath made the ball 


For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ; 

He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. 

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg? here’s them ia 
our country of Greece, gets more with begging, than 
we can do with working. 

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then ? 

Per. I never practis’d it 
2 Fish. Nay, then, thou wilt starve sure ; for here’* 

nothing to be got now-a-days, unless thou can’st fisl 
for’t. 

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know ; 

But what I am, want teaches me to think on ; 

A man shrunk up with cold : my veins are chill, 
x\nd have no more of life, than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat, to ask your help ; 

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead. 

For I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 Fish. Die, quoth-a ? Now gods forbid ! I have 
a gown here; come, put in on; keep thee warm. 

Now, afore me, a handsome fellow! Come, thou shalt 
go home, and we’ll have flesh for holidays, fish for 
fasting-days, and rnoreo’er, puddings and flap-jacks ; 
and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per. I thauk you, sir. # [not beg. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could 
Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish. But crave ? Then I’ll turn craver too, and 
so I shall ’scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, then? 

2 Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all your 
beggars were whipped, I would wish no better office, 
thau to be beadle. But, master, I’ll go draw up the 
net. [Exeunt two of the Fishermen. 

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their 
labour ! 

1 Fish. Hark you, sir ! do you know where you 
Per. Not well. [are ? 

1 Fish. Why, I’ll tell you : this is called Penta- 
polis, and our king, the good king Simonides. 

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call him ? 

1 Fish. Ay, sir; and he deserves to be so called 
for his peaceable reign, and good government. 

Per. He is a happy king, since from his subjects 
He gains the name ot good, by his government 
How far is his court distant from this shore ? 

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a clay’s journey; and I’ll 
tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is 
her birth-day; and there are princes and knights 
come from all parts of the world, to just and tourney 
for her love. * 

Per. Did but my fortunes equal my desires, 

I’d wish to make one there. 

1 Fish. 0, sir, things must be as they may; and 
what a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal lor— 
his wife’s soul. 

Re-enter the two Fishermen , drawing up a net. 

2 Fish. Help, master, help ! here’s a fish hangs 

in the net, like a poor man’s right in the law; ’twill 
hardly come out. Ha! bots on’t, ’tis come at last 
and ’tis turned to a rusty armour. [see it 

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses. 

Thou giv’st me somewhat to repair myself : 

And, though it was mine own, part of mine heri 
tage. 

Which my dead father did bequeath to me. 

With this strict charge, (even as he left his life,) 

Keep it, my Pericles , zt hath been a shield 
’Twixt me and death ; (and pointed to this brace 
For that it sav*d me , keep itj in like necessity , 

Which gods protect thee from ! it may defend the* 

It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov’d it; 

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man. 

Took it in rage, though calm’d, they give’t agaia 1 

I thank thee for’t; my shipwreck’s now no ill. 

Since I have here my father’s gift by will 
1 Fish. What mean you, sir? ^ [worth, 

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this co hi of 
For it was sometime target to a king ; 
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X know it by this mark. He lov’d me dearly. 

And for his sake, I wish the having of it ; 

And that you’d guide me to your sovereign’s ( ourt, 
Where witli’t I may appear a gentleman ; 

And if that ever my low fortunes better, 

I'll pay your bounties ; till then, rest your deotor. 

1 Fish . Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 
Per . I’ll shew the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fisk Why, do ye take it, and the gods give 
thee good on’t! 

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; ’twas we 
that made up this garment through the rough seams 
of the waters : there are certain condolements, cer- 
tain vails. 1 hope, sir, if you thrive, you’ll remem- 
ber from whence you had it. 

Per. Believe’t, I will. 

Now, by your furtherance, I am cloth’d in steel ; 
And spite of all the rupture of the sea, 

This jewel holds his biding on my arm; 

Unto thy value will I mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases. 

2 Fish. We’ll sure provide : thou shalt have my 
best gown to make thee a pair; and I’ll bring thee 
to the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goal to ray will ; 

This day I’ll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt. 

Scene 1 1 . — The same. A public way, or platform , 
leading to the lists. A pa.vili.on by the side 
of it, for the reception of the King , Princess, 
Lords , $*c. 

Enter Simonides, Thais a, Lords , and Attendants. 
Sim . Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ? 
1 Lord. They are, my liege ; 

And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim. Return them, we are ready; and our 
daughter, 

r In honour of whose birth these triumphs are. 

Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat 
For mep to see, and seeing wonder at [Exit a Lord. 

Thai. It pleaseth you, my father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit’s less. 

Sim. ’Tis tit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself: 

As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 

So princes their renown, if not respected. 

’Tis now your honour, daughter, to explain 
The labourer each knight, in his device. fform. 
Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour. I’ll per- 

Enter a Knight ; he passes over the stage, and his 
Squire presents his shield to the Princess. 
Sim.. Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 
Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father ; 
And the device he bears upon nis shield 
Is a black iEthiop, reaching at the sun; 

The word, Lux tua vita mild , 

Sim. He loves you well, that holds his life of you. 

. „ , (The second Knight passes.) 

Who is the second, that presents himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm’d knight, that’s conquer’d by a lady : 

The motto thus, in Spanish, Piu per dulcura que 
per fitter ga. {The third Knight passes.) 

Sim.' And what’s the third ? 

Thai ' The third of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry : 

The word, Mepompas provexit apex. 

■ Sim. What is the firth' f 

Thai. A burning torch, that’s turned upside down ; 
The word, Quod me aht, me extinguit. 

Sim. Which shews, that beauty hath his power 
and will, 

' Which can as well inflame, as it can kill. 

The fifth Knight passes.) 


Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds j 
Holding out gold, that’s by the touchstone tried : 
The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides. 

{The sixth Knight passes.) 
Sim. And what’s the sixth and last, which the 
knight himself 

With such a graceful courtesy deliver’d ? 

Thai. He seems a stranger ; but his present is. 

A wither’d branch, that’s only green at top; 

The^ motto, In hac spe vivo. 

Sim. A pretty moral ; 

From the dejected state wherein he is, 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his oat. 

ward shew 

Can any way speak in his just commend : 

For, by his rusty outside, he appears fiance. 
To have practis’d more the whipstock, than the 

2 Lord. He well maybe a stranger, for lie comes 
To an honour’d triumph, strangely furnished. 

S Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust, 

. Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 

But stay, the knights are coming; we’ll withdraw 
Into the gallery. [j Exeunt. 

{Great shouts, and all cry, The mean knight.) 

Scene III. — The same. A Kail of State. A 
Banquet prepared. 

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Knights, and 
Attendants. 

Sim . Knights, 

To say you are welcome, were superfluous. 

To place upon the volume of your deeds, 

As in a title-page, your worth inarms. 

Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit. 
Since every worth in shew commends itself. 
•Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 

Yon are my guests. 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest ; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give, 

And crown you king of this day’s happiness. 


In framing artists, art hath thus decreed, 

To make some good, but others to exceed, 

And you’re her labour’d scholar. Come, queen 
o’the feast, 

(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place : 
Marshal the res l, as they deserve their grace. 
Knights. We are honour’d much by good Simo- 
“ des - , [love, 

Sim. Y our presence glads our days : honour we 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
Marsh. Sir, yond’s your place. 

~ . Some other is more fit. 

1 Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen* 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes. 

Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

» t> t ' , , Sit, sit, sir; sit. 

■Per, By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me, site not thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat/ 

Sure lie’s a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. He’s but 

A country gentleman : [dene * 

He has done^ no more than other knights have 
Broken staff, or so ; so let it pass. 

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass* 
Per. r on king’s to me, like to my father** 
picture, 

Which tells me, in that glorv once he was; 

Had princes sit, like stars, a'bout his throne. 

And he the sun, for them to reverence* 

None, that beheld him, but, like lesser lights 
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Where bow his son’s a glow-worm in the night, 

The witch hath fire in darkness, none in light ; 
Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men, 

For he’s their parent, and he is their grave. 

And. gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
Sim. What, are you merry, knights? 

1 Knight . Who can be other, in this royal pre- 
sence ? . [brim, 

Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stor’d unto the 
(As you do love, fill to your mistress’ lips,) 

We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet pause a while ; 

Yon knight, meihinks, doth sit too melancholy, 

As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a shew might countervail his worth. 

Note it not you, Thaisa ? 

Thai. What is it 

To me, my father? 

Sim. . O, attend, my daughter ; 

Princes, in this, should live like gods above. 

Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : and princes, not doing so, 

Are like to gnats, which make a sound, but kill’d 
Are wonder’d at. 

Therefore to make’s entrance more sweet, here say. 
We drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold ; 

He may my proffer take for an offence. 

Since men take women’ gifts for impudence. 

Sim. How ! 

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 

Thai . Now, by the gods, he could not please me 
better. . ( Aside.) 

Sim. And further tell him, we desire to know, 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him, 

Thai. Wishing it somuch blood unto your life. 
Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him 
freely. 

Thai. And further he desires to know of you. 

Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of Tyre — (my name, Pericles ; 
My education being in arts and arms ;) — 

Who, looking for adventures in the world, 

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 

And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 

Thai. He thanks your grace ; names himself Peri- 
A gentleman of Ty re, who only by [cles, 

Misfortune of the seas has been bereft 
‘ Of shi^s and men, and cast upon this shore. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune, 
And will awake him from his melancholy. 

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 

And waste the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in your armours, as you are address’d. 

Will very well become a soldier’s dance. 

I will not have excuse, with saying, this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ heads ; 

Since they love men in arms, as well as beds. 

(The Knights dance.) 

So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well perform’d. 
Come, sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 

And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladles trip; 

And that their measures are as excellent. [lord. 
Pen. In those that practise them, they are, my 
Sim. O f that’s as much, as you would.be denied 
‘ (The Knights and Ladies danced) 

Of your fair courtesy. — Unclasp, unclasp ; 

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well, 

But you the best. (To Pericles.) Pages and lights, 
conduct [sir. 

These knights unto their several lodgings : Yours, 
We have given order to be next our own. 

Per. I am at your grace’s pleasure. 


Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love. 

For that’s the mark I know you level at : 

Therefore each one betake him to his rest; 
To-morrow, all for speeding do their best. [Exeimt. 

Scene I Y.—Tyre. A Boom in the Governor’s 
House . 

Enter Helicanus and Escanes. 

Hel. No, no, my Escanes; know this of me,— 
Arvtiochus from incest liv’d not free ; 

For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store 
Due to this heinous capital offence ; 

Even in the height and pride.of all his glory, 

When lie. was seated, and his daughter With him. 

In a chariot of inestimable value, 

A fire from heaven came, and shrivel I’d lip 
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk, 
That all those eyes ador’d them, ere their fall, 

Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca * ’Twas very strange. 

Hel. And yet but just ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward. 

Esca. ’Tis very true. 

Enter Three Lords. 

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference, 

Or council, has respect with him but he. [proof. 

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without re- 

3 Lord. And curs’d be he that will.not second it 
1 Lord. Follovy me then : Lord Helicane, a word. 
Hel. With me? and welcome : Happy day, my 

lords. [top, 

1 Lord . Know, that our griefs are risen to the 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 

Hel. Your griefs, for what? wrong not the prince 
you love. [cane; 

1 Lord. Wrong not yourself then, noble Heli- 

But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 

Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath. 

If in the world he live, we’ll seek him out: 

If in his grave he rest, we’ll find him there ; 

And be resolv'd, he lives to govern us. 

Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral. 

And leaves ns to our free election. 

2 Lord. Whose death’s, indeed, the strongest 

in our censure 

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head, 

(Like goodly buildings left without a roof,) 

Will soon to min fall, your noble self, 

That best know’st how to rule, and how to reign. 

We thus submit unto. — our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble Helicane! 

Hel. Try honour’s cause.; forbear your suffrages? 
If that you love prince Pericles, forbear. 

Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 

Where’s hourly trouble, for a minute’s ease. 

A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat yotr 
To forbear choice i’the absence of your king; 

If in which time expir’d, he not return, 

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 

But if I cannot win you to this love, 

Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects, 

And in your search spend. your adventurous worth ; 
Whom if you find, and win unto return. 

You shall like diamonds sit about his crowm 
1 Lord. To wisdom he’s a fool that will not yield ; 
And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us, 

We with our travels will endeavour it. [hands; 

Hel. Then you love us we you, and we’ll clasp 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene Y. — Pentapolis. ri. Room in the Palace . 
Enter Simonides, reading a letter; the Knights 
meet him. 

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides*. 
Sim. Knights from my daughter this I let you 
■ know. 
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Phat for tins ( twelvemonth, she’ll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known, 

Which from herself by no means can I get. _ 

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord ? 
Sim. ’Faith, by no means; she hath so strictly 

tied her 

To her chamber, that it is impossible. # 

One twelve moons more she’ll wear Diana s livery ; 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d, 

And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

3 Knight. Though loath to bid farewell, we take 

our leaves. [Exeunt. 

Sim. So, 

They’re well despatch’d; now to my daughter’s 
letter: 

She tells me here, she’ll wed the stranger knight. 

Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

Mistress, ’tis well, your choice agrees with mine ; 

I like that well : — nay, how. absolute she’s in’t, 

Not minding whether I dislike or no! 

Well, I commend her choice ; 

And will no longer have it be delay’d. 

Soft, here he comes I must dissemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides ! 

Sim. To you as much, sir 1 I am beholden to you 
For your sweet music this last night : my ears, 

I do protest, were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to commend ; 

Not my desert. 

Sim. Sir, you are music’s master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 
Sim. Let me ask one thing. What do you think, 
My daughter? % _ [sir, of 

Per. As of a most virtuous princes. 

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not? 

Per. As a fair day in summer; wond’rons fair. 
Sim. My daughter, sir, thinks very well of you; 
Ay, so well, sir, that you must be her master, 

And she’ll your scholar be ; therefore look to it. 

Per v Unworthy I to be her schoolmaster. 

Sim. She thinks not so : peruse this writing else. 
Per. What’s here l 

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre ? 

’Tis the king’s subtil ty, to have my life. [Aside.) 
O, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman, 

That never aim’d so high, to love your daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her. [art 

Sim. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, and thou 
A villain. 

Per. By the gods, I have not, sir. 

Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 

Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gam her love, or your displeasure. 
Sim. Traitor, thou liest 
Per. Traitor! 

Sim. ' ' Ay, traitor, sir. 

Per. Even in his throat, (unless it be the king,) 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage. 

, (Amoo.) 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never relish'd of a base descent 
I came unto your court, for honour’s cause. 

And not to be a rebel to her state ; 

And he that otherwise accounts of me, 

This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy. 

Sim. No ! — 

Here comes my daughter, sho can witness it 
Enter Thaisa. 

Per. Then, as yon are as virtuous as fair, 

Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you ? 

That. Why sir, say if you had 


Who takes offense at that would make me glad V 
Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory ? — 

I am glad of it with all my heart. [Aside.) I 'll tarn* 
I’ll bring you in subjection. — [you/ 

Will you, not having my consent, bestow 
Your love and your affections on a strangei ? 

(Who, for aught I know to the contrary, 

Or think, may be as great in blood as I.) ( Aside.) 

Hear therefore, mistress ; frame your will to mine.*** 
And you, sir, hear you.— Either be rul’d by me. 

Or I will make you— man and wife. 

Nay, come ; your hands and lips must seal it too*-— 
Ana being join’d, I’ll thus your hopes destroy;— 
And for a further grief, — God give you joy ! 

What, are you both pleas’d ? 

Thai . Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it. 
Sim. What, are you both agreed ? 

Both. Yes, please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, I’ll see you wed; 
Then, with what haste you can, get you to bed. 

'' [Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

Enter Gowkb. 

Goto. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout ; 

No din but snores, the house about. 

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage feast. 

The cat, with eyne of burning coal. 

Now couches ’fore the mouse’s bole ; 

And crickets sing at th* oven’s mouth, 

As the blither for their drouth. 

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded ; — Be attent, 

And time that is so briefly spent, 

With your fine fancies quaintly eche ■ 

What’s dumb in shew, I’ll plain with speech. 
[Dumb shew.) 

Enter Pericles and Simonides at one door, with 
Attendants ; a Messenger meets them, kneels , 
and gives Pericles a letter. Pericles shews it 
to Simonides ; the Lords kneel to the former. 
Then enter Thaisa with child , and Lychokida 
Simonides shews his daughter the letter ; she 
rejoices : she and Pericles take leave of her 
Father , and depart. Then Simonides, {fc re. 
tire. 

Gow. By many a dearn and painful perch, 
Of Pericles the careful search %. 

By the four opposing coignes. 

Which the world together joins. 

Is made with all due diligence. 

That horse, and sail, and high expense. 

Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre 
(F atne answering the most strong inquire,) 

To the court of king Simonides 
Are letters brought, the tenour these : 
Antiochus and his daughter’s dead ; 

The men of Tyrus, on "the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The. crown of Tyre, but he will none; 

The mutiny there lie hastes t'appease ; 

Says to them, if king Pericfes 
Come not, in twice six moons, home; 

He, obedient to their doom. 

Will take the crown. The sum of this, r 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Y-ravished the regions round, 

And every one with daps, ’gan sound, 

Our heir apparent is a king ; 

Who dream? d, who thought of suck a thing f 
Brief, he must hence depart to T vre : 

His queen with child makes her desire 
(Which who shall cross ?) along to go ; 

.Omit we all their dole and woe ;) 

Lychorida, her nurse,' she takes, 
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And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune’s billow ; half the flood 
Hath their keel cut ; but fortune’s mood 
Varies again ; the grizzled north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth. 

That, as a duck for live that dives. 

So up and down the poor ship drives. 

The lady shrieks, and, well-a-near! 

Doth fall in tra vail with her fear : 

And what ensues in this fell storm. 

Shall, for itself, itself perform. 

I nill relate, action may 
Conveniently the rest convey : 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost prince appears to speak. [Exit 

Scene I. 

Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea . 

Per. Thou God of this great vast, rebuke these 
surges, [hast 

Which wash both heaven and hell; and thou, that 
pon the winds command, bind them in brass, 
avmg call’d them from the deep l O. still thy 
deafning, 

by dreadful thunders; gently quench thy nimble, 
ulphureous flashes !— 0 how, Lychorida, 
ow does my queen ?— Thou storm, thou, veno- 
mously 

ilt thou spit all thyself?— -The seaman’s whistle 
s as a whisper in the ears of death, 
nheard.— Lychorida ! — Lucina, O 
ivinest patroness, and midwife, gentle 
o those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
board our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs 
f my queen’s travails !— Now, Lychorida — 

Enter Lychorida, with an infant. 

Lyc. Here is a thing 

Too young for such a place, who, if it had 
Conceit, would die as I am like to do. 

T ake in your arms this piece of your dead queen. 
Per. How! how, Lychorida, 

Lyc. Patience, good sir; do not assist the storm. 
Here’s all that is left living of your queen, — 

A little daughter: for the sake of it. 

Be manly, and take comfort 

. . O you gods ! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 

And snatch them straight away? We, here below, 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Vie honour with yourselves. 

__ Eye. Patience, good sir, 

Even lor this charge. 

A,Eer. Now, mild may be thy life ! 

For a more blust’rous birth had never babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! 
b or thou’rt the rudeliest welcom’d to this world. 
That e’er was prince’s child. Happy what follows ! 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity. 

As fire, air, water, earth and heaven can make, 

To herald thee from the womb : even at the first. 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit. 

With all thou canst find here.— Now the good gods 
Throw their best eyes upon it I 

Enter two Sailors. 

1 Sail. What courage, sir? God save you. 
r Per. Courage enough : I do not fear the flaw ; 

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea-farer, 

I would, it would be quiet, 

1 Sail. Slack the bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt 
thou r Blow, and split thyself. 

2 Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy 
billow kiss the moon, I care not. 

I Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard ; the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the 
•hip be cleared of the dead. 


Per. That's your superstition. 

1 Sail. Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it still 

hath been observed ; and we are strong in earnest. 
Therefore briefly yield her; for she must overboard 
straight. # [queen! 

Per. Be it as you think meet. — Most wretched 
» Lyc. Here she lies, sir. 

Per. A terrible child-bed hast thou had, my dear: 
No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 
I o give thee hallow’d to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze ; 
Where, for a monument upon thy bones, 

And aye-remaining lamps, the beLching whale, 

And humming water must o’erwhelm thy corpse, 
Lying with simple shells. Lychorida, 

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper. 

My casket and my jewels j and bid Nicander 
Bring me the satin coffer : lay the babe 
Upon the pillow; hie thee, while* ’.say 
A priestly farewell to her : sudden.y, woman, 
n c. , , [Exit Lychorida. 

* bail, Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulk’d and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is this? 

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariuer, 

Alter thy course for Tyre. When can’stthou reach it? 
2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. 0 make for Tharsus. 

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus : there i’ll leave it 
At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner ; 

111 bring the body presently. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. — Ephesus. A Room in CerimorCs House. 
Enter Cerimon, a Servant , and some persons who 
have been shipwrecked. 

Cer. Philemon, ho! 

Enter Pjhilemok. 

Phil. Doth my lord call? 

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men : 

It hath been a turbulent and stormy night. 

Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night a* 
Till now, I ne’er endur’d. ' [this, 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return; 
There’s nothing can be minister’d to nature. 

That can recover him. Give this to the ’polhecary. 
And tell me how it works. ( To Philemon .) 

[Exeunt Philemon, Servant, and those who 
had been shipwrecked. 

Enter two Gentlemen . 

1 Gent. Good morrow, sir. 

2 Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. 

Cer . Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early ? 

1 Gent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea. 

Shook as the earth did quake ; 

The very principals did seem to rend. 

And all to topple ; pure surprise and fear 

Made me to quit the house. [early ; 

3 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you to 
’Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer. O, you say well. 

1 Gent. But I much marvel that your lordshiiL 
having 

Rich tire about you, should at these early hour# 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 

It is most strange. 

Nature should be so conversant with pain. 

Being thereto not corapeU’d. 

Cer. I held it ever 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 

But immortality attends the former, 

Making a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever 
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Have studied physic, through which secret art, 

By turning o jer authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 
That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones; 

And I can speak of the disturbances 

That nature works, and of her cures ; which gives me 

A more content in course of true delight 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour. 

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 

To please the fool and death. [forth 

2 Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus pour’d 
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor’d : 
And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never— 

Enter two Servants , with a chest . 

Serv. So : lift there. 

Cer . What is that? 

Serv, ■ ' Sir, even now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest; 

’Tis of some wreck. 

Cer. Set it down, let’s look on it. 

2 Gent. ’Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer. # Whate’er it be, 

*Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight; 

If the sea’s stomach be o’ercharg’d with gold, 

It is a good constraint of fortune, that 
It belches upon us. 

2 Gent . 'Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How close ’tis caulk’d and bitum’d !*— 

Did the sea cast it up? 

Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir, 

As toss’d it upon shore. 

Cer. Come, wrench it open ; 

Soft, soft! — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

2 Gmt. A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril ; so, — up with it. 

0 you most potent gods I What’s here ? a corse ! 

1 Gent. Most strange I [treasur’d 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; balm’d and en- 

With bags of spices full I A passport too I 
Apollo, perfect me i’the characters ! 

( Enfolds a scroll.) 
Here I give to understand. {Reads.) 

{If e'er this coffin drive a - land,) 
i, king Pericles, have lost 
This queen , worth all our mundane cost 
Who finds her, give her burying. 

She was the daughter of a king : 

Besides this treasure for a fee, 

The gods requite his charity ! 
it thou liv’st, Pericles, thou hast a heart. 

That even cracks for woe I — This chanc’d to-night. 

2 Gent. Most likely, sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night; 

For look, how fresh she looks ! — They were too 
rough. 

That threw her in the sea.. Make fire within; 
Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet. 

Death may usurp on nature many hours, 

And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The overpressed spirits. I have heard 
Of an Egyptian, had nine hours lien dead, 

By good appliance was recovered. 

Enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins , and fire . 
Well said, well said : the fire and the cloths. — 

The rough and woful music that we have. 

Cause it to sound, ’beseech' you. [block ! 

The vial once more; —How thou stirr’st, thou 
The music there.— I pray you, give her air : — 
Gentlemen, 

This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth 
Breathes our of her ; she hath not been entranc’d 
Above five hours. See, how she ’gins to blow 
Into life’s flower again ! 

1 Gent. The heavens, sir, 

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up 


1 Your fame for ever. 

Cer. She is alive ; behold. 

Her eye-lids, cases to those heavenly jewel* 

Which Pericles hath lost, 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 

The diamonds of a most praised water 
Appear, to make the world twice rich. 0 live. 
And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature 
Rare as you seem to be ! (She moves.) 

Thai. O dear Diana, 

Where am I? Where’s my lord ? What world is 
2 Gent. Is not this strange ? [this? 

| 1 Gent. Most rare. 

| Cer. Hush, gentle neighbours; 

Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her* 
Get linen ; now this matter must be look’d to, 

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come, come *. 
And j®sculapius guide us ! 

[Exeunt, carrying Thaisa away. 
Scene III.- — Tharsus. A room in Cleon's House. 
Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, Lychorida, 
and Marina. 

Per. Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be gone, 
My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. You, and your ladv, 

Take from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you 1 
Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you 
mortally. 

Yet glance full wand’ringly on us. 

Dion. . O your sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleas’d you had brought 
her hither, 

To have bless’d mine eyes ! 

Per. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as ’tis. My babe Marina ( whom, 

For she was born at sea, I have nam’d so, ) hers 
I charge your charity withal, and leave her 
The infant of your care ; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may be 
Manner’d as she is born. 

Cle. Fear not, my lord : 

Your grace, that fed my country with your com, 
(For which the people’s prayers still fall upon 
Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body. 

By you reliev’d, would force me to my duty : 

But if to that my nature need a spur. 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine, 

To the end of generation ! 

Per. I believe you; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me credit, 
Without your vows. Till she be married, madam, 
By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 

Unscissorid shall this hair of mine remain. 

Though I shew will in’t. So I take, my leave. 

Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

I have myself, 

w ho shall not be more dear to my respect. 

Than yours, my lord. 

Pf r ‘ „ Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We’ll bring your grace even to the edge 
o’the shore; 

Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune, and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

P er. I will embrace 

Y our offer. Come, dear’st madam.— O, no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 
You may depend hereafter. Come, my lord. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene IY. — Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon’s 
" House. 

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels, 
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Lay with you in your coffer : which are now 
At "your command. Know you the character? 

Thai. It is my lord’s. 

That I was shipp’d at sea, I well remember. 

Even on my yearning time : but whether there 
Delivered or no, by th j holy gods, 

I cannot rightly say: But since king Pericles, 

My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again, 

A vestal livery will I take me to. 

And never more have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as yod speak, 
Diana’s temple is not distant far, 

Where you may ’bide until your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that’s all ; 

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Enter Gower. 

Gower . Imagine Pericles at Tyre, 

Welcom’d to his own desire. 

His woful queen leave at Ephess, 

To Dian there a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train’d 
In music, letters ; who hath gain’d 
Of education all the grace. 

Which makes her both the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But alack ! 

That monster envy, of the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 

And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown, 

Even ripe for marriage fight ; this maid 
Hight Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be ; 

Be’t when she weav’d the sleided silk 
With fingers long, small, white as milk ; 

Or when she would with sharp neeld wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it : or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute. 

That still records with moan; or when 
She would with rich and constantpen 
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With absolute Marina : so 
With the dove of Paphos might the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gets 
All praises, which are paid as debts. 

And riot as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse, is dead ; 

And cursed Dionyza hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Prest for this blow. The unborn event 
I do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 

Which never could I so convey. 

Unless your thoughts went on my way.— 
Dionyza does appear. 

With Leonine, a murderer. [JExhf. 

Scene I. — Tharsus. An open Place , near the 
Seashore, 

Enter Dionyza and Leonine. 

Dion, Thy oath remember; thou hast sworn to 
do it : 

*Tis but a blow which never shall be known. 


Thou canst not do a thing i’the world so soon, 

To yield thee so much profit Let not conscience. 
Which is but cold, inflame love in thy bosom, 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I’ll do’t ; but yet she is a goodly creature* 
Dion. The fitter then the gods shoula have her. 
Here 

Weeping she comes for her old nurse’s death. 

Thou art resolv’d ? 

Leon* I am resolv’d. 

Enter Marina, with a bashet of flowers . 

Mar. No, no, I will rob Tellusof her weed, 

To strew thy green with flowers ; the yellows, blues, 
The purple violets, and marigolds, 

Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave. 

While summer days do last. Ah me l poor maid. 
Bora in a tempest, when my mother died. 

This world to me is like a lasting storm, 

Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion* How now, Marina ! why do you keep alone ? 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume’your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord ! how your favour’s chang’d 
With this unprofitable woe ! Come, come ; 

Give me your wreath of flowers, ere the sea mar it 
Walk forth with Leonine : the air is quick there, 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. Come ; — 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No, l pray you; 

I’ll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion. _ Come, come; 

I love the king your father, and yourself, 

With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted. 

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta’en 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray yon, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me ; 

I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come , I know ’tis good for you. 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least; 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon* I warraut you, madam. 

Dion. I’ll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while ; 
Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood ; 

What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar. Thanks, sweet madam. — 

l Exit Dionysa* 

Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon. w South-west. 

Mar* When I was born, the wind was north. 
Leon, _ Was’tso? 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear, 
But cry’d, good seamen ! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands wUh hauling of the ropes ; 

And, clasping to the mast, endur’d a sea 
That almost burst the deck, and from the ladder- 
tackle 

Wash’d oft’ a canvass-climber : Ha! says one, 
Wilt out? and, with a dropping industry. 

They skip from stem to stern : the boatswain 
whistles. 

The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon* And when was this ? 

Mar. It was, when I was {torn • 

Never was waves nor wind more violent. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar* What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer 
I grant it: Pray; but be not tedious, 

For the gods are quick of ear and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 
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Mar, - Why will you kill me ? 

Leon, To satisfy my lady. t 
Mar, Why would she have me kill'd ? 

Now, as 1 can remember, by my troth, 
l never did her hurt in all my life; 

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature: believe me, la, 

1 never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 

1 trod upon a worm against my will, 

But I wept for it. How have I offended, 

Wherein my death might yield her profit, or 
My life imply her danger? 

Leon. My commission 

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope. 
You are well-favour’d, and your looks foreshew 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately, 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 
Good sooth, it shew'd well in you ; do so now: 

Your lady seeks my life; come you between. 

And save poor me, the weaker. 

Leon . I am sworn, 

Aud will despatch. . # 

Enter Pirates, whilst Marina is struggling, 

1 Pirate. Hold, villain 1 {Leonine runs away.) 

2 Pirate . A prize ! a prize 1 

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let’s 
have her aboard suddenly. 

[Exeunt Pirates with Marina . 

Scene IT .— The same . 

Re-enter Leonine. 

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great pi- 
rate Valdes ; 

And they have seiz’d Marina. Let her go : 

There’s no hope she’ll return. I’ll swear she’s dead, 
And thrown into the sea. — But I’ll see further; 
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her, 
Not carry her abroad. If she remain, 

Whom they have ravish’d, must by me be slain. 

[Exit. 

Scene II 1. — Mytilene. A Room in a Brothel. 

Enter Pander , Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Boult. 

Boult . Sir. 

Pand . Search the market narrowly ; Mytilene is 
full of gallants. We lost too much money this 
mart, by being too wenchle.ss. 

Bawd. We were never so much out of creatures. 
We have but poor three, and they can do no more 
than they can do; and with continual action are 
even as good as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let’s have fresh ones, whate’er 
we pay for them. If there be not a conscience to 
be us’d in every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd. Thou say’st true : ’tis not the bringing up 
of poor bastards, as I think I have brought up 
„Wine eleven — 

Boult . Ay, to eleven, and brought them down 
again. But shall I search the market ? 

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have, a 
strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so piti- 
fallysodden. 

Pand. Thou say’st true ; they are too unwhole- 
some, o’conscience. The poor Transilvanian is dead, 
that fay with the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly poop’d him; she made 
him roast-meat for worms :— but I’ll go search the 
^maiket [Exit. 

Pand. Three or four thousands chequins were as 
pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you ? is it a 
shame to get when we are old ? 

Pand. O, our credit comes not in like the com- 
modity ; nqr the commodity wages not with the 
danger ; therefore, if in our youths we could pick 
®P Pf? tty estate, ,’twere not amiss to keep our 

door hatch d. Besides, the sore terms we stand 


upon with the gods, will be strong with us for giv- 
ing over. 

Batod. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 
Pand. As well as we ? ay, and better too ; w« 
o^end worse. Neither is our profession any trade; 
— it’s no calling : — but here comes Boult. 

Enter the Pirates and Boult, dragging in 
Marina. 

Boult. Come your ways. {To Marina.) — My 
masters, you say she’s a virgin ? * 

1 Pirate. 0, sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult. Master, t have gone thorough for this 
piece, you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have 
lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and has 
excellent good clothes ; there’s no further necessity 
of qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult? [pieces. 

Boult. X cannot be bated one doit of a thousand 
Pand. Well, follow me, my masters; you shall 
have your money presently. Wife, take her in; 
instruct^ her what she has to do, that she may not 
be raw in her entertainment. 

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates, 
Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her ; the 
colour of her hair, complexion, height, age, with 
warrant of her virginity; and cry, He that will give 
most , shall have her first. Such a maidenhead were 
na cheap thing, if men were as they have been. 
Get this done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit. 

Mar, Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow. 1 
(He should have struck, not spoke ; ) or that these 
pirates, 

(Not enough barbarous,) had not overboard 
Thrown me to seek my mother I 
Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one? 

Mar . That I am pretty. [yon. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part ii 
Mar . I accuse them not 
Bawd. You are lit into my hands, where you an* 
like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault 
To ’scape his hands, where I was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar . No. , 

Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall von, and taste gentle- 
men of all fashions. You shall fare well ; you shall 
have the difference of all complexions. What I do 
you stop your ears ? 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be not 
a woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd . Marry, whip thee, gosling : I think 1 shall 
have something to do with you. Come you are a 
young foolish sapling, and must be bowed a 3 I 
would have yon. 

Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Bawd. If it pW&e the gods to defend you bv 
men, then men must comfort you, men must feec! 
you, men must stir you up.— Boult’s returned. 

Enter Boult. 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market ? 

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number of 
her hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice 
Bawd. And I pr’ythee tell me, how dost thoa 
find the inclination of the people, especially of the 
younger sort? » 

Boult. ’Faith, they listened to me, as they would 
have hearkened to their father’s testament. There 
was a Spaniard’s mouth so watered, that he went 
to bed to her very description. 

Bawd. We snail have him here to-morrow with 
his best ruff on. 

Boult, To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do voi 
know the French knight that cower j ’the hams? 
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Bawd, Who ? monsieur Yeroles ? 

Boult, Ay | he offered to cut a caper at the pro- 
clamation; but he made a groan at it, and swore he 
would see her to-morrow. 

BaweL Well, well; as for him, he brought his 
disease hither : here he does but repair it. 1 know, 
he will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns 
In the sun. 

Boult* Well, if we had of every nation a tra- 
veller, we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd* Pray you, come hither awhile. You have 
fortunes coming upon you. Mark me; you must 
seem to do that tearfully, which you commit wil- 
lingly ; to despise profit, where you have most gain. 
To weep that you live as you do, makes pity in your 
lovers. Seldom, but that pity begets you a good 
opinion, and that opinion a mere profit. 

Mar. I understand you not* 

Boult* O, take her home, mistress, take her 
home: these blushes of hers must be quenched 
with some present practice. 

Baud. Thou say’st true, i’faith, so they must: 
for your bride goes to that with shame, which is 
her way to go with warrant. 

Boult, JFaith, some do, and some do not But, 
mistress, if I have bargain’d for the joint— 

Bated. Thou may’st cut a morsel off the spit 

Boult. I may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny it ? Come, young one, 
I like the manner of your garments well. [yet. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed 

Bawd* Boult, spend thou that in the town: re- 
port what a sojourner we have; you’ll lose nothing 
by custom. When nature framed this piece, she 
meant thee a good turn : therefore say vvnat a para- 
gon she is, and thou hast the harvest out of thine 
©wn report. 

Boult . 1 warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not 
so awake the beds of eels, as my gi ving out her 
beauty stir up the lewdly-inclined. I’ll bring home 
some to-night 

Baicd* Come your ways ; follow me. 

Mar • If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep. 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 

Diana, aid my purpose I 

Ban d* What have we to do with Diana ? Pray 
you, will you go with us ? [ Exeunt . 

Scene IY. — Tharsus. A Room in Cleon's House. 

Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone? 

Cle* 0 Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter, 

The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon 1 

Dion . I think 

You'lt turn a child again. 

Vie. Were I chief lord of all the spacious world, 
I’d give it to undo the deed. O lady. 

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o’the earth, 

I’the justice of compare ! O villain Leonine, 

Whom thou hast poison’d too ! 

If then hadst drank to him, it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy feat : what canst thou say. 

When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion* That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates, 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 

She died by night ; I’ll say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless you play the impious innocent. 

And for an honest attribute, cry out, 

She died by foul play. 

< Cle. O, go to. Well, well, 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

Dion * Be one of those, that think 

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence, 

And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 

And of how cow’d a spirit. 

Cle . To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added. 


Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
Prom honourable courses. 

Dion. Be it so then: 

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead* 
Nor none can know, Leonme being gone. 

She did disdain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes: None would look on her. 

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face ; 

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin, 

Not worth the time of day. It pierced me thorough; 
And though you call my course unnatural, 

You not your child well loving, yet I find. 

It greets me, as an enterprise of kindness. 

Perform’d to your sole daughter, 

U/c. ^ , Heavens forgive &! 

Dion. And as for Pencles, 

What should he say? We wept after her hearse. 
And even yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’tis done. 
t U/e. Thou art like the harpy. 

Which, to betray, doth wear an angel’s face, 

Seize with an eagle’s talons. 

Dion. Yon are like one, that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies ; 
But yet I know you’ll do as I advise. [ Exeunt . 

Enter Gower, before the monument of Marina 
at Tharsus. 

Goto. Thus time we waste, and longest league* 
make short; 

Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for’t; 
Making, (to take jour imagination,) 

Prom bourn to bourn, region to region. 

By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime 
To use one language, in each several clime, 

Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you* 
To learn of me, who stand i’the gaps to teach you 
The stages^of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 

(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 

To see his daughter, all his life’s delight 
Old .Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and high estate. 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind. 

Old Helicanus goes along behind. [brought 

Well-sailing ships, ana bounteous winds, have 
This king to Tharsus, (think his pilot thought ; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,) 

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 

Like motes and shadows see them move awhile ; 
Your ears unto your eyes I’ll reconcile. 

[Dumb shew.) 

Enter at one door, Pericles with his Train ; 
Cleon and Dionyza at the other. Cleon shews 
Pericles the tomb of Marina ; whereat Pericles 
makes lamentation , puts on sackcloth, and in a 
mighty passion departs. Then Cleon and 
Dionyza retire. 

Gow. See how belief may suffer by foul shew I 
This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe; 

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d, 

With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o’er* 
shower’d, 

Leaves Tharsus, and again barks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs ; 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. lie bears 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears. 

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wicked Dionyza. 

(Reads the inscription on Marina's monument,)) 
The fairest, sweet’s t, and best, lies here, 

Who wither’d in her spring of year. 

She was of Tyrus , the king's daughter , 

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter ; 
Marina was she call’d; and at her birth , 
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Thetis, being proud, swallow'd some part o' the 

earth; 

Therefore the earth fearing to be overflow d, 

Hath Thetis’ birth- child on the heavens bestow'’ d : 
Wherefore she does, ( and swears she ll never 
stint,) 

Make raging battery upon shores of flint. 

No visor does become black villany, 

So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe bis daughter’s dead, 

And bear his courses to be ordered ' , 

By lady fortune ; while our scenes display 
His daughter’s woe, and heavy well-a-day, 
fn her unholy service. Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Mitylen. [Exit. 

Scene V. — Mitylene . A Street before the Brothel. 
Enter, from the Brothel , two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like ? 

2 Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a place as 
this, she being once gone. 

1 Gent . But to have divinity preached there 1 did 
you ever dream of such a thing? 

2 Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
jbouses ; Shall we go hear the vestals sing ? 

1 Gent. I’ll do any thing now that is virtuous; but 
T am out of the road of rutting, for ever. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI.— The same. A Room in the Brothel. 
Enter Pander, Bawd , and Boult. 

Band. Well, I had rather than twice the worth 
of her, she had ne’er come here. 

Bawd.Vy, fy upon her ; she is able to freeze the 
god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We 
must either get her ravished, or be rid of her. 
When she should do for clients her fitment, and do 
me the kindness of our profession, she has rue her 
quirks, her reasons, her master-reasons, her prayers, 
her knees ; that she would make a puritan of the 
devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult. ’Faith, I must ravish her, or she’ll dis- 
furnish us of all our cavaliers, and make all our 
swearers priests. . [me] 

Pand. Now. the pox upon her green-sickness for 
Bawd. ’Faith, there’s no way to be rid on’t, but 
by the way to the”pox. Here comes the lord Lysi- 
roachus,’ disguised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if the 
peevish baggage would but give way to customers. 

Enter Lysimachus. 

Lys. How now? How a dozen of virginities ? 
Bawd. Now, the gods to bless your honour! 
Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good health. 
s. You may so; ’tis the better for you that 
your resorters stand upon sound legs. How now, 
wholesome iniquity? Have you that a man may deal 
withal, and defy the surgeon? 

Bawd We nave here one, sir, if she would — but 
there never came her like in Mitylene. 

Lys. If she’d do the deeds of darkness, thou 
would’stsay. , [enough. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what ’tis to say, well 
Lys. Well ; call forth, caHl forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, 
you shall see arose; and she were a rose indeed, 
if she had but— 

Lys. W T hat, pr’ythee ? 

Boult. 0, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less 
than it gives a good report to a number to be chaste. 

Enter Marina. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the 
talk;— never plucked yet, I can assure you. Is 
she not a fair creature ? 

Lys. ’Faith, she would serve after a long voyage 
lit sea. Well, there’s for you ; — leave us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave : a 
word, and PH have done presently. 


Lys. I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, 1 would have yon note, tills is as 
honourable man. (To Mar. whom she takes aside.) 

Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthily 
note him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this country, 
and a man whom I am bound to. 

Mar . If he govern this country, you are bound 
to him indeed; but how honourable lie is in that,. I 
know not. 

Bawd. ’Pray you, without any more virginal 
fencing, will you use him kindly? he will line your 
apron with gold. 

Mar . What he will do graciously, I will thank- 
fully receive. 

Lys. Have you done ? 

Bawd. My lord, she’s not paced yet; yon must 
take some pains to work her to your manage. Come, 
we will leave his honour and her together. 

[ Exeunt Bawd, Pander , and Boult, 

Lys . Go thy ways.-rNow, pretty one, how long 
have you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir ? 

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend. * 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please 
you to name it. 

Lys. How long have you been of this profession? 

mar. Ever since I can remember. 

Lys. Did yoa go to it so young ? Were yon a 
gamester at five, or at seven ? 

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in, proclaims you 
to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such 
resort, and will come into it? I hear say, you are of 
honourable parts, and are the governor of this place. 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto 
yon who l am? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Lys. Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets seed* 
and roots of shame and iniquity. 0, you have heard 
something of my power, and so stand aloof for more 
serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, 
my authority shall not see thee, or else, look friendly 
upon thee. Come, bring me to some private place. 
Come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, shew it now; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 

Lys. How’s this? how’s this? — Some more;— 
be sage. 

Mar. For me, 

That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
| Has plac’d me here within this loathsome stye, 

I Where, since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physic, — O that the good gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow’d place, 
l Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i’ the purer air! 
i Lys. I did not think 

Thou could’st have spoke so well; ne’er dream’d 
I thou could’st. 

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 

Thy speech hadalter’d it. Hold, here’s gold for thee; 
Pers^ver still in that clear way thou goest, 

And the gods strengthen thee 1 
j Mar. The gods preserve you ! 

1 Lys. For me, be you thought** 

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell, Thou art a peace of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.— 
Hold; here’s more gold for thee. — 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief, [me, 

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear’st from 
It shall be for thy good, 

Lysimachus is putting wp his purse, 
Boult enters.) 

[ Boult. I beseech your honour, one piece for me. 
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Lys. Avaunt, thor damned door-keeper! Your 
house, 

"Rat for this virgin that doth prop it up, 

Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away! 

[Exit 

Boult. How’s this ? We must take another course 
with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not 
worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under the 
cope, shall undo a whole household, let me be geld- 
ed like a spaniel. Come your ways. 

Mar . Whither would you have me? 

Boult . I must have your maidenhead taken off, 
or the common hangman shall execute it. Come 
your way We’ll have no more gentlemen driven 
away. Come your ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd, 

Bawd. How now! What’s the matter? 

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress; she has here 
spoken holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd. 0 abominable ! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to 
stink, afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her 
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a 
snow-ball ; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away ; use her at thy 
pleasure : crack the, glass of her virginity, and make 
the rest malleable. 

Boult.' An if she were a thornier piece of ground 
than she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar . Hark, hark, you gods ! 

Bawd. She conjures : away with her. Would 
she had never come within my doors! Marry hang 
you I She’s born to undo us. Will you not go the 
way of women-kind? Marry come up, my dish of 
chastity with rosemary and bays ! [Exit, 

Boult. Come, mistress: come your way with me. 
Mar. Whither would you have me ? [dear. 
Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so 
Mar. Pr’ythee, tell me one thing first 
Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be? 
Boult. Why } I could wish him to be my master, 
or rather my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their command. 

Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained'st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 

Thcm’rt the damn’d door-keeper to every coystrel 
That hither comes enquiring for his.tib ; 

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear 

Is liable ; thy very food is such 

As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 

Boult . What would you have rpe ? go to the wars, 
would you? where a man may serve seven years 
for the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in 
tiie end to buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth ; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 

Any of these ways are better yet than this; 

For that which thou professes!, a baboon, 

Could be but speak, would own a name too dear. 

0 that the gods would safely from this place 
Deliver me! Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain aught by me. 

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, aud dance, 
With other virtues, which I’ll keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 

1 doubt not but this populous city will 11 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult . But can you teach all this you speak of? 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 
Aud prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for thoe: 
if I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst honest women? 


Boult. ’Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them. But since my master and mistress have 
bought you, there’s no going but by their consent* 
therefore I will make them acquainted with year 
purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them 
tractable enough. Come, I’ll do for thee what it 
can; come your ways. [Exeuitf* 

ACT V. 

Enter Gower. 

Goto. Marina thus the brothel ’scapes, t nd chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 

She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays : 

Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her neeld vm* 
poses 

Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry; 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry : 

That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place*. 
And to her father turn our thought again, 

Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost j 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv’d 
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city stnVd 
God Neptune’s annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysiraacnus our Tyrian ship espies, 

His banners sable, trirara’d with rich expense; 

And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your supposing once more put your sight ; 

Of heavy Pericles think this the bark : 

Where, what is done in action, more, if might. 

Shall be discover’d ; please you, sit and hark. [ Exit, 

Scene I . — On hoard Pericles' Ship, off Mitylene. 
A close pavilion on deck , with a curtain before 
it; Pericles xvithin it, reclining on a couch. J 
barge lying beside the Tyrian vessel. 

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian 
vessel, the other to the barge : to them Helicanus. 
Tyr. Sail. Where is the lord Helicams ? he man, 
resolve you. {To the Sailor of Mitylene } 

0 here he is. — 

Sir, there’s a barge put off from Mifcylene ; 

And in it is Lysimachns the governor, 

Who craves to come aboard. What is your will V 
Mel. That he have his. Call up some gentleman. 
Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call ? 

Mel. Gentlemen, [you, 

There is some of worth would come aboard : 1 pray 
To greet them fairly. 

( The Gentlemen and the ttvo Sailors descend, 
and go on board the barge.) 

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords; the 
Tyrian Gentlemen, and the two Sailors. 

Tyr. Sail. Sir, 

This is the man that can, in aught you would. 
Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend; sir! The gods preserve yowl 
Hel. And yon, sir, to outlive the age lam, 

And die as I would do. 

Lys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune’s triumph®* 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us; 

1 made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Mel. First, sir, what is your place? 

Lys. I am governor of this plat e you lie before. 

■ Hel. Sir, ; f ' / " 

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king; 

A man, who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one. nor taken sustenance. 

But to prorogue his grief. ^ 

Lye. Upon what ground is his dislemneratur* It 
Hel. Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat ; 
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But the main grief of all springs from the loss 
Of a beloved daughter ana a wife. 

Lys, May we not see him, then . 
fife}. You may indeed, sir. 

But bootless is your sight : he will not speak 
To anv. . 

Lys , Yet, let me obtain my wish. 

Hel. Behold him, sir: (Pericles disvovered.) this 
was a goodly person, 

Till the disaster, that, one mortal night, 

Drove him to this. 

Lys. Sir, king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! 
Hail, 

Hail, royal sir! 

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 

) Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst 
wager, 

Would win some words of him. 

Lys. > # ’Tis well bethought. 

She ? questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other choice attractions, would allure, 

And make a battery through his deafen'd parts, 
Which now are midway stopp’d : 

She, all as happy as of all the fairest, _ 

Is, with her fellow maidens, now within 
The leafy shelter, that abuts against 
The island’s side. 

(He whispers one of the attendant Lords.) 
[Exit Lord, in the barge of Lysimachus. 
Hel. Sure, all’s effectless; yet nothing we’ll 
omit # [ness 

That bears recovery’s name. But, since your kind- 
We have stretch'd thus far, let us beseech you 
further, 

That for our gold we may provision have, 

Wherein we are not destitute for want. 

But weary for the staleness. 

Lys. 0, sir, a courtesy, 

Which if we should deny, the most just God 
For every graff would send a caterpillar, 

And so inflict our province. — Yet once more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of 3 rour king’s sorrow. 

Hel. Sit, sir, l will recount it; — 

But see, 1 am prevented. 

Enter, from the barge. Lord, Marina, and a 
young Lady . 

Lys. 0, here is 

The lady that I seut for. Welcome, fair one ! — 
lo’t not a goodly presence ? 

Hel. A gallant lady. 

Lys. She’s such, that were I well assur’d she 
came 

Of gentle kind, and noble stock, I’d wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed. — 

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient : 

If that thy prosperous-artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught. 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar. ^ Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery, 

Provided none but I and my companion 
Be suffer’d to come neai him, 

Lys. Come, let us leave her, 

And the gods make her prosperous : 

(Marina sings.) 
bys. Mark’d he your music ? 

Mar. No, nor look’d on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear:— 

Per. Hum l ha 1 

Mar, I am a maid, 

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes. 

But have been gaz’d on, comet-like : she speaks, 
My lord, that, may be, hath endur’d a grief 
Mighi equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d. 
Though way wt rd fortune did malign my state, 


My derivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kfega* 

But time hath rooted out my parentage^ 

And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. — I will desist; 

But there is something glows upon my cheek, ^ 

And whispers in mine ear, Go not till he speak, 

(AsiiU.) 

Per . My fortunes— parentage— good parentage— 
To equal mine!— was it not thus? what say you «*. 
Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my [na 
rentage. 

You would not do me violence. 

Per. 1 do think so. 

I pray you, turn your eyes again upon me. — 

You are like something that— What country- we* 
Here of these shores ? [man ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver 
weeping. 

My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been: my queen’s square, 
brows ; 

Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; 

As silver- voic’d ; her eyes as jewel -like. 

And cas’d as richly : in pace another Juno ; 

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 
hungry, [live? 

The more she gives them speech. — Where do you 
Mar . Where I am but a stranger: from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And how achiev’d you these endowments, which 
You make more rich to owe ? 

Mar . Should I tell my history, 

’Twoulrl seem like lies disdain’d in die reporting. 
Per . Pr’v thee speak ; 

Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look’st 
Modest as justice, and thou seem’st a palace 
For the crown’d truth to <1 well in: I’ll believe thee, 
And make my senses credit thy relation. 

To points that seem impossible : for thou look’st 
Like one I lov’d indeed. What were thy friends ? 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, 
(Which was when I perceiv d thee,) that thou cam'si 
From good descending ? 

Mar. . So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said’st 
Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury, 

And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal mine. 
If both were open’d ? 

Mar. . Some such thing indeed 
I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. t Tell thy story; 

If thine consider’d prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and l 
Have suffer’d like a girl : yet thou dost look 
Like Patience, gazing on kings’ graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 
How lost thou them ? Thy name, my most Id 
virgin? 

Recount, I do beseech thee : corqe, sit by me. 

Mar. My name, sir, is Marina. 

Per. * O, I am mock’d 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world laugh at me. * 

Mar. Patience, good oar, 

Or here I’ll •cease. 

Per. Nay, I’ll be patient ; 

Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me. 

To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name Marina, 

Was given me by one that had some power; 

My father, and a king. 

Per. How ! a king's daughter* ? 

And call’d Marina ? 

Mar. You said you would belie v< 
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But, not to he a troubler of your peace, 

I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood ? 

Have yon a working pulse ? and are no fairy? 

No motion ?— Well ; speak on. Where were yon 
And wherefore call’d Marina ? [born? 

Mar. Call’d Marina, 

For I was born at sea. 

Per. At seal thy mother? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 

Who died the very minute I was born. 

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliver’d weeping. 

Per. O, stop there a little I 

This is the rarest dream that e’er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be. 

My daughter’s buried. (Aside. ) Well;— where 
were you bred? 

I’ll hear you more, to the bottom of your story, 

And never interrupt you. [give o’er. 

Mar y You’ll scarce believe me : ’twere best I did 
Per. I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Y et, give me leave 
How came you in these parts? where were you 
bred ? inie j 

Mar. The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 

Did seek to murder me : and having woo’d 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 

A crew of pirates came and rescued me ; 

Brought me to Mytilene. But now, good sir. 
Whither will you have me ? Why do you v^eep? 
It may be, 

You think me an impostor: no, good faith ; 

I am the daughter to king Pericles, 

If good king Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, Helicanus ! 

Hel. Calls my gracious lord ? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor, 

Most wise in general : Tell me, if thou canst, 

W hat this maid is, or what is like to be. 

That thus hath made me weep ? 

Hel. I know not ; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene, 

Speaks nobly of her. 

hys . She would never tell 

Her parentage ; being demanded that. 

She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honour’d sir ; 

Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 

Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me, 

O’erbear the shores of my mortality, [hither. 

And drown me with their sweetness.— 0, come 
Thou that beget’st him that did thee beget ; 

Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tharsus, 

And found at sea again ! — O Helicanus, 

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina. — 

What was thy mother’s name ? tell me but that. 

For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 

Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray. 

What is your title? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
(As in the rest thou hast been godlike perfect,) ^ 

My drown’d queen’s name, thou \art the heir of 
kingdoms. 

And another life to Pericles thy father. 

Mar . Is it no more to be your daughter, than 
To say, my mother’s name was Thaisa? 

Thaisa was my mother, who did end. 

The minute I began. > [child. 

Per. Now, blessing on thee, rise ; thou art ray 
<T4* ve • fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus, 

i Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been, 

1? savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all; 

W hen thou shait kneel and justify in knowledge, 
She is thv very princess. — Who is this ? 

Hel. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mytilene, 

W ho, hearing ">f your melancholy state. 


Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you, sir. 

Give me my robes ; I am wild in my beholding. 

0 heavens bless my girl ! But hark, what music ?*— 

Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 

O’er, point by point, for y et he seems to doubt, 

How sure you are my daughter, — what music ?— 
Hel. My lord, 1 hear none. 

Per. None ? 

The music of the spheres: list, my Marina. 

Lys . It is not good to cross him : give him way. 
Per . Rarest sounds ! 

Do ye not hear ? 

Lys. Music ? my lord, I hear — 

Per. Most heavenly music : 

It nips me unto list’ning, aDd thick slumber 
Hangs on mine eye-lids ; let me rest. (He sleeps.) 
Lys . A pillow for his head ; 

(The curtain before the Pavilion of Pericles 
is closed.)^ 

So leave him all. — Well, my companion-friends. 

If this but answer to my just beliefi 
I’ll well remember you. 

[ Exeunt Lysimachus , Helicanus , Marina. , 
and attendant Lady . 

Scene II .—The same. 

Pericles on the deck asleep ; Diana appearing to 
him as in a vision. 

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus: hie the* 
thither. 

And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 

There, when my maiden priests are met together 
Before the people all, 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, call 
And give them repetition to the life. 

Perform my bidding, or thou li v’st in woe : 

Do’t and be happy, by my silver bow. 

Awake, and tell thy dream. (Diana disappear*.) 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 

I will obey thee !— Helicanus I 

Enter Lysimachus, Helicanus, and Marina. 

Hel. Sir. 

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons I’ll tell thee why. — 
(To Helicanus.) 

Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore. 

And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? # [ashore, 

Lys. With all my heart, sir ; and when you come 
I have another suit. 

Per. You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter ,* for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys . Sir, lend your arm. 

Per. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt. 

Enter Gower, before the Temple of Diana at 
EpheSus. 

Goto. Now our sands are almost run ; 

More a little, and then done. 

This, as my last boon, give me, 

(For such kindness must relieve me,) 

That you aptly will suppose 

What pageantry, what feats, what shews. 

What minstresly, and pretty din, 

The regent made in Mitylin, 

1 o greet the king. So he has thriv’d. 

That he is promis’d to be wiv’d 

To fair Marina ; but ij> no wise, *- 

Till he hath done his sacrifice, 

As JDiao bade - whereto being bound. 

The interim, pray you, all confound. 
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1b feather'd briefness sails are fill'd,. 
And wishes fall out as they’re will'd. 
At Ephesus, the temple see, 

Oar king:, and all his company. 

That he can hither come so soon, 

Is by your fancy’s thankful boon. 


[Exit. 


Scene III . — The Tethple of Diana at Ephesus ; 


tending. 

Enter* Pericles, with kis Train; Lysimachus, 
Helicanus, Marina, and a Lady . 

Per. Hail, Dian ! perform thy just command, 

I here confess myself the king of Tyre ; 

Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
The fair Thaisa, at Pentapolis. 

At sea in child-bed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call’d Marina ; who, O goddess, 

Wears yet thy sil ver livery. She at Tharsus 
Was nurs’d with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years 
He sought to murder: but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; against whose sliore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us. 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

_ Thai. Voice and favour ! — 

You are, you are— 0, royal Pericles!— 

{She faints.) 

Per. What means the woman? she dies! help, 
gentlemen ! 

. Cer. Noble sir. 

If you have told Diana’s altar true. 

This i3 your wife. 

Per. > Reverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her o’eruoard with these very arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

P er * ’Tis most certain. 

Cer. Look to the lady ; — O, she’s but o’erjoy’d. 
Early, on blust’ring morn, this lady was 
1 brown on this shore. I op’d the coffin, and 
Found there rich jewels ; recover’d her, and plac’d 
Mere m Diana’s temple. [her 

f* er ’ t May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought vou to my 
house. 

Whither I invite you. Look I Thaisa is 
Recover’d. 

Thai. 0, let me look ! 

If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear, 

Biit curb it, suite of seeing. 0, my lord. 

Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak. 

Like him you are : Did you not name a tempest, 

A birth, and death? 

m? r ‘* mi . The voice of dead Thaisa ! 
ihai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead 
And drown’d. 

Per. Immortal Dian ! 

f *J Thai. * Now I know you better. — 

>ri ie ,T we tears parted Pentapolis, 
ihe king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

n mi • ... {Shews a ring.) 

ter. lhis, this, no more, you gods! your pre- 
sent kindness 

Makes my past miseries sport: You shall do well, 

I hat on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O come, be baried ' 
A second time within these arms, 
i Mar. . My heart I 

ueaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom. j 

(Kneels to Tfutisa.) i 


Per. Look, who kneels here l Flesh of thy flesh 
Thaisa ; 

Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina, 

For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Bless’d, and mine own ! 

Mel. Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai . • I know you not 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did ftj 
from Tyre, 

I left behind an ancient substitute. 

Can you remember what I call’d the man? 

I have nam’d him oft. 

Thai. ’Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 

Embrace him, dear Thaisa; this is he. 

Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 

How possibly preserv’d ; and whom to thank 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man. 

Through whom the gods have shewn their power 
that can 

From first to last resolve you. 

Per. Re verend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer. ' I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 

Where snail be shewn you aU was found with her; 
How she came placed here within the temple ; 

No needful thing omitted. 

Per. , Pure Diana ! 

I bless thee for thy vision, and will offer 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter. 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now, 

This ornament that makes me look so dismal, 

Will i, my lov’d Marina, clip to form ; 

And what these fourteen years no razor touch’d, 

To grace thy marriage-day, I’ll beautify. 

Thai . Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, 
Bir, that my father’s dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him! Yet there, 
my queen, 

We’II celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days : 

Our son and daughter shall in Tyr us reign. 

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay, 

To hear the rest untold. — Sir, lead the way. 

(Exeunt. 

Enter Gower. 

Goiv. In Antioch, and his daughter, you have 
heard 

Of monstrous lust the due and just reward ; 

In Pericles, bis queen and daughter, seen 
(Although assail’d with fortune fierce and keen, ) 
Virtue preserv’d from fell destruction’s blast, 

Led on by heaven, and crown’d with joy at last 
In Helieanus may you well descry 
A figure of truth ? of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Cerimon there well appears. 

The worth that learned charity aye wears. 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour i 
name 

Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 

That him and his they in his palace burn. 

The gods for murder seemed so content . 

To punish them ; although not done, but meant 
So ou your patience evermore attending. 

New joy wait or you ! Here our play has ending 
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The tragedy of Lear is deservedly celebrated among the dramas of Sbakspeare. There is perbaps.no play which 
keeps the attention so strongly fixed; which so much agitates our passions, and interests our curiosity, ihe aruul 
involutions of distinct interests, the striking oppositions of contrary characters, the sudden changes of fortune s and 
the quick succession of events, fill the mind with a oerpetual tumult of indignation, pity, and nope. There is no 
scene which does not contribute to the aggravation or the distress or conduct to the action, and scarce a line which 
does not conduce to the progress of the scene. So powerful is the current of the poet’s imagination, that the mmu, 
which once ventures within it, is hurried irresistibly along. . . . 

On the. seeming improbability of Lear’s conduct, it may be observed, that he is represented according. to histones 
at that time vulgarly received as true. And, perhaps, if we turn our thoughts upon the barbarity and ignorance ol 
the age to which the story is referred, it will appear not so unlikely as while we estimate Lear’s manners by our own. 
Such preference of one daughter to another, or resignation of dominion on such conditions, would be yet credible, 
if told of a petty prince of Guinea or Madagascar. Sbakspeare, indeed, by the mention of his earls and dukes, lias given 
us the idea of times more civilized, and of life regulated by softer manners; and the truth is, that though he so 
nicely discriminates, and so minutely describes the characters of men, he commonly neglects and confounds the ci’.a* 
characters of ages, by mingling customs ancient and modern, JEnglish and foreign. 

My learned friend, Mr. Warton, who has in The Adventurer very minutely criticised this play, remarks, that the 
instancesxof cruelty are too savage and shocking, and that the intervention of Edmund destroys the simplicity of 
the story. These objections may, I think, be answered, by repeating, that the cruelty of the daughters is an historical 
fact, to which the poet has added little, having only drawn it into a series by dialogue and action. But I am not 
able to apologise with equal plausibility for the extrusion of Gioster’s eyes, which seems an act too horrid. to he etui urea 
in dramatic exhibition, and such as must always compel the mind to relieve its distress by incredulity, yet let it 
be remembered that our author well knew what would please the audience for which lie wrote. ... . • . . . 

The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of the action is abundantly recompensed by the addition of variety, 
by the art with which he is made to co-operate with the chief design, and the opportunity which he gives the poet 
of combining perfidy, and connecting the wicked son with the wicked daughters, to impress this important moral, 
that villany is never at a stop, that crimes lead to crimes, and at last terminate in ruin. , . . 

But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Sbakspeare has guttered the virtue of Cordelia to nerisn in a just cause, 
contrary to the natural ideas ofjustice, to the hope of the reader, and what is yet more strange, to the faith of chronicles. 
Yet this conduct is justified by The Spectator, who blames Tate for giving Cordelia success and happiness in his alteration, 
and declares, that in his opinion, the tragedy has lost half its beauty, Dennis has remarked, whether justly or not, that, to 
secure the favourable reception of Cato, the town was poisoned with much false and abominable criticism and that en- 
deavours had been used to discredit and decry poetical justice. A play in which the wicked prosper, and the. virtuoan 
miscarry, may doubtless be good, because it is a just representation of the common events of human life : but since 
all reasonable beings naturally love justice, f cannot easily be persuaded, that the observation of justice makes a 
play worse; or that, if other excellencies are equal, the audience will not always rise better pleased from the final 
triumph of persecuted virtue. In the present case, the public has decided. Cordelia, from the time of fate, has 
always retired with victory and felicity. And, if my sensations could add any thing to the general suffrage, I might 
relate, I was many years ago so shocked by Cordelia’s death, that I know not whether I ever endured to read again 
the last scenes of the play, till I undertook to revise them as an editor. There is another controversy among uie 
critics concerning this play. It is disputed whether the predominant image in Lear’s disordered nnnd.be the loss 
of his kingdom or the cruelty of his daughters. Mr. Murphy, a very judicious critic, lias evinced, by induction 
particular passages, that the cruelty of his daughters is the primary source of his distress, and that the loss ot royalty 
affects him only as a secondary and subordinate evil. He observes, with great justness, that Lear would. move cur 
compassion but little, did we not rather consider the injured father than the degraded king. The story of this play, except 
the episode of Edmund, which is derived, I think, from Sidney, is taken originally from Geoftry of Monmouth, whom 
Holinslied generally copied; but perhaps immediately from an old historical ballad. My reason for believing that 
the play was posterior to the ballad, rather than the ballad to the play, is, that the ballad has nothing of bhakspeare s 
nocturnal tempest, which is too striking to have been omitted, and that it follows the chi'onicle; it has the rudi- 
ments of the play, but none of its amplifications; it first hinted Lear’s madness, but did not array it m circumstances. 
The writer of the ballad added something to the history, which is a proof that he would have added more, it mor# 
had occurred to his mind; and more must have occurred if he had seen bhakspeare. Johnson, 
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ACT X. 

Scene I. — A Room of State in King Lear's Palace . 
Enter Kent, G loster, and Edmund. 

Kent. I thought, the king had more affected the 
duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always seem so to us : but now, in 
the division of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes he values most; for equalities are so 
weigh’d, that curiosity in neither can make choice 
of cither’s moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge: 
I have so often blush’d to acknowledge him, that 
now X am brazed to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow’s mother could : where- 
upon she grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, 
sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a husband for 
her bed. Do you smell a fault ? 


Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue 
of it being so proper. 

Glo. But I have, sir, a son by order oflaw, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my 
account: though this knave came somewhat saucily 
into the world before he was sent for, yet was bis 
mother fair; there was good sport at his making, 
and the whoreson must be acknowledged. — Do you 
know this noble gentleman, Edmund ? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kent: remember him bereaftes 
as my honourable friend. 

Ecim. My services to your lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know yen 
better. 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away be 
shall again.:— The king is coming. 

( Trumpets sound within.) 
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Enter Leak, Cornwall, Alban r, Goneeil, 
Began, Cordella, and Attendants . 

hear . Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Gloster. 

G/o. I shall, my liege. [KreMW* G/o. «wa Edm. 
hear . Meantime we shall express our darker 
purpose. {divided, 

Give me the map there. — Know, that we have 
1 1 three, our kingdom ; and ’tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from oar age ; 

onferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden’d crawl toward death. — Our sou of Corn- 
wall, 

And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We nave this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
Maybe prevented now. The princes, France and 
Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our youugest daughter’s love, 

Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn. 
And here are to be answer’d. — Tell me, my daugh- 
;■ ters, ; 

r Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 

Interest of territory, cares of state,) 

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ? 

That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it. — Goneril, 

Our eldest-born, speak first, 

Gon. Sir, I 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter, 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as child e’er lov’d, or father found, 

A love, that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much X love you. 
tV. What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be 
silent. (Aside.) 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to 
this, 

With shadowy forests and with champains rich’d; 
With plenteous rivers, and wide-skirted meads, 

We make thee lady : To thine and Albany’s issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Reg. I am made of that self metal as my sister. 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find, she names my very deed ot love; 

Only she comes too short, — that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 

Which the most precious square of sense possesses ; 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
In vour dear highness’ love. 

Car. * Then poor Cordelia ! (Aside.) 

And yet riot so ; since, I am sure, my love’s 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 

No less in space, validity, and pleasure, 

Than that confirm’d on Goneril. — Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 

Strive to be interess’d ; what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak. 

Cor, Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
■*My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty ! 
According to my bond ; nor more, nor less. I 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your speech I 
a little, | 

L*st it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor Good my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit, < 

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have iny sisters husbands, if they say, 


r They love you, all? Haply, when 1 shall wed, 

I That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall 
i . carry \ ' . 

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty « 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all, 

Lear . But goes this with thy heart? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. [dower : 
Lear. Let it be so. — Thy truth then be thj 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 

By all the operations of the orbs. 

From whom we do exist, and cease tube; , 

Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 

Propinquity, and property of blood. 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous 
Scythian, # 

Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d. 

As thou, my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege,— 

Lear . Peace, Kent ! 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 

I lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my sight ! 

(To Cordelia.) 

So be my grave rny peace, as here I give 
Her father’s heart from her 1 — Call France;— Who 
stirs ? 

Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third 
Let gride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power, 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects, [course. 
That troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly 
With reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be sustain’d, shall our abode [tain 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still re- 
The name, and all the additions to a king: 

The sway, 

Revenue, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm, 

This coronet part between you. {Giving the crown.) 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king, 

Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d. 

As my great patron thought on in my prayers,— 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 
the shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly. 
When Lear is mad. What would’st thou do, old 
man? 

Think’st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak. 
When power to flattery bows? To plainness ho- 
nour’s bound. 

When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom; 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment, 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee .least; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbs no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to Jose ftp 
Thy safety being the motive. 

! Lear. Out of my sight! 

1 ■ Kent. See better, Lear; and let me still remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear . Now, by Apollo, — 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, ki%» 

Thou swear’st thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O, vassal! miscreant! 

(Lay mg his hand on his sword.} 
.■ All. §* Com, Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do ; 
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Kill tliy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift : 

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 

I’fl tell thee, thou dost evil. 

hear. . Hear me, recreant ! 

On thine allegiance hear me 1 — 

Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain’d 
pride, 

To come betwixt our sentence and our power; 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 

Our potency made pood, take thy reward. 

Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases cf the world ; 

And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following, 
Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominions, 

The moment is thy death : Away I by Jupiter, 

This shall not he revok’d. [appear, 

Kent. Fare, thee well, king: since thus thou wilt 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.-— 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

(To Cordelia.) 

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said 1 — 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 
(To Regan and Goneril.) 
That good effects may spring from words of love. — . 
Thus Kent, 0 princes, bids you all adieu ; 

He’ll shape his old course in a country new. [Exit. 


Re enter Gloster ; with France, Burgundy, 
and Attendants . 


Glo. Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble 
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, ^ . [lord. 

We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rivalled for our daughter ; What, in the least, 
Will you require in present dower with her. 

Or cease your quest of love ? 

Btxr. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d, 
Nor will you tender less. 

hear. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we aid hold her so; 

But now her price is fall’n : Sir, there she stands ; 
If ai ight within that little, seeming substance. 

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec’d, 

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 

She’s there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 

Will you, with those infirmities she owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted *to our hate, # [oath, 

Dower’d with our curse, and stranger’d with our 
Take her, or leave her? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 

Election makes not up on such conditions, 
hear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power 
that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth.— For you, great king, 

(To France.) 

I would not from your love make such a stray, 

To match yoq where I hate ; therefore beseech you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 

Than on a wretch, whom nature is asham’d 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now was your best object, 
The argument of vour praise, halm of your age. 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
'So many folds of favour 1 Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree. 

That monsters it, or your fore- vouch’d affection 
Fall into, taint : which to believe of her, 

Must be. a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If for I want that glib and oily art, 

To speak and purpose net; since what I well intend, 
I’M ao't before 1 speak,) that you make known 


It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 

No unchaste action, or dishonour’d step. 

That hath depriv’d me of yonr grace and favour : 

But even for want of that, for which I am richer 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue, 

That I am glatfl have not, though not to have il. 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Had’sfc not been born, than not to have pleas’ ! m 
better. 

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature.' 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 

That it intends to do?— My lord of Burgundy, 

What say you to the lady V Love is not love. 

When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her t 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself pr 
And here I take Cordelia by the liana, 

Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father. 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace he with Burgundy! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 

I shall not be his wife. . [ing poor; 

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, be- 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov’d, despis’d 1 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away. . 

Gods, gods ! ’tis strange, that from their cold’s! 

neglect ■ * 

My love should kindle to inflam’d respect.— 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
Ts queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all the dukts of wat’rish Burgundy^ 

Shall buy this unpriz’d precious maid of me.— 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind: 

Thou losest here, a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thiBaf 
for we 

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again Therefore, be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon. — 

Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Lear y Burgundy , Com* 
icalU Albany. Gloster , and Attendants* 
France . Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash’d eye* 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 

And, like a sister, am most loath to call 

Your faults, as they are nam’d. Use well our father \ 

To your professed bosoms I commit him; 

But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace 
I would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg. Let your study 

Be, to content your lord; who hath, receiv’d you 
At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides; 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 

Well may you prosper! t .. 

France . Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia, 
Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of what 
most nearly appertains to us both, l think, our, 
father will hence to-night. 

Reg. That’s most certain, and with you; next 
month with us. 

Gon. You see how full of changes his age i# j 
the observation we have made of it hath hot bees, 
little: he always loved our sister most; and with, 
what poor judgment he hath now cast her off, ap- 
pears too grossly. 

Reg . ’Tis the infirmity of his age: yet be hath* 
ever but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath been. 
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out rash ; then must we look to receive from his 
age, not alone the imperfections of long-engrafted 
condition, bat, therewithal, the unruly waywardness, 
that infirm and choleric years bring with them. 

Rea. Such unconstant starts are we like to have 
from him, as this of Kent’s banishment. . 

Gan. There ia furtlier compliment of leave-takmg 
between France and him. Pray you, let us hit to- 
gether: If our father carry authority with such dis- 
positions as he bears, this last surrender of his will 
but offend us. . ■ 

Reg. We shall further think of it. 

Gon . We must do something, and i’ the heat 

[Exeunt 

Scene II. — A Rail in the Earl of Gloster"s Castle . 
Enter Edmund, loith a letter . 

Edm. Thon, nature, art my goddess : to thy law 
My services are bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me. 

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base? 
Wuen my dimensions are as well compact, 

My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 

As honest madam’s issue? why brand they us 
With base ? with baseness? bastardy? base/base? 
Wlio, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality, 

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 

Got ’tween asleep and wake? — Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land ; 

Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund, 

As to the legitimate : Fine word,— legitimate ! 

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper : — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards I 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish’d thus ! And France in choler 
parted! 

And the king gone to night ! subscrib’d his power ! 

Confin’d to exhibition! All this done 

Upon the gad !— Edmund ! how now ! what news ? 

Edm . So please your lordship, none. 

( Putting up the letter.) 

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that 
letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What paper were you reading? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. 

Glo. No? what needed then that terrible de- 
spatch of it into your pocket? the quality of nothing 
hath no such need to hide itself. Let’s see : Come, 
if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech yon, sir, pardon me : it is a letter 
from my brother, that X have not all o’er-read ; for 
so much as I have perused, I find it not fit for your 
over-looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter, sir, 

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give it. 
The contents, as in part I understand them, are to 
blame. 

Glo. Let’s see, let’s see. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother’s Justification, he 
wrote this but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 

Glo. (Reads.) This policy , and reverence of 
aye, makes the world bitter to the best of our 
times ; keeps, our fortunes from us, till our oldness 
cannot relish them. 1 begin to find an idle and 
fond bondage in Ike oppression of aged tyranny ; 
wto sways, not as it hath power, but as it is suf 
feiea. Come to me, that of this I may speak more. 
•v our father would sleep till I waked him , you 
ehpidi enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live 
the beloved of your brother , Edcar. — Humph !— 
Conspiracy '.—Sleep till J waked him,— you should 
.enjoy hay his revenue.— My son Edgar 1 Had he a 


hand to write this? a heart and brain to bleed it in? 
— When came this to you ? who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, there’s the 
cunning of* it ; I found it thrown in at the easement 
of my closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother’s? 

Edm. If the matter were good, *my lord, 1 durst 
swear if were his ; but, in respect of that, I would 
fain think it were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord, but, I hope, lua 
heart is not in the contents. 

Glo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you ia 
this business ? 

Edm. Never, my lord : But I have often heard 
him maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfec t age, 
and fathers declining, the father should be as ward 
to the son, and the son manage his revenue. 

Glo. 0 villain, villain!— His very opinion in the 
letter! — Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested, 
brutish villain ! worse than brutish ! — Go, sirrah, 
seek him: I’ll ^ apprehend him ^Abominable vil- 
lain I — Where is be ? 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall 
please you to suspend your indignation against my 
brother, till you can derive from him better testi- 
mony of his intent, you shall run a certain course ; 
where, if you violently proceed against him, mis- 
taking his purpose, it would make a great gap in 
your own honour, and shake iu pieces the earth of 
his obedience. I dare pawp down my life for him, 
that he hath writ this to feel my affection to your 
honour, and to no other pretence of danger. 

Glo. Think you so? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by 
an auricular assurance have your satisfaction ; and 
that without any further delay than this very evening. * 

Glo . He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly arid entirely 
loves him.— Heaven and earth!*— Edmund, seek 
him out ,* wind me into him, I pray you : frame the 
business after your own wisdom: I would unstat* 
myself, to be in a due resolution. 

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; ct nvey th« 
business as I shall find means, and acquaint you 
withal 

Glo. These late eclipses In the sun and moon por- 
tend no good to us : though the wisdom of nature 
can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself 
scourged by the sequent effects: love cools, friend- 
! ship fallsoff, brothers divide*: in cities, mutinies; 

in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; and the 
i bond cracked between son and father. This villain 
of mine comes under the prediction; there’s sou 
against father: the king falls^ from bias of nature; 
there’s father against child. W e have seen the best 
of our time : Machinations, hollowness, treachery, 
and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our 
graves! — Find out this villain, Edmund; it shall 
lose thee nothing; do it carefully : — And the noble 
and true-hearted Kent banished! his offence, ho- 
nesty ! — Strange ! strange I [Exit 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world ! 
that, when we are sick in fortune, (often the surfeit 
of our own behaviour, ) we make guilty of our dis 
asters, the sun, the moon, and the stars ; us if we 
were villains by necessity ; fools, by heavenly com 
pulsion ; knaves, thieves, andtreachers, by spherical 
predominance; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by 
an enforced obedience of planetary influence; and 
all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on : A. 
admirable^ evasion of whore-master man, to lay hi 
goatish disposition to the charge of a star I my fa 
thers expounded with my mother under the dragon’ 
tail ; and my nativity was under ursa major; so thaf 
it follows, 1 am rough and lecherous. — Tut. I should 
have been that I am, had the maidcnlicst star iu the 
firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar*— 
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Enter Edgar. 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villanous melancholy, with a 
sigh. like Tom o’Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do 
portend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi. 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund ? What serious 
contemplation are you in ? 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edg . Do you busy yourself with that ? 

Edm . I promise you, the effects he writes of, 
succeed unhappily; as of unnaturalness between 
the child and the parent ; death, dearth, dissolutions 
of ancient amities ; divisions in state, menaces and 
maledictions against king: and nobles; needless diffi- 
dences, banishment of friends, dissipation of cohorts, 
nuptial breaches, and I know not what. 

Edg, How long have you been a sectary astro- 
nomical? {last? 

Edm, Come, come; when saw you my father 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Earn. Spake you with him ? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Earn. Parted you in good terms ? Found you no 
displeasure in him. by word, or countenance ? 

Edg. None at all. 

Euro. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have 
offended him : and at rny entreaty, forbear his pre- 
sence, till some little time hath qualified the heat 
of his displeasure ; which at this instant so rageth 
in him, that with the mischief of your person it 
would scarcely allay. * 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, have a con- 
tinent forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes 
slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to my lodging, 
from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord 
speak: Pray you, go; there’s my key If you do 
sfir abroad, go armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother ? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best; go 
armed; I am no honest man, if there be any good 
meaning towards you : I have told you what X have 
seen and heard, but faintly; nothing like the image 
and horror of it : Pray .yon, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear From you anon ? 

Edm. I do serve you in this business.— 

# [Exit Edgar* 

A credulous father, and a brother noble, 

Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 

That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy 1 — I see the business. — 

H Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 

All with me’s meet, that l can fashion fit [Exit. 


Scene III. — A Room in the Duke of Albany's 
Palace. 

Enter Goneril and Steward. 

Gan. Did my father strike -my gentleman for 
chiding of his fool ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. . [hour 

Gon. By day and night! he wrongs me ; every 
He flashes into one gross crime or other, 

That sets us all at pads : I’ll not endure it: . 

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returns from hunting, 

I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick : — - 

If you come slack of former services, 

Con shall do well ; the fault of it I’ll answer. 

Stew. He’s coming, madam : I hear him. 

(Horns within.) 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please, 
You and your fellows ; I’d Lave it come to question ; 
if he dislike it, let him to my sister, 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one. 

Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man, 

That still would manqge those authorities, 
he hath given away ! — Now, by my life, 

Old fools es again ; and must be us’d 


'With checks, as flatteries,— when they are see© 
Remember what I have said. [abus’d* 

StfVJ. Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among 
you; [so: 

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows 
I would breed from hence occasions., and I shall. 
That I may speak : — i’ll write straight to my sister. 
To hold my very coarse : prepare for dinner. 

J {Exeunt* 

Scene IV.— A Hall in the same , 

Enter Kent, disguised. * 

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow. 

That can my speech diffuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that lull issue, 

For which I raz’d my likeness.— Now, banish’d 
Kent, f . [demn’d. 

If thou can’s! serve where thou dost stand ,con~ 
(So may it come IVthy master, whom thou lov’st. 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Leak, knights, and Atten- 
dants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get 
it ready. [Exit an Attendant .] How now, what art 

Kent. A man, sir. [thou? 

Lear. What dost 'thou profess? what would’si 
thou with us? 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to 
serve him truly, that will put me in trust; to love 
him that is honest; to converse with him that is wise, • 
and says little; to fear judgment; to fight, when I 
cannot choose ; and to eat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. 

Lear . If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is fo? 
a king, thou art poor enough. What would’st thou ? 

Kent . Service. 

Lear. Who would’st thou serve ? 

Kent. You. 

’ Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your coizb* 
tenance, which I would fain call master. 

Lear. YVhafs that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar 
a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain mes- 
sage bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, 
I am qualified in ; and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for 
singing; nor so old, to dote on her for any thing ; J 
have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear . Follow me ; thou shalt serve me: If I Ilka 
thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee 
yet — Dinner, ho, dinner! — Where’s my knave ? my 
fool? Go you, and call my fool hither: 

Enter Steward. 

You, you, sirrah, where’s my daughter? 

Stew. So please you,— [Exit. 

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clot- 
poll back. — Where’s my fool, ho? — I think the 
world’s asleep. — How now? where’s that mongrel? 

Knight . He says, my lord, you daughter is not 
well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, whe « 
I cal Pd him? 

Knight. Sir, he answer’d me in the round*# - ’ 
manner, be would not 

Lear. He would not! 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is; 
but, to my judgment, your highness is not enter- 
tained with that ceremonious affection as you were 
went ; there’s a great abatement of kindness appears, 
as well in the general dependants/as in the duk$ 
himself also, and your daug hter. 



698 


KING LEAR. 


Act L 


linii 

i Mi 
\mk 


k 


■n 


Lear. Be ! say’st thou so ? 

Knight . I beseech you, pardon roe, ray lord, it I 
be mistaken ; for my t duty cannot be silent, when I 
think your highness is wrong’d. . 

Lear, Thou but remember’st me of mine own 
conception : I have perceived a most faint^ neglect 
of late; which I have rather blamed as mine o\ra 
jealous curiositv, than as a very pretence and pur- 
pose of unkind ness: I will look further into't — 
But where’s my fool ? I have not seen him this two 

^Knight. Since my young lady’s going into France, 
sir, the fool Hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of ‘that; I have noted it well, — 
Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak with 
her. — Go you, call hither my fool. 

Re-enter Steward. 

0, you sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I, 

Stew. My lady’s father. [sir? 

Lear. My lady’s father ! my lord’s knave ; you 
whoreson dog 1 you slave 1 you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, 
pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 

(i Striking him.) 

Steiv. I’ll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither; you base foot-ball 
player. ( Tripping up his heels.) 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, ana 
I’ll love thee. 

Kent. Come sir, arise, away; I’ll teach you 
differences ; away, away: If you will measure your 
lubber’s length again, tarry: but away: go to; 
Have you wisdom? so. (. Pushing the Steward out.) 

Lear ; Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : 
there ’s earnest of thy service. ( Giving Kent money.) 

Enter Fool 

Fool. Let me hire him too : — •Here’s my coxcomb. 

(Giving Kent his cap.) 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou ? 

Fool, Sirrah , you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. Why ? for taking one’s part, that is out of 
favour: Nay, nn thou canst not smile as the wind 
jnta, thou’lt catch cold shortly : There, take my cox- 
comb : Why, this -fellow has banish’d two of his 
daughters, and did the third a blessing against his 
will ; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear my 
coxcomb.— How now, nuncle ? ’Would I had two 
coxcombs, and two daughters I 

Lear . Why, my boy? 

Fool. If I gave them all myliving. I’d keep my 
coxcombs myself: Theie’s mine: beg another of 
thy daughters. 

hear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 

. Fool. Truth’s a dog that must to kennel ; he must 
be whipp’d out, when Lady, the brach, may stand 
by the fire and stink. 

hear. A pestilent gall to me ! 

Fool. Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech. 

hear. Do. 

Fool Mark it, nuncle 

Have more than thou shewest. 

Speak less than thou knowest, 

Lend less than thou owest. 

Ride more than thou goest. 

Learn more than thou trowest, 

Set less than thou thro west; 

Leave thy drink and thy whore. 

And keep iw-a-tloor, 

And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 

Lear. This is nothing, fool. 

Fool Then Tis like the breath of an unfee’d 
lawyer; you gave me nothing for’t: Can you make 
no xm of nothing, nuncle? 

v , Why, no, boy; nothing can be made put 


Fool. Pr’ythee, tell him, so much the rent of hi* 
land comes to ,* he will not believe a fool. (To Kent.) 

Lear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy , 
between a bitter fool and a sweet fool? 

Lear. No, lad ; teach me. 

Fool. That lord, that counsell’d thee 
To give away thy land. 

Come place him here by me, 

Or do thou for him stand : 

The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 

The one in motley here, 

The other found out there. 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool All thy other titles thou hast given a vrayj 
that thou wast bora with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool No, ’faith, lords and great men will not let 
me ; if I had a monopoly out they would have part 
on’t: and ladies too, they will not let me have all fool 
to myself; they’ll be snatching. — Give me an egg, 
nuncle, and I’ll give thee two crowns. 

What two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i’the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. 
When thou clovest thy crown i’the middle, and 
gavest away both parts, tbou borest thine ass on 
thv back over the dirt: Thou had’st littie wit in thy 
bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. 
If I speak like myself in this, let him be whipp’d 
that first finds it so. 

Fools had ne'er tess grace in a year ; (Singing.) 
For wise men are arown foppish ; 

And know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, 
sirrah? 

Fool I have used it, nuncle, ever since thoa 
madesfc thy daughters thy mother : for when thou 
gavest them the rod, and put’st down thine own 
breeches, 

Then they for sudden joy did weep. (Singing.) 

And I for sorrow sung, 

That such a hing should play bo-peep , 

And go the fools among . 

Pr’ythee, nuncle, keep a shbol-master that can 
teach thy fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear. If you lie, sirrah, we’ll have you whipped. 

Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters 
are; they’ll have me. whipp’d for speaking true, 
thou’lt have me whipp’d for lying ; and, sometimes, 

I am whipp’d for holding my peace. I had rather 
be any kind of thing, than a fool : and yet I would 
not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o’both * 
sides, and left nothing in the middle: Here comes 
one o’the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How now, daughter ? what makes that 
frontlet on? Methinks, yon are too much of late 
’’ the frown. 

Fool Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou had’st 
no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an 

0 without a figure : I am better than thou art now ; 

1 am a fool, thou art nothing. — Yes, forsooth, I will 
hold my tongue ; so your face (To Gon .) bids me* 
though you say nothing. Mum. mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crum, 

W eary of all, shall want some. — 

That’s a shealed peascod. (Pointing to Ii€Ctr^ 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your alUiceus’d fool. 

But other of your insolent retinue. 

Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 

I had thought, by making this well known unto yon» 
To have found a safe redress ; but now.grow fearful* 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done. 

That you protect this course,. ana put it on 
By your allowance ; which if you should, the fault 
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Would not ’.scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 

Might in their working do yon that offence. 

Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 

That it had its head bit off by its young. 

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 
Lear . Are you our daughter ? 

Gan. Come, sir, I would, you would make use of 
that good wisdom whereof I know yon are fraught; 
and put away these dispositions, which of late trans- 
form you from what you rightly are. 

Fool . May not an ass know, when the cart draws 
the horse ? — Whoop, Jug ! I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me? — Why, this is 
not Lear; does Lear walk thus? speak thus? 
Where are his eyes? Either his notion weakens, or 
his discernings are lethargied.— Sleeping or waking? 
— Ha I sure ’tis not so. — Who is it that can tell me 
who I am ? — Lear’s shadow ? I would learn that; 
for by the marks of sovereignty, knowledge, and 
reason, I should be false persuaded I had daughters — 
Fool. Which they will make an obedient father. 
Lear* Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. Come, sir; 

This admiration is much o’the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright ; 

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise ; 
Here do you keep a hundred k’nights and squires ; 
Men so disorder’d, so debauch’d, and bold. 

That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous inn ; epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel, 

Than a grac’d palace. The shame itself doth speak 
For instant remedy : Be then desir’d 
By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 

A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, 

To be such men as may besort your age. 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils ! — 

Saddle ray horses ; call my train together.— 
Degenerate bastard 1 I’ll not trouble thee ; 

Yet have I left a daughter. [rabble 

Gon . You strike my people ; and you disorder’d 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear . Woe, that too late repents. — 0, sir, are 
you come ? # [horses. 

Is it your will ? (to Alb.) Speak, sir. — -Prepare my 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 

More hideous, when thou shew’sfc thee in a child, 
Than the sea-monster I 

Alb. Pray, sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest : (To Goneril.) 
My traiu are men of choice and rarest parts. 

That allparticulars of duty know ; 

And in the most exact regard support 

The worships of their name. — O most small fault. 

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia shew! 

Which, like an engine, wrench’d my frame of nature 
From the fix’d place ; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. 0, Lear, Lear, Lear! 

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 

, (Striking his head.) 

And thy dear judgment out! — Go, go, my people. 

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov’d you. 

Lear. It may be so, my lord. — Hear, nature, hear ; 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful ! 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her! If she must teem. 

Create her child of spleen ; that it may live, 


And be a thwart denatur'd torment to her ! 

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks 
Turn all her motherpains, and benefits. 

To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is 
To h ave a thank less child ! — Away, away ! [I 
Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof cc 
this ? . . 

Gon . Never afflict yourself to know the cause , 

But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it 

Re-enter Lear. 

What, fifty of my followers, at a clap! 

Within a fortnight ? , 

Alb. What’s the matter, sir ? 

Lear . I’ll tell thee;— Life and death! 
asham’d 

That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

(To Goneril.) 

That these hot tears, which break from me perforce. 
Should make thee worth them.— Blasts and fogs 
upon thee ! 

The untented woundings of a father’s curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes, 
Beweep this cause again, I’ll pluck you out; 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 

To temper clay. — Ha ! is it come to this ? 

Let it be so : — Yet have I left a daughter, 

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She’ll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find. 

That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast oft* for ever; thou shalt, I warrant thee, 
[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendant*. 
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord ? 

Alb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 

To the great love I bear you, — 

Gon. Pray yon, content. — What, Oswald, ho ! 
You, sir, more knave than fool, after your master. 

\To the FmI4 

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and 
the fool with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her 
And such a daughter, 

Should sure to the slaughter, 

If my cap would buy a halter ; 

So the fool follows after. [Exit. 

Gon. This man hath had good counsel ; — A huu* 
dred knights I 

’Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep 
At point, a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 
dream. 

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike. 

He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 

And hold our lives in mercy. — Oswald, I say ! — 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust: 

Let me still take away the harms I fear, 

Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart: 

What he hath utter’d, I have writ my sister; 

If she sustain him and his hundred knights. 

When I have shew’d the unfitness.— How now, 
Oswald ? 

Enter Steward. 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister? 

Stew. Ay, madam, 

Gon. Take you some company, and away to horwf; 
Inform her full of ray particular fear; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own. 

As may compact it more. Gbt you gone ; 

And hasten your return. [Exit Stew.] No, no, my 
lord. 

This milky gentleness, and course of yours, 

Thongh I condemn it not, yet, under pardon. 

You are much more attask’d for want of wisdom. 
Than prais’d for harmful mildness. 

Alb • How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot 
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Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Gon. Nay, then— _ 

Alb Well, well: the event. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. -—Court before the same. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear, Go you before to Gloster with these let- 
ters: acquaint my daughter no further with any 
thing you know, than comes from her demand out 
of the letter: If your diligence be not speedy, I 
shall be there before yon. • . t 

Kt.nL I will not sleep, my lord, till I have deli- 
vered your letter. # ■ [Exit. 

Foot If a man’s brains were in his heels, were’t 
not in danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. . t „ 

Fool. Then, I pr’ythee, be merry ; thy wit shall 
not go slip-shod, 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee 
kindly : for though she’s as like this as a crab is like 
an apple, yet I can tell what X can tell. 

Lear. Why, what can’st thou tell, my boy ? 

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does 
to a crab. Thou canst tell, why one’s nose stands 
i’tbe middle of his face ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on either side his 
nose ; that what a man cannot smell out, he may 
•py into. 

Lear. 1 did her wrong : 

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell? 

Lear. No. 

Fool Nor I neither: but I can tell why a snail 
has a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in; not to give it 
away to his daughters, and leave his horns without 
a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature.— So kind a fa- 
ther ! — Be my horses ready ? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about ’em. The rea- 
son why the seven stars are no more than seven, 
is a pretty reason, 

Lear. Because they are not eight? 

Fool. Yes, indeed: Thou would’st make a good 
fool. 

Lear. To take it again, perforce! — Monster 
ingratitude! 

Fool. If thou wert mv fool, nuncle. I’d have 
thee beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that ? 

Fool Thou should’st not have been old, before 
thou hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven! 

Keep me in temper: I would not be mad! 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now! Are the horses ready? 

Gent. Ready, my lord. 

Lear. Come, boy. 

Fool. She that is maid now, and laughs at my 
departure, 

Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — A Coy.rt within the Castle of the Earl 
of Gloster. 

Enter Edmund land Curan, meeting. 

Edm . Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your father ; 
and given him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, 
and Began his duchess, will be here with him to- 
night ■ 

JStaftw. How comes that ? ' \ : ] 

Cur. Nay, I know not: You have heard of the 


news abroad; I mean the whispered ones, for 
they are yet but ear-kissing arguments ? 

Ed?n. Not I ; ’Pray you, what are iney ? 

Cur . Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
’twixt the duke of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may then, in time. Fare you well, 
sir. > [Exit* 

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The better 
Best! 

This weaves itself perforce into my- business! 

My father hath set guard to take my brother ; 

And I have one thing, of a queazy question, 

Which I must act :— Briefness, and fortune,work I— ■ 
Brother, a word descend :« — Brother, I say ; 

Enter Edgar. 

My father watches 0 sir, fly this place : 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the night:— • 
Have you not spoken ’gainst the duke of Corn- 
wall? 

He’s coming* hither ; now, i’the night, i’the haste. 
And Regan with him: Have you nothing said 
Upon his party ’gainst the duke of Albany? 

Advise yourself. 

Edg . I am sure on’t, not a word, 

Edm.. I hear my father coming, — Pardon me : — 
In cunning I must draw my sword upon you :— 
Draw: Seem to defend yourself: Now quit yon 
well. 

Yield; come before my father : — Light, ho, here !— 
Fly, brother; — Torches ! ’torches !— -So, farewell.— 

[Exit Edgar. 

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ Wounds his arm) 
Of my more fierce endeavour : I have seen drunk- 
ards 

Do more than this in sport. — Fathei ! father ! 

Stop, stop! No help? 

Enter Gloster and Servants, with Torches. 
Glo. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain ? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword 
out. 

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon,’ 
To stand his auspicious mistress :■ — 

Glo. , But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means 
he could — ‘ 

Glo. Pursue him, ho!— Go after .—[Exit Serv.] 
By no means, — what ? 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lord 
ship; 

But that I told him, the revenging gods 
’Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father Sir, ip fine 
Seeing how loathly opposite 1 stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 

With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc’d mine arm : 

But when he saw my best alarnm’d spirits, 

Bold in the quarrel’s right, rous’d to the encounter, 
Or whether gasted by the noise 1 made. 

Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. ' Let him fly far: 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 

And found — Despatch. — The noble duke my master, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night * 

By his authority I will proclaim it. 

That he, which finds him, shall deserve our thanks. 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 

He that conceals him, death, 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight to do it, with curst speech 
I threaten’d to discover him : H* replied, 

Thou unpossessing bastard l dost thou think- 
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If I would stand against thee , would the reposal 

Of any trust , virtue, or worth , in thee 

Make thy words faith' d? No , what I should deny , 

{As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce 

My very character,) I d turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice: 

And thou must make a dullard of the world , 

If they not thought the profits of' my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it. 

Glo. t Strong and fasten’d villain ! 

4 Would he deny his letter ?• — I never got him. 

{Trumpets within.) 
Hark, the duke's trumpets! I know not why he 
comes ; 

AU ports I'll bar ; the villain shall not ’scape ; 

The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture j 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land,! 

Loyal and natural boy, I’ll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 
Com. How now, my noble friend ? since I came 
hither, * [news. 

(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange 
Regan. If it be true, all vengeance comes too 
short, [lord? 

Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my j 
Glo. 0, madam, my old heart is crack’d, is | 
crack’d ! 

Reg. What, did my father’s godson seek your 
life ? 

He. whom my father nam’d ? Your Edgar? 

Glo. 0 lacly, lady, shame would have it hid ! 

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous 
That tend upon my father? [knights 

Glo. I know not, madam : 

It is too bad, too bad.— 

. Edm. Yes, madam, he was. 

1 Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill af- 

fected ; 

Tts they have put him on the old man’s death, 

To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 

I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform’d of them ; and ’with such cau- 
tions. 

That, if they come to sojourn at my house, 

I'll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 

Edmund, I hear that you -have shewn your father 
A child-like office. 

Edm. ’Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray bis practice ; and receiv’d 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com. Is he pursued ? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm ; make your own purpose, 
How in my strength you please. — For you, Ed- 
i t mund, 

j Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 

j So much commend itself, you shall be ours ; 

j Natures of such deep trust we shall much need; 

j You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace, 

i Corn. You know not why we came to visit you, — 

■:■! Reg. Thus out of season; threading dark-ey’d 

night. 

I Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize, 

W herein we must have use of your advice 
| Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, 

J Of differences, which I best thought, it fit 

J To answer from our home ; the several messengers 

j From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend, 

j Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 

j ■" Your needful counsel to our business, 

j | ' Which craves the instant use. 


Glo. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome* [Exeunt* 

Scene II.—. Before Gloster's Castle. 

Enter Kent and Steward , severally. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of the 

Kent. Ay. [house? 

Stew. Where may we set our horses? 

Kent. I’ the mire. 

Steiv. Pr’ythee, if thou love me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipsbtiry pinft Id, I tfonld 
make thee care for me. 

Stew . Why dost thou use me thus? I know 
thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave ; a rascal, aq eater of broken meats; 
a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hun- 
dred-pound, filthy worsted-stocking knave ; a Jilyli- 
ver’d, action-taking knave ;a whoreson, glass-gazing, 
snperserviceable, finical rogue ; one-trunk-inheriting 
slave ; one that would’st be a bawd, in way of good 
service, and art nothing but the composition of a 
knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the son and heir 
of a mongrel bitch : one whom I will beat into cla- 
morous whining, if thou deniest the least syllable of 
thy addition. 

Slew . Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is neither know.i of thee, 
nor knows thee ? 

Kent What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to 
deny thou know’st me? Is it two days ago. since I 
tripp’d up thy heels, and beat thee, before tne king? 
Draw, you rogue ; for, though it he night, the moon 
shines ; I’ll make a sop o’the moonshine of yon : 
Draw, you whorson cullionly barber-monger, draw. 

(. Drawing his sword.) 

Slew . Away; I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal: yon come .with letters 
against the king; and take vanity the puppet’s part, 
against the royalty of her father: Draw, you rogue, 
or I’ll so carbonado your shanks : — draw, you rascal; 
come your ways. 

Steiv. Help, ho ! murder ! help ! 

Kent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue stand ; 
you neat slave, strike. ( Beating him.) 

Steiv. Help, ho! murder I murder! 

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, 
and Servants. 

Edm. How now? What’s the matter? Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please; 
come, I’ll flesh you ; come on. young master. 

Glo. Weapons ! arras! Wnat’s the matter here? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 

He dies, that strikes again: What is the matter 0 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the 
king. 

Com. What is your difference ? speak. 

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. H o marvel, you have so bestirr’d.your va- 
lour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in 
thee ; a tailor made thee. 

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make 
a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir: a stone-cutter, or a 

E ainter, could not have made him so ill, though they 
ad been but two hours at the trade. 

Com. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life l have 
spar’d. 

At suit of his grey beard, — 

Kent Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary let- 
ter! — My lord, if you will give me leave, f will 
tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the 
wall of a jakes with him. — Spare my grey beard, 
you wagtail! 

Com. Peace, sirrah! 
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You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, sir; but anger has a privilege. 

Corn. 'Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a 
sword, [these. 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 
like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrinse t’unloose : smooth every 
passion 

That in the natures of their lord rebels ; * 

Being oil to fire, snow to their colder moods; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters. 

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.— 

A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 

Goose, if l had you upon Sarum plain, 

I’d drive ve cackling nome to Camelot. 

Corn. What art tbrou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo. How fell you out? 

Say that. 

j Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Than I and such a knave. 

Corn. Why dost thou call him knave ? What’s 
his offence ? 

Kent His countenance likes me not. 

Com . No more, perchance, does mine, or his, 
or hers. 

Kent. Sir, His ray occupation to be plain ; 

I have seen better faces in my time, 

Than stands on any shoulder that l see 
Before me at this instant. 

Corn . This is some fellow, 

Who, having been prais’d for bluntuess, doth affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb, 

Quite from nis nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 

An honest mind and plain/—- lie must speak truth: 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he’s plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plain- 
ness 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends. 

Than twenty silly ducking observants, 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, 

Under the allowance of your grand aspect, 

Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus’ front, — 

Com. What meau’st by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis- 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer: 
he that beguiled you in a plain accent, was a plain 
knave; which, for my part, I will not be, though 
1 should win your displeasure to entreat me to it 
Corn. What was the offence you gave him ? 

Stew. • Never any ; 

It pleas’d the king his master, very late, 

To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp’d me behind ; being down, insulted, rail’d, 
And put upon him such a deal of man, 

That wortny’d him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-snbdu’d ; 

And, in the fleshmentof this dread exploit. 

Drew on me here. 

Kent . ^ None of these rogues, and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. 

^Com. * Fetch forth the stocks, ho ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart. 
We’ll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn ; 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 

You shall do small respect, shew too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master, 

Stocking his messenger. 

; Fetch forth the stocks ! 

As Tve life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 
Hu#. Till noon! till night, my lord; and ail 
nisrht too. 

Kent. Why madam, if I were your father’s dog. 


You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

(Stocks brought out) 

Com. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of ; — Come, bring away the stock* 
Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 

His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him fort: your purpos’d low correction. 
Is such, as basest and contemned’st wretches. 

For pilferings and most common trespasses, 

Are punish’d with : the king must take it ill. 

That he’s so slightly valued In his messenger, 

Should have him thus restrain’d. 

Corn. I’ll answer that* 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worsen 
To have her gentleman abus’d, assaulted, 

For following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

(Kent is put in the stocks^ 
Come, my good lord ; away. 

[Exeunt Regan and ComtvalL 
Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend: ’tis the duke’s 
pleasure, 

Whose disposition, all the world well knows. 

Will not be rubb’d, nor stopp’d: I’ll entreat f<* 
thee. ; ; 

Kent. Pray, do not, sir: I have watch’d, ami 
travell’d hard ; 

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I’ll whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels : 

Give yon good-morrow ! 

Glo. The duke’s to blame in this; ’twill be ill 
taken. [Exit. 

Kent Good king, that must approve the com- 
mon saw ! 

Thou out of heaven’s benediction com’st 
To the warm stm! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 

That by thy comfortable beams I may 

Peruse this letter! — Nothing almost sees miracle^ 

But misery ; — I know, ’tis from Cordelia ; 

Who hath most fortunately been inform’d 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
Losses their remedies All weary and c’e*- 
watch’d, * 

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn tbf 
wheel ! (He sleeps^ 

Scene III. — A Part of the Heath. 

Ente* E^gar. 

Edg. I beard myself proclaim’d ; 

And, by the happy hollow of a tree. 

Escap’d the hunt. No port is free ; no place. 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 

Does not attend my taking. While I may ’scape. 

I will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 

That ever penury, In contempt of man, 

Brought near to beast; my face I’ll grime wife 
fiUh; # 

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots. 

And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds, and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices. 

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary; 

And with this horrible object, from low farms. 

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers. 
Enforce their charity. — Poor Tujrlygood l poor Tom ! 
That’s something yet Edgar I nothing am. 

Scene IV. — Before Gloster's Castle. 

Enter Lear, Pool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. ’Tis strange, that they should so depar 
from borne, 

And not send back my messenger. • 
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Gent* As I leara’d, 

TUa night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master I 

Lear. Haw! 

Mak’st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ^ ha ; look! he wears cruel garters! 
Horses are tied by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by 
the neck; mcmkies by the loins, and men by tlie 
legs : when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he wears 
wooden neither-stocks. [mistook, 

Lear . What's he, that hath so much thy place 
To set thee here ? 

Kent. It is both he and she. 

Your son and daughter* 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I say. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no ; they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 
hear. By Jupiter, I swear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do’t ; [murder, 

They could not, would not do’t; His worse than 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might's! deserve, or they impose, this usage 
Corning from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their hom& 

I did commend your highness’ letters to them, 

Ere I was risen from the place that shew'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 

Stew’d in his haste, half hreathle&s, panting forth 
From Gonerithis mistress, salutations; 

Deliver’d letters, spite of intermission. 

Which presently they read : on whose contents. 
They summoned up their meiny, straight took horse ; 
Commanded me to follow, ana attend 
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks ; 
And meeting here the other messenger. 

Whose welcome, I perceiv’d, had poison’d mine, 
(Being the very fellow that of late 
Display’d so saucily against your highness,) 

Having more man than wit about me, drew ; 

He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild geese 
fly that way. 

Fathers, that wear rags, 

Do make their children blind ; 

But fathers, that bear bags, 

Shall see their children kind. 

Fortune, that arrant' whore, 

Ne’er turns the key to the poor. — 

But for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours 
for thy daughters, as thou canst tell in a year. 

Lear . 0 , how this mother swells up toward my 
t heart 1 . 

Hysterica passzo /-"down, thou climbing sorrow, 
Thy element’s below! Where is this daughter 9 
Kent. With the earl, sir, here within. 

Lear . Follow me not : 

Stay here. [Exit. 

Gent. Made you no more offence than what you 
speak of? 

■ Kent. None. 

flow chance the king comes with so small a train? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i’the stocks for 
that question, thou hadst well deserved it 
Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. We’ll set thee to school to an ant, to teach 
thee there’s no labouring in the winter. All, that 
fclhw their noses, are led*by their eyes, but blind 
men; and there’s not a nose among twenty, but can 
smell him that’s stinking. JLrt go thv hold, when 
a great, wheel runs down a hill, lest" it break thy 
neck with following it; but the great one that goes 


up the hill,det him draw thee after. When a wi*t 
man gives thee better counsel, give r?,e mine again: 

I would have none but knaves follow it, since a fool 
gives it. 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gai^ 

And follows hut for form, 

\Vi11 pack, when it begins to rain. 

And leave thee in tne storm. 

But l will tarry; the fcol will stay. 

And let the wise man fly: 

The knave turns fool, that runs away; 

’The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent Where learn’d you this, fool ? 

FqqI. Not i’the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear with G loster. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They are flick? 
they are weary ? 

They have tra veil'd hard to-night? Mere fetches? 
The images of revolt and flying off! 

Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo. My dear lord, 

Y ou know the fiery quality of the, duke ; 

How unremoveahle and fix’d he is 
In his own course. 

Lear. Vengeance! plague ! death! confusion! 
Fiery! what quality? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 

I’d speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife 
Glo* Well, my good lord, I have inform’d them 
so. [man? 

Lear. Inform’d them ! Dost thou understand me, 
Glo. Ay, my .good lord. 

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the 
dear father 

Would with his daughter speak, commands he# 
service: [blood!— 

Are they inform’d of this? My breath and 

Fiery ? the fiery duke ? — Tell the hot duke, that*-" 
No, but not yet: — may be, he is not well; 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office, 

Whereto our health is bound; we are not our- 
selves, [mind 

When nature, being oppress’d, commands the 
To suffer with the body : I’ll forbear : 

And am fallen out with mv more headier will, 

To take the indispos’d and sickly fit 

For the sound maa. — Death on my state I where. 

> fore {Looking on Kent.] 

Should he sit here ? This act persuades me. 

That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth: 

Go, tell the duke and his wife. I’d speak with them. 
Now, presently; bid them come forth and hear me. 
Or at their chamber door I’ll beat the drum, 

Till it cry — Sleep to death, 

Glo. I’d have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart ! — but, 
down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to 
the eels, when she put them i’the paste ahve; she 
rapp’d ’em o’the coxcombs with a stick, and cry’d,, 
Down , wantons, down: ’Twas her brother, that, i» 
pure kindness to his horse, buttered his hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster. and 
Servants . 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your grace 1 

{Kent is set at liberty.] 
Reg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what 
reason * ■ ■ 

I have to thina so: if thou should’st not be glad* 

I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb, 
Sepulch’ring an adultress.— O, are you free ? 

{To Kent] 

Some other time for that.— Beloved Regan, 

Thy sister’s naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tocth’d unkindness, like a vulture, here,— 

^ {Points to his hem4£ 
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I can scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not believe. 

Of how deprav’d a quality.— -0 Regan ! 

Meg, I pray yon, sir, take patience ; I have hope. 
You less know how to value her desert, 

Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear . Say, how is that ? 

Reg. f cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance, 

She have restrain’d the riots of your followers, 

Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My curses on her ! 

Reg. 0, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be rul’d, and led 
Bv some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself: Therefore, I pray you. 
That to onr sister you do make return ; 

Sav, you have wrong’d her, sir. 

Lear , > Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house : 

Dear daughter , J confess that I am old: 

Age is unnecessary : on my knees J beg, (Kneeling.) 
That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed , and food. 

Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly 
Return you to my sister. [tricks : 

Lear. Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 

Look’d black upon me ; struck me with her tongue, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart. — 

All the stor’d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top! Strike her young bones, 

You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Com. m Fy, fy, fy! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
flames 

Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty. 

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 

To fall and blast her pride ! 

Meg. ' O the blest gods! 

So will you wish on me, when the rash mood’s on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my 
curse ; 

Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
Thee o’er to harshness; her eyes are fierce, but 
thine 

Do comfort, and not burn : ’Tis not in* thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train. 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes. 

And, in conclusion, to oppose the oolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know’st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 

Effects of courtesy dues of gratitude ; 

Thy half o’the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow’d. 

Meg. Good sir, to the purpose. 

{Trumpets ivithin.) 
Lear. Who put my man i’lhe stocks? 

Corn. What trumpet’s that? 

Enter Steward. 

Reg. I know’t, my sister’s: this approves her 
letter. 

That she would soon be here. — Is your lady come ? 

Lear . This is a slave, whose easy-borrow’d pride 
Duels in the fickle grace of her he follows:— 

Gut, varlet, from my sight! 

Com. What means your grace ? 

Lear. Who stock’d my servant? Regan, I have 
good hope [heavens, 

xtion didst not know oft.— Who comes here ? O, 

Enter Goneril. 

Ifv ou do love old men, if vour sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause; send down, and take mv 
part! — 

Art, notasham’d to look upon this beard? — 

_ .. . (To Goneril.) 

O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 


Gon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have I 
offended ? 

All’s not offence, but indiscretion finds, 

And dotage terms so. 

Lear. O, sides, you are too tough! 

Will yon yet hold ? — How came my man i’the stocks ? 

Corn . I set him there, sir: but his own disorders 
Deserv’d much less advancement, 

Lear. You! did yon! 

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so* 

If. till the expiration of your month, 

You will return and sojourn with my sister, 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me ; 

I am now from homeland out of that provision. 
Which shall be needful lor your entertainment, 
Lear. Return to her, and’ fifty men dismiss’d? 

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’the air; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity’s sharp pinch ! — Return with her? 

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 
Our youngest bom, I could as well be brought 
To kuee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life a-foot : — Return with her? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. {Looking on the SteiuarcL) 
Go7i. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I pr’ythee, daughter, do not make me mad: 

I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell; 

We’ll no more meet, no more see one another 
But yet tliou art my flesh, my blood, my daug iter , 
Or, rather, a disease that’s in my fle^h, 

Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boi 1 , 

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not chide t u e; 

Let shame come when it will, I do not call it: 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 

Mend when thou canst ; be better, at thy leisure 
l can be patient; I can stay with Regan, 

I, and my hundred knights. 

Reg. Not altogether so, sir; 

I look’d not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome: Give ear, sir, to my sister, 
For those that mingle reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 

But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken now? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, sir : What, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith that both charge and dange 
Speak ’gainst so great a number? How, in one house 
Should many people, .under two commands, 

Hold amity? tis hard; almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive atten* 
dance 

From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 
Reg. Why not, my lord ? II then they chanc’d to 
slack you. 

We could control them : If you will come to me 


... - o • - - r 

Lear. I gave you all— 

Meg- And in good time yon gave it* 

Lear , Made you my guardians, my depositaries $ 
But kept a reservation to be follow’d 
With such a number: What, must I come to you 
With fhe-and-twenty, Regan? said you so? 

Reg. And speak it again, my lord: no more 
: with! me. 

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well- 
favour’d, 

When others are more wicked ; not being the worst, 
Stands in some rank of praise I’ll go vvi h thee: 

* ( ToGonertl ) 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty. 

And thou art twice her love. 

. Gm*. Hear me, my lord j 

W hat need you five-and- twenty, ten, or five. 
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To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Meg . What need one ? 

Lear . 0 , reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : . 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man’s life is cheap as beast’s : thou art a lady ; 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’st. 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — But, for true 
need,- . r „ 

You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need I 
You see me here, yon gods, a poor old man. 

As ful l of grief, as age ; wretched in both 1 
If it be yon, that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool me not. so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 

0, let not women’s weapons, water-drops. 

Stain my man’s cheeks ! — No, you unnatural hags, 

I will have such revenges on you both. 

That all the world shall — f will do such things, — 
What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think, I’ll weep; 

No, I’ll not weep : — 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 

Or ere I’ll weep : — 0, fool, 1 shall go mad ! 

[Exeunt Lear, Qloster, Kent , and Moot. 
Corn. Let ns withdraw- ’twill be a storm. 

( Storm heard at a distance .) 

7 leg. This house 

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow’d. 

Gon. ’Tis his own blame ; he hath put 

Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. 

Reg. For his particular. I’ll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos’d. 

Where is my lord of Gloster ? 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Corn. Follow’d the old man forth ; — he is return'd. 
Glo. The king is in high rage. 

Corn. Whither is he going ? 

Glo. He calls to horse; but will I know not 
whither. [self. 

Corn. ’Tis best to give him way ; he leads him- 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds 
Do sorely rulfle ; for many miles about 
There’s scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to wilful men. 

The injuries, that they themselves procure. 

Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus’d, wisdom bids fear. 

Corn . Shut up your doors, my lord; ’tis a wild 
night; 

My Regan counsels well : come out o’the storm. 

[Exeunt 

ACT III. 

Scene I.— A Heath, 

A storm is heard, with thunder and lightning . 
Enter Kent and a Gentleman , meeting . 
Kent. Who’s here, beside foul weather t 
Gent. One minded like die weather, most un- 
quietly. 

Kent. I know yon ; where’s the king? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element: 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curved waters ’bove the main, 

That things might change, or cease ; tears his white 
hair; 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 

Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to and- fro-conflicting wind and rain. 


This night, wherein th 3 cub-drawn beer would 
cou :h. 

The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs. 

And hids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to outjeal 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my art, 

Commend a dear thing to you. There is division. 
Although as yet the face of it be cover’d 
With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Cornwall; 
Who have (as who have not, that their great stars 
Thron’d and set high ?) servants who seem no less; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen. 

Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes ; 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings 
But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatter’d kingdom ; who already, 

Wise in onr negligence, have secret feet 
In some of opr best ports, and are at point 
To shew their open banner. — Now to you : 

If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to ’plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This office to yon. 

Gent. I willialk further with you. 

Kent.' No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out- wall, open this purse, and take 

What it contains: If you shall see Cordelia, 

(As fear not but you shall,) shew her this ring; 

And she will tell you who your fellow is, ' 

That yet you do hot know. Fie on this storm ! 

1 will go seek the king. [say ? 

Gent. Give me your hand : Have you no more to 
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all 
yet; [pain 

That when we have found the king, (in which your 
That way, 111 this;) he that first lights on him, 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally .} 

Scene II.— Another part of the Heath. Storm . 
continues . 

Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear . Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks I'raget 
blow ! 

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the 
cocks ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 

Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 

Singe my white head I And thou, all-shaking thunder. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’the world ! 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germ ens spill at once. 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool . 0 nuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is 
better than this rain-water out o’dooiv Good nuncle, 
in, and ask thy daughter’s blessing ; here’s a night 
pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly-full ! Spit, fire ! spout, ram! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters; 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkind nes8, 

I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children. 

Yon owe me no subscription ; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slatt* 

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man :— 

But yet I call you servile ministers 
That have with two pernicious- daughters join’d 
Your high-en^ender’d battles ’guLsYa. head 
So old and white as this. 0101 ’tis foul l 
1 45 
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Fool He, that has a house to put his head in, has 
ft good head- piece. 

The cod-piece that will house. 

Before the head has any , 

The head and he shall louse /— 

So beggars marry many . 

The man that makes his toe 
What he his heart should make , 

Shall of a corn cry woe , 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

.—for there was never yet fair woman, but she made 
mouth in a glass. 

"Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will 1 e the pattern of all patience, I 
will say nothing. 

Kent. Who’s there ? 

Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece ; that’s 
wise man, and a fool. t [night, 

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here? things, that love 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Callow the very wanderers of the dark, 

-And make them keep their caves : Since I was man, 
Such sheets of tire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man’s nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods. 

That, keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads. 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch. 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipp’d of justice : hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjur'd,, and thou simular man ftf virtue, 

That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake, 

That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis’d on man’s life:— Close pent-up guilts. 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. — I ana a man, 
More sinn’d against, than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel; 

Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst the tempest; 
Repose you there : while I to this hard house, 

(More hard than is the stone whereof ’tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you. 

Denied me to come in,) return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn.— 

Come on, my bov : How dost, my boy ? Art cold ? 
l am cold myself— Where is this straw, my fellow? 
The art of our necessities is strange, [hovel. 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That’s sorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has a little tiny wit , — 

With heigh, ho, the win dand the rain , — 
Must make content with his fortunes Jit ; 
For the rain it raineth every day . 

Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to 
this hovel. [JExeunt Lear and Kent . 

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan.— 
Til speak a prophecy ere I go : 

When priests are more hi word than matter ; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 

When nobles are their tailors’ tutors ; 

No heretics burn’d, but wenches’ suitors: 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight, 

When slanders do not live in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 

When usurers tell their gold i’the field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build;— 
Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 

Then comes the time, who lives to see’t. 

That going shall be us’d with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before 
his time. [Exit. 


Scene III.— A Room in Gloster's Castle, 

Enter Gloster and Edmund. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this ns. 
natural dealing : When I desired their leave that I 
might pity him, they took from me the use of mine 
own house ; charged me, on pain of their perpetual 
displeasure, neither to speak of him, entreat for 
him, nor any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to; say you nothing : There is division 
between the dukes; and a worse matter than that: 

I have received a letter this night; — ’trs dangerous 
to be spoken I have locked the letter in my clo- 
set : these injuries the king now bears will be re- 
venged athome ; athere is part of a power already 
footed: we must incline to the king. I will seek 
him, and privily relieye him : go you, and maintain 
talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him 
perceived : If he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to 
bed. If I die for it, as no less is threatened me, 
the king, my old master, must be relieved. There 
is some strange thing toward, Edmund ; pray you, 
be careful. > [Exit. 

Edm . This courtesy forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all : 

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit 
Scene IV. — A part of the Heath , with a Hovel. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool 
Kent . Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord 
enter: 

The tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
For nature to endure. (Storm still 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. . Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I’d rather break mine own : Good my lord, 
enter. [tious storm 

Lear. Thou think’st ’tis much, that this conten- 
Invades us to the skin : so ’tis to thee ; 

But where the greater malady is fix’d, 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou’dst shun a bear : 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 

Thou’dst meet the bear i’the mouth. When the 
mind’s free, 

The body’s delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else. 

Save what beats there.— Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 

For lifting food to’t? — But I will punish home 
No, I will weep no more.— In such a night 
To shut me out 1 — Pour on ; I will endure 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! 

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,— 
O, that way madness lies; let me shun that; 

No more of that,— 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

JLear. Pr ythee, go in thyself ; seek thine own 
ease; ^ 

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more— But I’ll go in : 

In, boy; go first. — (To the Fool) You houseless 
poverty, — 

Nay, get thee in. I’ll pray, and then I’ll sleep. 

(FW goes in j 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’re you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 

How shall your houseless heads, and unfed aides, 
Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend yon 
From seasons such as these? 0, I have ta’en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 

That thou may’st shake the superflux to them. 

And shew the heavens more just. 

Edg. ( Within.) Fathom and half, fathom an 
half! Poor Tom ! 

(The Fool runs out from the hovel.) 
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Fool. Come not in here, oracle, here's a spirit. 
Help me, help me ! 

Kent. Give me thy hand.— Who’s there ? 

Foot A spirit, a spirit ; he says his name’s poor 
Tom. [i’the straw? 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there 
Come forth. 

Enter Edgak, disguised as a madman . 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — # 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Humph l go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters ? 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through 
flame, through ford and whirlpool, over bog and 
quagmire ; that hath laid knives under his pillow, 
and halters in his pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge ; 
made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting- 
horse over four-inched bridges, to course his own 
shadow for a traitor : — Bless thy five wits 1 Tom’s 
a-cold. — O, do de, do de, do de. — Bless thee from 
whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking ! Do poor 
Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes*. 
There could I have him now,— and there, — and 
there,— and there again, and there. 

(Storm continues.) 

Lear . What, have is daughters brought him to 
this pass ? — # . [all ? 

Could’st thou save nothing? Dld’st thou give them 

Fool Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. # [air 

Lear. Now, all the plagues, that in the pendulous 
Hang fated o’er men’s faults, light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have subdu’d 
nature 

To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. — 

Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! ’twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. * 

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock’s-hill 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o’the foul fiend: Obey thy pa- 
rents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not • commit 
not with man’s sworn spouse ; set not thy sweet 
heart on proud array : Tom’s a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind; 
that curled my hair; wore gloves in my cap. served 
the lust of my mistress’s heart, and did tne act of 
darkness with her; swore as many oaths as l spake 
words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven : 
one that slept in the contriving of lust, and waked 
to do it : Wine loved I deeply ; dice dearly ; and in 
woman, out-paramoured the Turk : False of heart, 
light of ear, bloody of hand ; Hog in sloth, fox in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in 
prey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor thy rustling 
of silks, betray thy poor heart to women .* Keep thy 
foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy 
pen from lenders’ books, and defy the foul fiend. — 
Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind : 
Says smim man, ha no nonny, dolphin my boy, my 
boy, sessa; let him trot by. 

(Storm still continues.) 

Lear. Whv, thou were better in thy grave, than 
to answer wifti thy uncovered body this extremity 
of the skies. — Is man no more than this ? Consider 
him well : Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast 
no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume 
Ha! here’s three of us are sophisticated! Thou art 
the thing itself : unaccommodated man is no more 
but ichapoor, bare, forked animal as thou art — 
Off, off, yens lendings : — Come ; unbutton here. — 

( Tearing off his clothes.) 


Fool Pr’ythee, ntincle, be contented ; this is a 
naughty night to swim in. — Now a little fire in a wild 
field were like an old lecher’s heart; a small spark, 
all the rest of his body cold.— Look, here comes m 
walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock; he 
gives the web and the pin, squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and 
hurts the poor creature of earth. 

Saint Witkold footed thrice the wold; 

He met the night-mare , and her mne-fold ; 
Bid her mighty 
And her troth flight, 

And-tlroint thee , witch, aroint thee! 

Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Enter Glostfr, -with a Torch 
Lear. What’s he ? 

Kent. Who’s there? What is’t you seek? 

Glo. What are you there ? Your names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the 
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the . water ; 
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old 
rat, and the ditch-dog; drinks the green mantle of 
the standing pool ; who is whipped from tything to 
tytbing, and stocked, punished, and imprisoned; 
who hath had three suits to his back, six .shirts to 
his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear, — 

But mice, and rats , and suck small deer , 
Have been Tom's food for seven long year. 
Beware my follower :— Peace. Smolkin; peace, 
thou fiend ! 

Bio. What, hath your grace no better company ? 
Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman; 
Modo he’s called, and Mahu. [vile, 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters’ hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors. 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Yet have 1 ventur’d to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Hirst let me talk with this philosopher 
What is the cause of thunder? * 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer; 

Go into the house. [Theban 

Lear. I’ll talk a word with this same learned 
What is your study? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord, 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

Glo. "Can’st thou blame him? 

His danglers seek his -death: — Ah, that good 

He said it would be thus Poor banish’d man ! — 
Thou say’st the king grows mad; I’ll tell thee, 
friend, 

I am almost mad myself ; I had a son. 

Now outlaw’d from my blood ; he sought my life, 
But lately, very late ; I lov’d him, friend, — 

No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

(Storm contmms.) 
The gnef hath craz'd my wits. What a night’s 
this ] vlN -VvV. 

I do beseech your grace, — 

K L A ar \ n , O, cry you mercy, 

JNoble philosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom’s a-cold. [warm. 

I Glo. In, fellow, there, to the hovel , keep the# 
Lear. Come, let’s in all, 

Kent. This way, my lord, 

Lear. With hint; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent. Good my lord, sooth him ; let him take the 
fellow. 
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Of to. Take mm you on. , 

Kent. Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 

Lem Come, good Athenian. 

Qfo h No words, no words ; 

flush ■ , . , , 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came. 
His word was still,— Fie, foh , . andfum, 

I smell the blood of a British man. [Exeunt 

Scene V . — A Room in Gloster's Castle. 

Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 

Com . I will have my revenge, ere I depart his 
house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me 
to think of. 

Corn, I now perceive, it was not altogether your 
brother’s evil disposition made him seek his death; 
but a provoking merit, set a- work by a reproveable 
badness in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must 
repent to be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, , 
which approves him an intelligent party to the 
advantages of France. 0 heavens I that this treason 
were not, or not I the detector ! 

Corn . Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty business in hand. 

Com. .True, or false, it hath made thee earl of 
Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that he may 
be ready for our apprehension. 

Edm. (Aside.) If I find him comforting the king, 
it Will stuff his suspicion more fully.— I will perse- 
vere in rny course of loyalty, though the conflict be 
•ore between that and my blood. 

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou shalt 
find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI.— A Chamber in a Farm-House , 
adjoininydhe Castle. 

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo. Here is better than the open air ; take it 
thankfully : I will piece out the comfort with what 
addition I can: I will not be long from you. 

Kent . All the power of his wits has gi ven way to 
his impatience : — The gods reward your kindness ! 

[Exit Gloster. 

Edg. Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is 
an angler in the lake of darkness. Fray , innocent, 
and beware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr’ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a mad- 
man be a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 

Lear. A king, a king ! 

Fool. No; he’s a yeoman, that has a gentleman 
to feis son : for he’s a mad yeoman, that sees his son 
a gentleman before him. 

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
come hizzing in upon them : — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He’s mad, that trusts in the tameness of a 
wolf, a horse’s health, a boy’s love, or a whore’s 
aath. 

Lear, It shall be done, I will arraign them 
e straight : — 

ome> sit thou here, most learned justicer;— 

„ (To Edgar.) 

Thou, sapient sir, sit here. (To the Fool.)— Now, 
you ehe-foxes ! — ■ 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares ! — 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam 1 

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me : — • 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak, 

And she ' must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 

Mdg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice 
of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom’s belly 
for two white herrings. Croak not, black angel ; I 
have no food for thee. 


Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you uot so amaz’d : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 
Lear. I’ll see their trial first : — Bring in the 
evidence : — 

Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; — 

(To Edgar.) 

And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, (To the Fool) 
Bunch by his side: — You are of the commission, 

Sit you too. (To Kent?) 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Steepest, or wakest thou .jolly shephhrd / 

Thy sheep he in the corny # 

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 

Thy sheep shall take no harm . 

Pur ! the cat is grey. 

Lear . Arraign her first; *tis Goneril. I here take 
my oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked 
the. poor king her father. 

Fool. t Come hither, mistress; Is your name 
Goneril? 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint- stool. 
Lear. And here’s another, whose warp’d looks 
proclaim 

What store her heart is made of.— -Stop her there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire !— Corruption in the place I 
False justicer, why hast thou let her ’scape ? 

Edg. Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. 0 pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They’ll mar my counterfeiting. (Asidfe.) 

Lear „ The little dogs and all, 

Trav. Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see they bark at me, 
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them : — Avaunt, 
you curs l 

Be thy mouth or black or white. 

Tooth that poisons, if it bite ; 

Mastif, grey-hound, mongrel grim. 

Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym ; 

Or botbail tike, or trcndle-tail ; 

Tom will make them weep and wail : 

For, with throwing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do de, de de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and 
fairs, and market towns : — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan, see what 
breeds about her heart: Is there any cause in na- 
ture, that makes these hard hearts? — You. sir, I 
entertain you for cne of my hundred ; only, I do not 
like the fashion of your garments : you will say, they 
are Persian attire ; but let them be changed. 

(To Edgar.) 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest 
awhile. 

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the 
curtains: So, so, so: We’ll go to supper i* the 
morning: So, so, so. 

Fool And I’ll go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo. Come hither, friend : Where is the king, my 
master ? [are gone. 

Kent . Here, sir; but trouble him not^ his wits 
Glo. Good friend, I pr’ythee take him in thy 
■ ■ ' arms; , 

I have o’er-heard a plot of death upon him: 

There is a litter ready ; lay him in’t. 

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou shall 
meet 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master t 
If thou should’st dally half an hour, his life. 

With thine, and all that ofter to defend him, 

Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 

And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct;. 

Kent. Oppress’d nature sU eps :«-4 

This rest might yet have baim’d thy broken sense*, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 
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Stand in hard cure.— Come, help to bear thy master : 
Thou must not stay behind. (To the Fool.) 

Glo. Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, 
hearing off the King, 

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes. 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 

Who alone suffers, suffers most i’ the mind; 

Leaving free things, and happy shews, behind : 

But then the mind much sufferance doth o’erskip. 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now, 

When that, which makes me bend, makes the king 
bow; 

He childed, as I father’d !— Tom, away : 

Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray. 

When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles 
thee. 

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will nap more to-night, safe scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit, 

Scene VII. — A Room in Gloster' s Castle, 

Enter Cornwall, Began, Goneril, Edmund, 
and Servants, 

Corn, Post speedily to my lord your husband; 
shew him this letter : — the army of France is landed : 
Seek out the villain Gloster. 

( : [Exeunt some of the Servants, 


Reg . Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, 
keep you our sister company;' the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your traitorous father, are not 
fit for your beholding. Advise the duke, where you 
are going, to a most festinate preparation; we are 
bound to the like. Our posts shall be swift, and intel- 
ligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister ; — farewell, 
my lord of Gloster. 

Enter Steward. 

How now? Where’s the king? thence: 

Stew. My lord of Gloster hath convey’d him 
Seme five or six and thirty of his knights, 

H ot questrists after him, met him at gate ; 

Who, with some other of the lord’s dependants, 

Are gone with him towards Dover; where they 
boast 

To have well-armed friends. 

Com. Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon . Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Goneril and Edmund. 
Com, Edmund, farewell.— Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

[Exeunt other Servants . 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice : yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who’s there ? The 
traitor? 

Re-enter Servants , with Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! ’tis he. 

Com. Bind fast his corky arms. [consider 

Glo. What mean y our graces ? — Good my friends, 
Ton are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. . 
Com. Bind him, I say. (Servants hind him.) 
Meg. Hard, hard : — O filthy traitor! 

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 
Corn. To this chair bind him : — Villain, thou shalt 
find — (Regan plucks his heard.) 

Glo . By the kind gods, ’tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and such a traitor! 

Glo. t Naughty lady, 

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin, 
Will quicken, and accuse thee: I am your host; 
W* & robbers’ hands, my hospitable favours 


You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 
Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late frost 
France ? 

Reg . Be simple-answer’d, for we know the truth* 
Corn . And what confederacy have you with tbs 
traitors, 

Late footed in the kingdom ? [kingf 

Reg . To whose hands have you sent the Itmatat 
Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down, 

Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg . And false. 

Corn . Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Glo. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore 

To Dover ? Wast thou not charg’d at thy peril, — 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him first answer 
that.^ [course. 

Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck ouUiis poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 

The sea, with such a storm ns his bare head 
In hell*black night endur’d, would have buoy’d up, 
And quench’d the stelled fires : yet, poor old heart, 
He liolp the heavens to rain. 

If wolves had at thy gate howl’d that stern time. 
Thou should’st have said, Good porter , turn the 
key; 

All cruels else subscrib’d : — But I shall see 
The winged vemgance overtake such children. 

Com. See it shalt thou never:— Fellows, hold 
the chair: 

Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. 

(Gloster is held down in his chair., while 
Cornwall plucks out one of his eyes, 
and sets las foot on it.) 

Glo. He, that will think to live till he he old, 

Give me some help : — O cruel 10 ye gods ! 

Reg. One side will mock another; the other toot 
Corn. If you see vengeance, — 

Serv. Hold your hand, my lord; 

I have serv’d you ever since I was a child: 

But better service have I never done you, 

Than now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dog? 

Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin. 
I’d shake it on this quarrel : What do you mean? 
Corn. My villain ! (Draws, and runs at him.) 
Serv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance of 
anger. 

(Draws. They fight. Cornwallis wounded.) 
Reg. Give me thy sword. (To another Servant .) 
A peasant stand up thus! 

(Snatches a sword, comes behind, and 
stabs him.) 

Serv. 0, I am slain! — My lord, you have one eye 
left 

To see some mischief on him : — 0 ! (Dies.) 

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it: — Out, vile 
jelly : 

Where is thy lustre now ? 

(Tears out Gloster 1 s other eye , and throw* 
it on the ground.) 

Glo . All dark and comfortless. — Where’s my toft 
Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature. 

To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain! 

Thou call’s! on him that hates thee : it was 26 
That made the overture of thy treasons to n»; 

Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my follies! 

Then Edgar was abus’d— 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prospet him t 
Reg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and kt 
smell 
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His way to Dover. — How is’t, my lord ? How look 
yon ? 

Coin. I have receiv’d a hurt: — Follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill.— Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall , let by Regan ; — Servants 
unbind ( Hosier , and lead him out. 

1 Serv. I’ll never care what wickedness I do. 

If this man come to good. 

iS Serv. If she live long, 

And, in the end, meet the old course of death, 
Women will all turn monsters. [Bedlam 

1 Serv. Let’s follow the old earl, and get the 

To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. [of eggs, 

2 Serv. Go thou ; I’ll fetch some flax, and whites 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help 

him 1 [Exeunt severally. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — The Heath . 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Y et better thus, and known to be contemn’d. 
Than still contemn’d and flatter’d.. To be worst. 
The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune. 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear ; 

The lamentable change is from the best ; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then, 
Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace 1 
The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst, 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes 
here ? — 

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your 
tenant, and your fathers teuant, these fourscore 
years. 

Glo. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts Can do me no good at all, 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
t stumbled when I saw : Full oft ’tis seen, 

Our mean secures us ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — Ah, dear son Edgar, 

The food of thy abused father’s wrath ! 

Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 

I’d sav, I had eyes again! 

Ola Man. How now 1 Who’s there ? 

Edg. ( Aside . ) 0 gods ! Who is’t can say, I am 
at the worst'/ 

] am worse than e’er I was. 

Old Man. ' ’Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. ( Aside ) And worse I nu*y be yet : The 
worst is not. 

Bo long as vve can say, This is the worst. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. > 

Glo. He has some reason, else he could not beg, 

T the last night’s storm I such, a fellow saw ; 

Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : I have heard 
more since : 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods ; 

They kill us for their sport. 

Edg. How should this be ? — 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang’rirvg itself and others. ( Aside. )— Bless thee, 
master 1 

Glo. Is that the naked follow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr’y thee, get thee gone : If, for my sake. 
Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 


I’the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul, 

Whom I’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he’s mad. 

Glo. ’Tis the times’ plague, when madmen lead 
the blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure : 

Above the rest, be gone. [bam 

Old Man. I’ll bring him the best ’parel that I 
Come on’t what will. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold.— I cannot daub it far- 
ther. (Aside, } 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. (Aside.) And yet I must.— -Bless thy sweet 
eyes, they bleed. 

Glo . Kncnv’st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot- 
path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good 
wits ; Bless the good man from the foul fiend ! Five 
fiends have been in poor Tom at once ; of lust, a& 
Obidicut ; Hobbidiaance , prince of dumbness ; 
Mahu, of stealing ; Modo, of murder ; and Flib- 
bertigibbet, of mopping and mowing ; who since 
possesses chamber-maids and waiting- women. So, 
bless thee, master ! [ven’s plagues 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the hea- 
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched. 
Makes thee the happier : — Heavens, deal so still f 
Let the superfluous, and lust-dieted man, 

That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly : 
So distribution should undo excess, [Dover r 
And each man have enough. — Dost thou know 
Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep; 

Bring me but to the very brim of it, 

And I’ll repair the misery thou dost bear, 

With something rich about me: from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm ; 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Before the Duke of Albany's Palace. 

Enter Gone tux. and Edmund; Steward meeting 
them. 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : 1 marvel, our mild 
husband [master? 

Not met us on the way — Now, where’s your 
Sleiv. Madam, within ; but never man so chang’d: 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smil’d at it : I tola him, you were coming ; 

His ans wer was. The worse : ofGloster’s treachery. 
And of the loyal service of his son, 

When I inform’d him, then he call’d me sot; 

And told me, I had turn’d the wrong side out: — 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him : 
What like, offensive. 

Gon. Then shall you go no further. 

(To Edmund.) 

It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 

That dares not undertake : he’ll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an answer: Our wishes, on the 
wa yv 

May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers: 
f must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hen?, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistress’s command. Wear this ; spare speech: 

, ( Giving a favour.) 

Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak. 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well 
Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My most dear (Jloster! 

b [Exit Edmund. 
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O, the difference of man, and man ! To thee 
A woman’s services are due ; my fool 
CJsorps my bed. 

Stew. Madam, here comes my lord. [Exit. 
Enter Albany. 

Gen . I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb. O Goneril ! 

You are not worth the dust, which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your disposition : 

That nature, which contemns its origin, 

Cannot be border’d certain in itself ; 

She, that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither. 

And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb . Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man, 

Wlmse reverence the beaa-lugg’d bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
’Twill come, 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself, 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver’d man ! 

That bear’st a cheek for blows, a head for Wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know’st, 
Fools do those villains pity, wno are punish’d 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where’s thy 
drum ? 

Fiance spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats; 
Whilst thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and cry ’st, 
Alack l why does he so? 

Alb. ' See thyself, devil ! 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 

Gon . O vain fool! 

Alb . Thou changed and self-cover’d thing, for 
shame, 

Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood, 

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones; — Howe’er thou art a fiend, 

A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your man now I 
Enter a Messenger. 

A lb. What news? [dead; 

Mess. O, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall’s 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye! of Gloster. 

Alb. Gloster’s eyes ! [morse. 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with re- 
Oppos’d against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag’d, 

Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d him dead ; 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck’d him after. 

^ Alb. This shews you are above. 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! — But, 0 poor Gloster ! 

Lost he his other eye ? 

Mess. Both, both, my lord. — 

This, letter, madam, craves a speedy answer; 

. *Tis from your sister. 

Gom [Aside.) One way I like this well ; 

But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : Another way, 

The news is not so tart — I’ll read and answer. 

[Exit. 

Alb. Where was his son, when they did take his 
eyes ? 

Mess. Come with my lady hither. 


Alb. He is not here. 

Mess. No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 
Alb. Knows he the wickedness? 

Mess , Ay, my good lord ; ’twas he inform’d 
against him; 

And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

Alb. Gloster, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou shew’dst the king, 
And to revenge thine eyes.— -Come hither, friend; 
Tell me what more thou knowest. [Exeunt, 

Scene III.— The French Camp, near Mover. 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman . 

Kent. Why the king of France is so suddenly 
gone back know yon the reason ? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state, 
Which, since his coming forth, is thought of; which 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger. 
That his personal return was most requir’d, 

And necessary. * 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general? - 
Gejit The Mareschal of France, Monsieur le Fer. 
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
demonstration of grief ? [presence : 

Gent. Ay, sir ; she took them, read them in my 
And now and then an ample tear trill’d down 
Her delicate cheek : it seem’d she was a queen 
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like, 

Sought to be king o’er her. 

Kent. 0, then it mov’d her. 

Gent. Not to a rage ; patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once ; her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day: Those happy smiles. 

That play’d on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes : which parted 
thence. 

As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov’d, if all 
Could so become it. 

Kent. Made she no verbal quest? >n ? 

Gent. ’Faith, once, or twice, she heav’d the 
name of father 

Pantinglv forth, as if it press’d her heart ; 

Cried, Sisters ! sisters ! — Shame of ladies l sisters! 
Kent! father! sisters ! What ? ithestorfii ? xtks 
night ? 

Let pity not be believ'd! — There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

And clamour moisten’d: then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars, 

The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 

Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since? 
Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king return'd ? 

Gent. No, since, 

Kent. Well, sir; the poor distress'd Lear is i'the 
town: 

Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Whv. good sir? 

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him : his own 
unkindness. 

That stripp’d her from his benediction^ turn’d her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted aaughters,— these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Aladk, poor gentleman 1 

Kent. Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s powers yon- 
heard not r 

Gent. ’Tis so ; they are afoot. 

Kent. Well, sir, Til bring you to our master Lear, 
And leave you to attend him : some dear cause 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile; 

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
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trending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV . — The same. A Tent. 

Enter Cordelia, Physician , and Soldiers. 
Cor. Alack, ’tis he ; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex’d sea: singing aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fumiter, and farrow vyeeds, 

With harlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers,' 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds, that grow 
In our sustaining corn. — A century send forth ; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 

And bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer. 

What can man’s wisdom do, 
In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 

He, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 

Phy . There is means, madam : 

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose. 

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him. 

Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All bless’d secrets, 

. All you unpnblish’d virtues of the earth, 

Spring with my tears! he aidant, and remediate, 

In the good man’s distress !— Seek, seek for him ; 
Let his ungovern’d rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it 

Enter a Messenger. 

hless . . Madam, news; 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. ’Tis known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father. 

It is thy business that I go about; 

Therefore great France 

My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied. 
ho blown ambition doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag'd father’s right: 

Soon way I hear, and see him l [Exeunt. 

Scene V . — A Hoorn in Gloster's Castle. 

Enter R-egan and Steward. 

Peg. But are my brother’s powers set forth ? 

Ay, madam. 

r o Himself j 

In person there? j 

Stew. Madam, with much ado: 

l our sister is the better soldier. [home ? 

Peg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at 
blew. No, madam. [hi m ? 

Meg. VVhat might imporjt my sister’s letter to 
view. I know not, lady. 

Meg. Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloster’s eyes berng out, 

To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
Ail hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is gone 
In pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nighted life ; moroever, to descry 
The strength o’the enemy. I letter 

Stew. } must needs after him, jnadam, with mv 
Peg. Our troops set forth to-morrow; stay with us : 

1 he ways are dangerous. 

Stew- I may not, madam ; 

Mv lady charg’d my duty in this business. 

Peg. Why should she write to Edmund? Might 
not you 

Transport her purpose by word ? Belike, 

borne thing— I know not what : — I’ll love thee much 

Let me unseal the letter. 

, Madam, I had rather— 

Peg. I know, your lady does not love her husband ; 
lam sure of that: and, at her late being here 
bhe gave strange oeiljads, and most speaking looks 
1 o noble Edmund : I know, you are of her bosom. 
oteio. I, madam ? 

r j . 

now it: 


If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 

And when your mistress bears thus im ch from yo^ 
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor. 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. ’Would I could meet him, madam! I would 
What party l do follow. fshew 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. — The Country near Dover. 
Enter Gloster, and Edgar dressed like a 
peasant. 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that same 
hill ? [labour. 

Edg. You do climb up it now; look, how we 
Glo. Me thinks, the ground is even. 

Rely. Horrible steep; 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imper- 
By your eye’s anguish. ffeeft 

Glo. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is alter’d ; and thou speak’st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 

Edg. You are much deceiv’d ; in nothing am I 
j n “y garments. # [chang’d, 

Glo. Methinks, yon are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir; here’s the place stand 
• still, — How fearful 

And dizzy Tis, to cast one eyes so low! 

The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway aii* 
Shew scarce so gross as beetles : half way down, 
Hangs one that gathers samphire; dreadful trade! 
Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head: 

I he fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 

Appear like mice; and you’ tall anchoring bark. 
Diminish’d to her cock ; Iter cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: The murmuring surge* 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 

Cannot be heard so high :— I'll look no more, 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

W?* , Set me where you stand. t 

Eug. Cxire me your hand : You are now within a 
foot 

Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright 
Glo. _ ^ . Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man’s taking : Fairies and gods. 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou farther off: 

Bui me farewell, and let me hear thee goin* 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. (Seems to go.) 

ew’ wi Ti .„ V With ail my heart 
Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair. 

Is done to cure it * l 

rp TJ T . 0 y° u mighty gods I 

l his world l do renounce ; and, in your sights, 
bhake patiently my great affliction off; 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
l o quarrel with your great opposeiess wills, 

My snuff and loathed part of nature, should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him !— 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

( He leaps and falls along .1 
a"P‘ . t i , , Gone, sir, farewell.— 
And yet I know not how conceit may mb 
1 he treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought 

E V s ’ b - ai r • on § !, , t b « en post— Alive, or dead ? 

Ho, yon sir! fiiendl— Hear yon, sir?— speak! 

1 1ms might he pass indeed Yet he revive., ' 
What arc you, sir? 

wf/* p „ . Away, and let me die, 

Eag. Had st thou been aught but gossamer, 
feathers, air. 

So. many fathom down precipitating, 

113011 hacI ’ st shiver'd like an egg: hut thou dost 
breathe; 
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Bast heavy substance ; bleed’st not ; speak’st ; art 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude, [sound; 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell; 

Thy life’s a miracle ; Speak yet again, 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? [bourn: 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky 
Look up a-height ; — the shrill-gorg’d lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look u-p. 

Glo . Alack, I have no eyes.— - 
In wretchedness depriv’d that benefit, 

To end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage, « 

And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm : 

Up So ; — Howis’t? Feel you your legs ? You 
stand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Coon the crown o’the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 
Horns whelk’d, and wav’d like the enridged sea ; 

It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think, that the clearest gods, who make them 
honours 

Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv’d thee. . 

Glo. I do remember now : henceforth I’ll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 

Enough , enough , and die. That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man ; often ’tvvould say, 

The fiend, the fiend: he led me to that place. 

Edg . Bear free and patient thoughts, — But who 
comes here ? 

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed up ivithfioieers. 
The safer sense will ne’er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining; 

I am the king himself. 

Edg. 0 thou side-piercing sight l 
Lear. Nature’s above art in that respect.—' There’s 
rour press money. That fellow, handles his bow 
like a crow-keeper : draw me a clothier’s yard. — 
Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, peace;— this piece of 
toasted cheese will do’t. : — There’s my gauntlet; 
I’ll prove it on a giant. — Bring up the brown bills. 
— O, vrell flown, bird !— i’the clout, i’the clout: 
hewgh ! — Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

,Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha ! Goneril— with a white beard ! — 
They flatter’d me like a dog ; and told me I had 
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there. To say, ay, and no, to every thing t said I — 
Ay and no, too, was no good divinity. When the 
fain came to wet me once, and the wind to make 
me chatter; when the thunder would not peace at 
my bidding; there I found them, there I smelt 
them out Go to, they are not men o’their words ; 
they told me I was every thing; ’tis a lie; I am 
not ague-proof. 

Glo. Tne trick of that voice I do well remember : 
Is’t not the king 1 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see ? how the subject quakes. 

I pardon that man’s life : What was thy cause? — 
Adultery . — 

Thou shalt not die : Die for ad ultery ! No: 

The wren goes to’t, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster’s bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Go ’tween the lawful sheets* 

To’t, luxury, pell-mell, for 1 lack soldiers,— 

Behold von’ simpering dame, 

Whose face between her forks presageth snow ; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 


To hear ot pleasure’s name ; 

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to’t 
With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waist they are centaurs. 

Though wornemali above: 

But to the girdle do the gods inherit, 

Beneath is all the fiends’; there’s hell, there's dank* 
ness, there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding," 
stench, consumption; — Fy, fy, fy l pah ; pah I 
Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
sweet mv imagination : there’s money for th t e„ 

Glo. 0 let me kiss that hand 1 * 

Lear, Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 
Glo. 0 ruin’d piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — Dost thou know me- 
Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ; 
I’ll uot love. — Read thou this challenge ; mark but 
thepenning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 
Edg. I woifld not take this from report:— it is, 
And my heart breaks at it 
Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes 
in your head, nor no money in yonr purse ? Your 
eyes are in a heavy case, yonr purse m a light; Yet 
you see how this world goes. 

Glo. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how this 
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : 
see how yon' justice rails upon yon’ simple thiefi 
Hark, in thine ear: Change places; and, handy- 
dandy, which is the justice, which is the thief?— 
Thou hast seen a farmer’s dog bark at a beggar ? 
Glo. Ay, sir. 

Lear. Aud the creature run from the cur? 

There thou might’st behold the great image of au- 
thority : a dog’s obeyed in office. — 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand ; 

Why dost thou lash that* whole ? Strip thine cwi 
back ; 

Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind. 

For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangi 
the cozener. 

Through tatter’d clothes small vices do appear; 
Robes, and furr’d gowns, hide all. Plate sin with 
gold. 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks: 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it. 

None does otfend, none, I say, none ; I’ll able ’em : 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser’s lips.’ Get the glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem * [now; 
To see the things thou dost not.— Now, now, now. 
Pull off my boots : — harder, harder; so. 

Edg. 0, matter and impertinenc.y mix’d ! 

Reason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster: 
Thou must be patient.; we came crying hither. 

Thou know’st, the first time that we smell the air. 
We wawl, and cry: — I will preach to thee ; mark me. 
Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great stage of fools ; — This a good block?— 
It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I’ll put it in proof; 

And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-la. v. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman , with Attendants . 

Gent. O, here he is; lay hand upon. him.— Sb, 
Your most dear daughter — 

„ Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 

You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing 

Lear . No seconds ? all myself? 
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Why, this would make a man, a man of salt. 

To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 

Ay, and for laying autumn's dust 
Gent. Good sir,— 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom; 
% What ? 

1 will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king. 

My masters, know you that ? 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
hear. Then there’s life in it Nay, an you get 
st; you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

Exit, running ; Attendants follow, 
Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch ; 
Past speaking of in a king!— Thou hast one 
daughter, 

Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought lire to. 

Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What’s your will ? 
Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward ? 
Gent. Most sure, nna vulgar : every one heart that. 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour. 

How near’s the other army? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you, sir : that’s all. 

Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is 
Her army is mov’d on. [here, 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent . 

Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from 
. me; ■ . . 

Let not my worser spririt tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. ' Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by fortune’s 
blows: 

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 

I’ll lead you to some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks: 

The bounty and the benison of heaven 
To boot, and boot I 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize ! Most happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine was first fram’d flesh 
To raise my fortunes, Thou old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyself remember : — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glol Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. ( Edgar opposes.) 

Stew. • * Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar’st thou support a publish’d traitor? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Ch’ill not let go, 2 ir, without vurther ’casion. 
Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor 
volk pass. And ch’ud ha’ been zwagger’d cat of my 
life, ’twould not ha’ been zo long as ’tis by a vort- 
night. Nay, come not near the old man; keep out, 
die vor’ye, or ise try whether your costard or my 
bat be the harder : Ch’ill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out, dunghill] 

Edg. Ch’ill pick your teeth, zir*. Come; no matter 
for your foins. 

[They fight : and Edgar Jcnochs him down.) 
Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me: — Villain, take 
my purse ; 

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; 

And give the letters, which thou find’st about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gloster; seek him out 
Upon the British party 0 untimely death ! ( Dies.) 

Edg. 1 know tnee well : A serviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress. 

As badness would desire, 
m Ci . , What, is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you.— 


Let’s see his pockets: these letters, I hat he speaks of, 
May be my friends.— He’s dead ; I am only sorry 
He had no other death’s- man.— Let us see : — 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 

To know our enemies’ minds, we’d rip their hearts; 
Their papers, is more lawful. 

(Reads.) Let our reciprocal vows he remem - 
hered. You have many opportunities to cut him 
off; if your will want not , time and place will he 
fruitfully offered. There is nothing done, if he 
return the conqueror : Then am I the prisoner, 
and his bed my gaol; from the loathed warmth 
whereof deliver me, and supply the place for your 
labour . 

Your wife, ( so 1 would say,) and your af- 
fectionate servant, _ Goneril. 

0 undistinguish’d space of woman’s will l 
A plot upon her virtuous hushand’s life; 

And the exchange, my brother!— Here, in the sands 
Thee I’ll rake up, the post unsanctified 
Of murderous lechers : and, in the mature time, 
Wkh this ungracious pager strike the sight 
Of the death-practis’d duke : For him ’tis well, 

That of thy death and business J can tell. 

[Exit Edgar, dragging out the body. 
Glo. The king is mad ; How .stiff is ray vile sense, 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract 
So should my thoughts be sever’d from my griefs, 
Arid woes, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 

Come, father, I’ll bestow you with a friend. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VII.— A Tent in the French Camp. Lear 
on a bed, asleep ; Physician, Gentlemen, and 
others, attending. 

Enter Cordelia, and Kent. 

Cor. 0 thou, good Kent, how shall I live, and work. 
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg’d, madam, is o’erpaid. 
AH my reports go with the modest truth ; 

Nor more, nor clipp’d, but so. 

Cor. * Be better suited: 

These weeds are memories of those worser hours ; 

1 pr’ythee, put them off. 

Kent . Pardon me, dear madam ,* 

Yet to be known, shortens my made intent ; 

My boon I make it, that you know me net. 

Till time and I think meet. 

Cor, Then he it so, my good lord. — How does the 
king? - (To the Physician. j 

Phys. Madam sleeps still: 

Cor . 0 you kind gods. 

Cure this great breach in his abused nature! 

The untun’d and jarring senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phys. So please your majesty. 

That we may wake the king? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
I’the sway of your own will Is he array’d r 
Gent. Ay, madam; in the heaviness of his sleep. 
We put fresh garments on him. [him : 

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do .await* 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Phys. Please yon, draw near. — Louder the music 
there. 

Cor. 0 my dear father! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let thin kis# 

Repair those violent harms, that my two sister* 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. * Kind and dear princess! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white 
flakes 

Had challeng’d pity of them. Was this a face 
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To be expos’d against the warring winds ? 

n 'u stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross-lightning ? to watch (poor perdu !) 
With this thin helm ? Mine enemy’s dog, 

Though he. had bit me, should have stood that night 
Against my fire : And wast thou fain, poor father, 
To'hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
in short and musty straw? Alack, alack ! 

Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. — He wakes ; speak to him. 
Phys. Madam, do you ; ’tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord ? How fares your 
majesty ? [grave 

Lear. Yon do me wrong, to take me out o’ the 
Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor . . _ Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know : When did you die ? 
Cor. Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys. He’s scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 
Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I?— Fair 
day-light? — 

I am mightily abus’d. — I should even die with pity, 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say. — 

I will not swear, these are my hands : — let’s see; 

I feel this pin prick. ’Would I were assur’d 
Of my condition. 

Cor, O, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o’er me :— 

No. sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Fray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 

I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 

Melhinks, I should know you, and know this man; 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me ; 
For, as I am a man, I think, this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor v And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? Yes, ’faith, I pray, 
weep not*. 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 

I k now you do not love me : for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. * No cause, no cause. 

Lear . Am I in France ? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Jjear . Do not abuse me. 

Phys. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage. 
You see, is cur’d in him : and yet it is danger 
To make^ him even o’er the time he has lost, | 

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 

'fill further settling. 

Cor. Wil’t please your highness walk ? 

Lear. \ou must bear with me: 

Fray now, forget and forgive: l am old and foolish. 
[Exeunt Lear , Cordelia , Physician , and 
Attendants. 

Gent. Holds it true, sir. 

That the duke of Cornwall was so slain? 

Kent, - Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people? 

Kent. As ’tis said. 

The bastard son of Gioster. 

Gent. . ' They say, Edgar, 

II vs banish’d son, is with the earl of Kent 

la Germany. ■ ■ 

Kent. Report is changeable. 

'’Tis time to look about; the powers o’the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be a bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. * [Exit. 

Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly 
w*" 'wrought, 

Or well, or ill, as this day’s battle’s fought [Exit- 


ACT. V. 

Scene I . — The Camp of the British Forces, near 
Dover. 

Enter, with drum and colours , Edmund, RegaH, 
Officers , Soldiers , and others . 

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold; 
Or, whether since he is advis’d by aught 
To change the course : He’s full ofi alteration, 

And self-reproving -bring his constant pleasure* 
(To an Officer , who goes out.] 
Reg. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried. 
Edm. ’Tis to be doubted, madam. 
r Reg. Now, sweet lord* 

Yon know the goodness I intend upon you : 

Tell me, — but truly,— but then speak the truth, 

Do you not love my sister ? 

Edm. In honour’d love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother’s wat 
To the forfended place ? 

Edm. That thought abuses yon. 

Reg. I am doubtful, that you have been conjunct 

And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hers. 

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her: Dear my lord. 

Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. ’Fear me not; 

She, and the duke her husband, — 

Enter Albany, Goners, and Soldiers. 

Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. (Aside.) 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met. — 

Sir, this I hear, — The king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc’d to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 

I never yet was valiant : for this business. 

It touches us as France invades our land, , 

Not bolds the king ; with others, whom, I fear. 

Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Reg. Why is this reason’d F 

Gon. Combine together ’gainst the enemy ; 

For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not to question here. 

Alb. Let us then determine 

With the ancient of war on onr proceedings. 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent. 
Reg. Sister, you’ll go with us? 

Gon. No. 

Reg . ’Tis most convenient ; pray yon, go with us. 
Gon. 0, ho, I know the riddle : (Aside.)— I will spu 
As they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised. 
Edg. If e’er your grace had speech with man so 
poor. 

Hear me one word. 

Alb. I’ll overtake you. — Speak 

[Exeunt Edmund, Regan , Goneril, Officer §, 
Soldiers , and Attendants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 

I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry, 

Your business of the world hath so an end, 

And machination ceases. Fortune love you l 
Alb. Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 

And I’ll appear again. ^ [Exit. 

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; l will o’erlook thy paper. 
Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm . The enemy’s in view, draw up your uowei*, 
Here is the guess of their true strength and threat 
By diligent discovery;— but your haste 
Is now urg’d on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit. 

Edm. To both these sisters nave I sworn my love* 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take ? 
Both ? one ? or neither? Neither can be eiyoy’d, 
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If both remain alive : To take the widow, _ 
Exasperates, makes mad her sis ter Goneril ; 

And hardly shall I carry out my side. 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we’ll use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 
Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy t 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

Shall never see hia pardon : for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit 

Scene II.— A Field between the two Camps. 
Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colours , 
Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces : and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg. Here father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 

I’ll bring you comfort 

Glo. Grace go with yon, sir I 

[Exit Edgar. 

Alarums ; afterwards a Retreat. Re-enter 
Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta’en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men must en- 
dure 

Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all : Come on. 

Glo. And that’s true too. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — The British Camp near Dover. 
Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours , Ed- 
mund; Lear, and Cordelia, as prisoners; 
Officers, Soldiers, etc. 

Edm. Some officers take them away : good guard ; 
ntil their greater pleasures first be known. 

That are to censure them. 

. . We are not the first. 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr’d the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 

Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s frown. — 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ? 

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let’s away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i’the cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing, I’ll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we’ll live, 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and we’ll talk with them too, — 
Who Io , ses > an( * w ^° ™ s > who’s in, who’s out ; — 
And take upon us the mystery of things. 

As if we were God’s spies : And we’ll wear out. 


Edm. Take them away. 

_ Jjear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 

Tile gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught 
thee ? 

He that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven. 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
lhegoujeers shall devour them, flesh and fell. 

Ere they shall make us weep : we’ll see them starve 
first 

r, ^Exeunt Lear and Cordelia , guarded. ' 
Edm. Come hither, captain; hark. 

Take thou this note ; {Giving a paper.) go, follow 
them to prison : 

One step I have advanc’d thee ; if thoa dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this,— that men 
Are as the time is ; to be tender-minded 
fifef not become a sword Thy great employment 
Will not bear question ; either say, thou’If do’t. 

Or thrive by other means. 

Qfc Til do’t, my lord. 


Edm. About it, andf write happy, when thou hast 
done. 

Mark,— I say, instantly ; and carry it so, 

As I have set it down. 

Offi. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 

If it be mans work, I will do it [Exit Officer. 

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, 
Officers , and Attendants. 

Alb. Sir, you have shewn to-day your valiant 
strain. 

And fortune led you well: You have the captives. 
Who were the opposites of this day’s strife : 

We do require them of you ; so to use them 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
Mav equally determine. 

Edm. . Sir, T thought it fit 

to send the old and miserable king 
To some retention, and appointed guard; 

W hose age has charms in it, whose title more. 

To pluck the common bosom on his side. 

And turn our impress’d lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I sent the 
queen ; 

My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at farther space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time. 
We sweat, and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend ; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs’d 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 

The question of Cordelia, and her father. 

Requires a fitter place. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience 

I hold yon but a subject of this war. 

Not as a brother. 

^ dleg. That’s as we list to grace him, 

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers; 

Bore the commission of my place and person ; 

The which immediacy may well stand up. 

And call itself your brother. 

Cion. Not so hot , 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 

More than in your advancement. 

T> Eteg.^ In my rights, 

Ey me invested, he compeers the best [yon. 

Gon. That were the most, if he should husband 
Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon. , Holla, holla ! 

That eye, that told you so, look’d but a-squint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach.— General, 

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : ‘ 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him? 

Alb. The let-alone lies not m your good will* 
Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb. . Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title 
, {To Edmund.) 

Alb. Stay yet; hear reason: — Edmund, I arrest 
. thee 

On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, 

This gilded serpent : {Feinting to Gwi.)— for vonr 
# claim, fair sister, " 

I bar it in the interest of my wife : 

’Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord. 

And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 

If you will marry, make your love to me. 

My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 

Alb. Thou art arm’d, Gloster:— Let the trumpet 
sound : 

Knone appear to prove upon thy person, 

Jhy heinous, manifest, and many treason. 

There is my pledge: {Throwing down a glove.) I’ll 
prove it on thy heart, 

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothi less. 

Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 


Scene 2. 
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Reg. Sick, 0 sick \ 

Gon. If not. I’ll ne'er trust poison. / (Aside.) 
Edm. There's my exchange: (Tki owing down a 
glove) what in the world he is, 

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies : 

Call by thy trumpet : he, that dares approach, 

On him, on you, (who not?) I will maintain 
Mv truth and honour firmly. 

All . A herald, hoi 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

Alb . Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. This sickness grows upon me. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to^my tent. 

[Exit Regan, led. 

Come hither, herald,— -Let the trumpet sound,— 

And read out this. 

Offi. Sound, trumpet. (A Trumpet sounds.) 
tier aid reads. 

If any man of quality, or degree, within the 
lists of the army , will maintain upon Edmund, 
supposed earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold 
traitor , let him appear at the third sound of the 
trumpet : He is bold in his defence. 

Edm. Sound.* (1 Trumpet .) 

Her. Again. (2 Trumpet.) 

Her. Again. (3 Trumpet.) 

(Trumpet answers wit/iin.) 

Enter Edgar, armed , preceded by a Trumpet. 
Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o’the trumpet. 

Her. What are yon ? 

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
This present summons? 

Edg. Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason’s tooth bare-guawn, and canker-bit; 

Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb. Which is that adversary? ! 

Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl of 
Gloster? ) 

Elm. Himself; — what say’st thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw the sw»rd ; 

1 hat/ if my speech offend a noble heart. 

Thy arm may do justice : here is mine. 

Behold, it is the privilege of my honours, 

My oath, and my profession : I protest,— 
iMaugre thy strength, youth, nlace, and eminence, 
Despite thy victor sword, ana fire-new fortune, 

Thy valour, and thy heart, — thou art a traitor: 

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant ’gainst this liigh illustrious prince ; 

And, from the extremist upward of thy head. 

To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, No, 

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak', 

Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name ; 

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 

And that thy tongue some ’say of breeding breathes, 
What safe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn ; 

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 

With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelm thy heart; 
Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way. 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 
(Alarums. They fight. Edmund falls.) 
Alb. O save him, save him ! 

Gon. This is mere practice, Gloster: 

By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish’d, 

But co*en’d and beguil’d. 

Alb. Shut your month, dame. 

Or with this paper shall I it : — Hold* sir : — 


Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil:—* 
No tearing, Lady ; I perceive you know it 

(Gives the letter to Edmund.) 
Gon. Say, if I do ; the laws are mine, not thine .* 
Who shall arraign me forit? 

Alb. Most monstrous] 

Know’st thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know. [Exit 

Alb. Go after her: she’s desperate; govern her. 
' (To an Officer , who goes out) 

Edm. What you have charg’d me with, that have 
I done ; 

And more, much more ; the time will bring it oet; 
’Tis past and so am I : But what art thou. 

That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund] 

If more, the more thou hast wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father’s son. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 

The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 

Cost him his eyes. 

. Edm. ■. Thou hast spoken right, ’tis tine; 
The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness I must embrace thee ; 

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father 1 
Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know it well. * 

Alb. Where have yon hid yourself? 

How have you known the miseries of your father? 
Edg. By nursing them, my lord. List a brief 
tale; — 

And, when ’tis told, O, that my heart would burst !—* 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 

That follow’d me so neqr, (0 our lives’ sweetness 
That with the pain of death we’d hourly die, 

Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a madman’s rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain’d : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious stones new lost ; became his guid% 
Led him; begg’d for him, sav’d him from despair. 
Never (0 -fault !) reveal’d myself unto him. 

Until some half hour past, when I was arm’d; 

Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 

I ask’d his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage: But his flaw’d heart, 
(Alack, too weak: the conflict to support!) 

’Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 

Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov’d n>^ 
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on; 
You look as you had something more to say. . 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in; 
For l am almost ready to dissolve. 

Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have seem’d a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another. 

To amplify too much, would make much more, 

And top extremity. 

Whilst I was bigm clamour, came there a man. 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 

Shunn’d ray abhorr’d society ; but then, finding 
Who ’twas that so endur’d, with his strong arms 
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
As he’d burst heaven ; threw him on my father; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him. 

That ever ear receiv’d : which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded, 
And there I left him tranc’d. 

Alb But who was this? 

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent; who, in dis 
guise, 

Follow’d his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave 
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Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody knife r. 

Gent . Help ! help ! 0 help ! 

Edg . What kind of help ? 

Alb. Speak, man. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife 1 
Gent. Tis hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from the heart of— 

Aib. Who, man ? speak, 

Gent Your lady, sir, your lady: and her sister 
By her poison'd ; she confesses it. 

Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

Alb . Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead! — 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes ns tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman . 

Eraser Kent. 

Edg. Here comes Kent, sir. 

Alb. 0 ! it is he. 

The time will not allow the compliment, 

Which very manners urges. 

Kent. lam come 

To bid my king and master aye good night; 

Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! — 

Sneak, Edmund, where’s the king? and where’s 
Cordelia ?— 

See’st thou this object, Kent? 

(The bodies of Goneril and Regan are 
brought in.) 

Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Edm. Yet*Edmund was beWd: 

The one the other poison’d for my sake, 

And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant for life Some good I mean to do. 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 

Be brief in it, — to the castle,' for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb. Run, run, 0, run ! 

Edg. To who, my lord ? — Who has the office ? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on ; take my sword. 

Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [Exit Edgar. 
Edm. He hath commission from thy wife ana me 
. To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 

That she forbid herself. 

A/6.The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile. 

(Edmund is borne ojf. j 

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms; 

Edgar, Officers, and others . 

Lear . Howl, howl, howl, howl ! — O, you are men 
of stones ; 

Had r your tongues and eves, I’d use them so 
That heaven’s vault should crack O, she is gone 
foreverl ^ 

I know, when one is dead, and when one lives: 

She’s dead as earth :—.Lend me a looking-glass ; 
jtthat her breath will mist or stain the stone, 

\Vhy, then she lives. 

Eent. . Is this the promis’d end? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? * 

t' nrt. . « V . Fall, and cease! 

1/ear. This feather stirs; she lives ! if it be so. 

It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. 0 my good master! (Kneeling.) 
Lear. Pr’y thee, away. ' 

Edg. ’Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

hear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all I 


I I might have sav’d her ; now she’s gone for ever*— 
j Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha I * 

j What is’t thou say’s! ? — Her voice was ever soft, 

! Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman 
I kill’d the slave, that was a hanging thee. 

Off. ’Tis true, my lords, he did. 

, Lear. Did I not, fellow V 

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip: I am old now, , 


One of them we behold. * 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent? 
Kent. The same; 

Your servant Kent: Where is your servant Cams? 

Lear. He’s a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He’ll strike, and quickly too He’s dead and rotten, 
Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man 
Lear. I’ll see that straight 
Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay, 

, Have follow’d your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither, 

Kent. Nor no man else ; all’s cheerless, dark, and 
deadly. — 

Your eldest daughters have fore-doom’d themselves, 
And desperately are dead. f 

Lear. Ay, so 1 think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says ;Wl vain it is. 
That we present us to him. * 

Edg. Very bootless. 

Enter an Officer. 

Ojf. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

3 3 . , That’s but a trifle here.— 

You lords, and noble friends, know our intent 
What comfort to this great decay may come. 

Shall be applied : For us, we will resign. 

During the life of this old majesty, 

To him our absolute power -You, to your rights : 

, J , (To Edgar and Kent) 

With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings,— O, see, see ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang’d 1 No, no, no life ; 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life. 

And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no more 
Never, never, never, never, never!— 

Pray you, undo this button : Thank you, sir.— 

her >- ]TO V-herKps,_ 

B reak , he e artri;^e y e!°b r i"I ' 

ir 9 \ xr j » . , _ , Look up, my lord. 

Kent Vex not his ghost: O let him pass! he hates 
him, 

That would upon the rack of this tough world 
stretch him out longer. 

ir 9 '+ ™ j P\ is gone, indeed. 

Kent. I he wonder is, he hath endur’d so long : 

He but usurp’d his life. * 

Alb. Hear them from hence. — Our present 
business 

Is general woe. Friends of mv soul, you twain 
t> y . T , , (To Kent and Edgar* 

ln this realm, and the gor’d state sustain. 

Kent 1 have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 

master calls, and I must not say, iw. 

Alb. The w eight of this sad time we must obey ; 
apeak wha t we feel, not what we ought to say; 
iM oldest hath borne most . we, that are young. 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt, with a dead march 
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This play is one of the most pleft&ing of our author’s performances. Tne scenes are busy and various, the inci- I 

dents numerous and important, the catastrophe irresistibly affecting, and the process of the action carried oa vtitb 1 

such probability, at least with such congrmty to popular opinions, as tragedy requires. w . 1 

Here is one of the few attempts of Shakspeare to exhibit the conversation of gentlemen, to represent the airy 

spnghtliness of juvenile elegance. Mr. Dryden mentions a tradition, which might easily reach his time, of a decla- 
ration made by Shakspeare, that he was obliged to kill Mercutio in the third act, lest he should have been killed j 

by him. Yet he thinks him no such formidable person, but that he might have lived through the play, bend died 
in his bed, without danger to the poet. Dryden well knew, had he been in quest of truth, a pointed sentence, 
that more regard is commonly had to the words than the thought, and that it is very seldom to be rigorously understood. 

Mercutio’s wit, gaiety and courage, will always procure him triends that wish him a longer life; but his death is not 
precipitated, he has lived out the time allotted him in the construction of the play; nor do I aoubt the ability of Shakspeare , 

to have continued his existence, though some of his sallies are perhaps out of the reach of Dryden ; whose genius was not j 

very fertile of merriment, nor ductile to humour; but acute, argumentative, comprehensive, and subijme, . „ I 

The' Nurse is one of the characters in which the author delighted: he has, with great subtility of distinction, I 

drawn herj at once, loquacious and secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty and dishonest. s 

His comic scenes are happily wrought, but his pathetic strains are always polluted with some unexpected depra- 
vatious. His persons, however distressed, have a conceit left them in their misery, a miserable conceit. i 

Johnson. | 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


ESC ALUS, Prince of Verona. 


An old Man, Uncle to Capulet. 

ROMEO, Son to Montague. 

MERCUTIO, Kinsman to the Prince , and Friend to 
Romeo. 

BENVOLIO. Nephew to Montague , and Friend to 
Romeo. 

TYB ALT, Nephew to lady Capulet. 

FRIAR LAURENCE, a Franciscan. 

FRIAR JOHN, of the same order. 

BALTHAZAR, Servant to Romeo . 


GREGO^RY’, } Servants to Capulet . 

Scene, — During the greater Part of the Play, in Verona; once, in the Fifth Act, at Mantua . 


ABRAM, Servant to Montague. 

An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians. 

Chorus. 

Boy. 

Page to Paris. 

PETER. 

An Officer. 

LADY MONTAGUE, Wife to Montague. 

LADY CAPULET, Wife to Capulet. 

JULIET, Daughter to Capulet. 

NurSe to Juliet.' 

Citizens of Verona; several Men and Women, relcr* 
turns to both houses ; Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, and 
Attendants. 


PROLOGUE. 

Two households, both alike in dignity. 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A. pair of stars-cross’d lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur’d piteous overthrows 

Do. with their death, bury their parents’ strife. 
The tearful passage of their death-mark’d love. 

And the continuance of their parents’ rage, 
Which, but their children’s end, nought could re- 
move. 

Is now the two hours’ trafRck of our stage ; 

The which, if you with patient ears attend, 

W hat here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 

ACT I. 

Scene I,— A public Place. 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with swords 
and bucklers. 

Sam. Gregory, o’ my word, we’ll not carry coals. 
Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be incholer, we’ll draw. 
Gre. Ay, while - you live, draw your neck out of 
|be collar. 

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 
Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 
Gre. To move, is — to stir; and to be valiant, is 
—to stand to it : therefore, if thou art mov’d, thou 
run’st away. ■' ■ 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to 
stand: I will take the wall of any man or maid of 
Montague’s. 

Gre* That shews thee a weak slave; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the 
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — there- 


fore I will push Montague’s men from the wall, and 
thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre . The quarrel is between our masters, and o* 
their men. 

Sam. ’Tis all one, I will shew myself a tyrant: 
when l have fought with the men, I will be crual 
with the maids ; I will cut off their heads. 

Gre. The heads of the maids? 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or thft 
maidenheads ; take it in what sense thou wilt 

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to stand: 
apd, ’tis known, I am a pretty piece of flesh. 

Gre. ’Tis well, thou art not fish ; if thou hadst, thou 
hadst been Poor John. Draw thy tool ; here come* 
two of the house of the Montagues. 

Enter Abram and Balthasar. 

Sar* My naked weapon is out; quarrel, 
back thee. 

Gre. How ? turn thy back, and run? 

Sam. Fear me not. 

Gre . No, marry; I fear thee ! [begiiv 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them 

Gre. I will frown, as I pass by; and let them 
take it as they list. 

Sam* Nay, as they dare, I will bite my thumb 
at them; which is a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it 

Air. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, air*'* 

Air* Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say— ay? 

Gre. No. 

Sam. No. sir, I do not bite my thumb at jWfa 
sir ; but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ? 

AOr. Quarrel, sir? no, sir. 

Sam* If you do, sir, l am for yon; I flGTO as 
good a man as you, 

Abr. No better. 

-w, ■■■■'. -i.-m 
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8am. Well, sir. 

Enter Benvolio, at a distance . 

Ore. Say— -better; here comes one of my master’s 
kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Ahr. Yon lie* 

Sam. Draw, if von be men.— Gregory, remem- 
ber thy swashing blow. {They fight.) 

Ben. Part, fools; put up your swords; you 
fc low not what you do. [Beats down their swords.) 

Enter Tybalt. 

Tyb. What, art thoa drawn among these heart- 
less hinds? 

Turn thee, Benvolio, look npon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace; put up thy sword, 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 

Tyb. What, drawn and talk of peace? I hale 
the word, 

As 1 hate hell, all Montagues, and thee: 

Have at thee, coward. [They fight.) 


Enter several partisans of loth Bouses , who join 
y ; then enter Citizens , with clubs. 


the fray 

l Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans! strike! beat 
them down! [tagues! 

Down with the Capulets! Down with the Mon- 

Ente>' Capulet in his gown; and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noise is this?— Give me my long 
r sword, hoi [a sword? 

Cap. A crutch, a crutch '—Why call you foi 
fm. My sword I say !— Old Montague is come, 
Ami flourishes his blade in spite of rae. 

* Enter Montague, and Lady Montagus. 

Mon. Thou villain, Capulet,— Hold me not, let 
me go. 

La. Mon. Thou shall not stir one foot to seek a 
3 Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prince. Rebellions subjects, enemies to peace. 
Praters of this neighbou r-stained steel,— 

V/l LLt- ar *“ VVilat> ho! you men > y0a 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins. 

On pam of torture, from those bloody hands 

lhrow your nns-temper’d weapons to the ground. 

And bear the sentence of your moved prince — 
Those civil brawls, bred of an airy word. 

By thee old Capulet, and Montague, 

Have thrjceJisturb’d the quiet of our streets ; 

And made Verona a ancient citizens 
Cast bv their grave beseeming ornaments, 
io wield old partizans, in hands as old. 

Canker d with peace, to part your canker’d hate ; 

It ever you disturb our streets again. 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit Jf the peace, 
tor tlus time, all the rest depart away: 
a °2' shall go along with me : 

And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 

0Ur * [lrther Pleasure in this case, 
io old P ree-town, our common judgment-place 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart! 

[Exeunt Prince, and A ttendants; Capulet, 
Sefvants PUk£> Citizens, and 

9#on. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?— 

a p lew t we ff you by ’ wllen J 't began? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary 
* rS ’ % htm Sere I did approach : 7 

• f ,ben \? m the instant came 

V w jth Ins sword prepar’d; 

Wtiicn, as he breath’d defiance to my ears. 

He swung about bis head, and cut the winds, 

WH DQthrog hurt wit ial, hiss’d him in atom; 

,nterchan /' D S tjinists and blows, 

TO thff,; d mor *' a , Da for, ? ht on pa. nod far*. 
ITU the pnn^e came, who parted either / vt, . 


Act I 

La. Mon. 0, where is Romeo ? — saw you him 
to-day ? 

Right glad I am, he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’a sua 

Peer’d forth the golden window of the east, 

A troubled midd drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where.— underneath the grove of sycamore* 

That westward rooteth from the city’s side,— 

So early walking did I see your son: 

I owards him I made ; but he was ’ware of me* 

And stole into the covert of the wood : 

I, measuring his affections by my own, — 

I hat most are busied when they are most alone — 
Pursu’d my humour, not pursuing his. 

And gladly shunn’d who gladly tied from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen. 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s dew, 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs •* 
But all so soon as the all- cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed. 

Away from light steals home my heavy son. 

And private in his chamber pens himself; 

“huts up his windows, locks fair day-light out. 

And makes himself an artificial night; 

Black and portentous must this humour prove. 

Unless good counsel may the cause remove, 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 
Mon. I neither know it, Dor can learn of him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by any means ? 
Mon. Both by myself, and many other friends : 
iJut he, his own affections’ counsellor. 

Is to himself— I will not say, how true— 

But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

£re he can spread his sweet leaves to the air. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure as know. 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 

& eru ® e J^ bere be comes; So please you, step 

I’ll know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stav, 

I o hear true shrift,— Come, madam, let’s away," 
p n j [Exeunt Montague and Lad y 
Ben. Oooa morrow, cousin. 

ri om 'x> * , i * s tbe young ? 

Ben. But new struck nine. j j « 

r it *A h rae ' sad horrs seem long 
Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was:— What sadness lengthens Romeo’s 

I^fcloJr :ng that ’ Which ’ ha ^- n mak« 

Rom. Out — 

Ben. Of love ? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love, 
u as ’ 1 tilat love » 30 gentle in his view, 

Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

oifS? 'Ji r\ that love > wh( f e view is muffled still, 

will cl 1 n I!t ey /- Sl ®j ee P atiuvays to his will I 
Where shad we dme ? -7- 0 me l - What fray was 

X el n °tj for I have heard it all. 

Here s much to do with hate, but more with love 
M'hy then, O brawling love! 0 loving hate ! 

O any tiling, of nothing first create 1 
U heavy lightness .* senous vaurty 1 
pif i? ape r well-seeming forms! 

Feather o^Lad, bnght smoke, cold firt, sick 

?nl;i'7 aki ? g w ep L ’ 11)31 is not whrit it is!— „ 

p. Good heart, at mft°’ C “‘ * n “ h * rwea P’ 
en * At thy good heart’s oppression 
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Rom. Why, such is love’s transgression.— 

Griefs of mine jwn lie heavy in my breast ; 

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast 
, shewn, 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
lioye is a smoke, rais’d with the fume of sighs; 

Being purg’d, a fire, sparkling in lovers’ eyes ; 

Being vex’d, a sea, nourish’d with lovers’ tears: 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 

A choaking gall, and a preserving sweet. 

Farewell, my coz. (Going.) 

Ben. ■ Soft, I will go along; 

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself ; I am not here ; 

This is not Romeo, he’s some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who she is you love. 
Rom . What, shall I groan, and tell thee? 

Ben. ■ . Groan? why, no; 

But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom . Bid a sick man in sadness make his will : — 
A h, word ill urg’d to one that is so ill I — 

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben . I aim’d so near, when I, suppos’d you lov’d* 
Rom. A right good marksman ! — And she’s fair 
I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 
Rom . Well in that hit you miss: she’ll not be hit 
With Cupid’s arrow, she hath Dian’s wit; 

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d, 

From love’s weak childish bow she lives unharmed. • 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 

•Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 

0, she is rich in beauty; only poor, 
hat, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 
Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still live 
chaste? I waste; 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes hugo ’ 
For beauty, starv’d with her severity. 

Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 

She is too fair, too wise; wisely too fair, 

To merit bliss by making me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow, 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. * ’Tis the way 

To call her’s, exquisite, in question more : 

These happy mas1ks,that kiss fair ladies’ brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair; 

He, that is struck blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost: 

Shew me a mistress, that is passing fair. 

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note, 

Where I may read, who pass’d that passing fair ? 
Farewell : thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben . I’ll pay that doctrine, or else,, die in debt. 

*• [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A Street . 


Enter Capulet, Paris, and Servant. 

Cap . And Montague is bound, as well as I, 

In penalty alike ; and ’tis not hard, I think. 

For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both'; 

And pity ’tis, you lived at odds so long. 

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit? 

Cap. But saying o’er what I have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world. 

She hath not seen the change of fourteen years; 

Let two more summers wither in their pride, 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 
Cap. And too soon marr’d are those so early 
made. 

The earth hath swallow’d all my hopes but she, 

Sbe is the hopeful lady of my earth:.’ 



But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 

My will to her consent is but a part ; 

An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night I hold an old accustom’d feast, 

Whereto I have invited many a guest. 

Such as I love ; and you, among the store. 

One more, most welcome, makes my number mort» 
At my poor house look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light 
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel, 

When well-apparell’d April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see, 

And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 

Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one, 

May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 
Come, go with me : — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona ; find those persons out. 

Whose names are written there, ( Gives a paper.) 
and to them say, 

My house and welcome on their pleasure stay, 
[Exeun 

Serv. Find them out, whose names are written 
here? It is written— that the shoemaker should 
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his last, 
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his 
net ; but I am sent to find those persons, whose 
names are here writ, and can never hnd what names 
the writing person hath here writ. I must to the 
learned : — In good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 4 
Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another> 
burning, 

One pain is lessen’d by another’s anguish; 

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning; 

One desperate grief cures with another’s Inn* 
guish : 

Take thou some new infection to thy eye. 

And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Rom. Your plaintain leaf is excellent for that. 
Ben. For what, I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken shin. 

Ben . Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is: 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food. 

Whipp’d, and tormented, and — Good-e’en, good 
fellow. [read? 

Serv. God gi’ good-e’en. — I pray, sir, can you 
Ro?n. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Sefv. Perhaps you have learn’d it without book-r 
But I pray, can you read any thing yon see ? 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language; 
Serv. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry ! 

Rom. Stay, fellow : 1 can read. (Read*) 

Signor Martino , and his wife , and daughters; 
County Anselme, and his beauteous sisters ; The 
lady ividoiv of Vitruvio ; Signor Placentia, and 
his lovely nieces; Mercutio, and his brother 
Valentine; Mine uncle Capulet, his wife, and 
daughters ; My fair niece Rosaline ; hioia ; 
Signior Valentio , and his cousin Tybalt; Lucie, 
and the lively Helena. 

A fair assembly; ( Gives bade the note'. ) Whither 
should they come ? 

Serv. Up. 

Rom . Whither? 

Serv. To supper ; to our house. 

Rom. Whose house ? 

Serv. My master’s. 

Rom. Indeed, I should have asked' you that before. 
Serv. Now I’ll tell you without asking ; My 
master is the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not 
of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush 
a cup of wine. Rest you merry* [JShriif. 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet^ 

Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov’st 
With all the admired beauties of Verona : 

■: 
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Nurse, 


Go thither ; and, with nnattainted eye, 

Compare her face with srme that I shall shew. 

And I will make thee thkk thy swan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires I 
And these,— who, often drown’d, could never die, — 
Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars ! 

One fairer than my love I the all-seeing sun 
tsfe’er saw her match, since first the world begun. 

Ben. Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being by, 
Herself pois’d with herself in either eye ; 

But in those crystal scales, let there be weigh’d 
Your lady’s love against some other maid 
That I will shew yon, shining at this feast, 

And she shall scant shew well, that now shews best. 

Rom. I’ll go along, no such sight to be shewn, 

But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. {Exeunt. ■ 

Scene III.— A Room in Capulet's House . 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Nurse, where’s my daughter ? call her 
forth to me. 

Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead,— at twelve 
year old, — 

I bade her come.— What, lamb ! what, lady-bird !— 
God forbid !— where’s this girl ?— what J uliet 1 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul How now, who calls ? 

Nurse, Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am here. 

What is your will ? [awhile. 

La Cap. This is the matter : — Nurse, give leave 
We must talk in secret — Nurse, come back again ; 

I have remember’d me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know’&t ray daughter’s of a pretty age. 

Nurse. ’Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 
La. Cap. She’s not fourteen. 

Nurse. I’ll lay fourteen of my teeth. 

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four, — 
She is not fourteen ; how long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year. 

Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen. 
Susan and she, — God rest all Christian souls ! — 
Were of an age, — Well, Suzan is with God; 

She was too good for me : But, as I said, 

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen; 

That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 

’Tia since the earthquake now eleven years ; 

And she was weanM,— I never shall forget it, — 

Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug, 

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall, 

My lord and you were then at Mantua : — 

Nay, I do bear a brain:— but, as I said, 

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 

Shake, quoth the dove-house : ’twas no need, I trow. 
To bid ine trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years : 

For then she could stand alone : nay, by the rood. 

She could have run and waddled all about. 

For even the day before, she broke her brow : 

And then my husband — God be with his soul ! ; 

’A was a merry man : — took up the child ; 

Yea, quoth he, d*st thou fall upon thy face 1 [wit; 
Thou will fall backward , when thou hast more 
Wilt thou not, Jule? and, by my holy dam, 

The pretty wretch left crying, and said— Ay ; j 
To see now, how a jest shall come about! 

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 

I never should forget it; Wilt thou not, Jule l 
quoth he : 

pretty U stlnted, and saiA—^y. 

f this ; I pray thee, hold thy 
4^ Vf * [laugh, 

Bi ; yet I cannot choose but 


To think it should Ieme crying, and say— Ay . 

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel’s stone; 

A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 

Yeas, quoth my husband, fall $t upon thy face t 
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com’st to 
Wilt thou not, Jule ? it stinted, and said— Ay. 
Jul. And stmt thou too, 1 pray thee, nurse, say I. 
Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mar thee l# 
his grace 1 

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nurs’d : 

An I might live to see thee married once, 

I have my wish. 

La Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of Tell me, daughter Juliet, 

How stands your disposition to be married ? 

Jul. It is an honour ! that I dream not of. 

Nurse. An honour ! were not I thine only nurse* 
I’d say, thou had’st suck’d wisddm from thy teat 
La Cap . Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you. 

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 

Are made already mothers : by my count, 

I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a ma f 
As all the world — Why, he’s a man of wax. 

La. Cap. Verona’s summer hath not such a flower. 
Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 
La. Cap . What say you? can you love the gen- 
tleman? 

This night you shall behold him at our feast ; 

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face. 

And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen ; 
Examine every married lineament, 

And see how one another lends content; 

And what obscur’d in this fair volume lies, . 

Find written in the margin of his eyes. 

This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 

To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 

The fish lives in the sea ; and ’tis much pride. 

For fair without the fair within to hide : 

That book in many’s eyes doth share the glory, 

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story; 

So shall you share all that he doth possess. 

By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger ; women grow by 
men. 

La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris’ love? 
Jul. I’ll look to like, if looking liking move : 

But no more deep will I endart mine eye. 

Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 
Enter a Servant* 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper serv- 
ed up, you called, my young lady asked for, the 
nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thing in ex- 
tremity. I must hence to wait: 1 beseech you, 
follow straight 

La. Cap . We follow thee.— Juliet, the county 
stays. _ [days. 

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV.— A Street. 

Enter Romeo. Mercutio, Benvolio, with Jive 
or six Maskers, Torch-Bearers, and others* 
Rom, What, shall tins speech be spoke for oor 
excuse? 

Or shall we on without apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity ; 

We’ll have no Cupid hood-wink’d with a scarfs 
Bearing a Tartar’s painted bow of, lath. 

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ; 

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 

But, let them measure us by what they will. 

We’ll measure them a treasure, and bqgone, 

Rom. Give .me a torch,— lam not for this aa> 
fa ling ; 
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Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 
dance. \ 

Rom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles : 1 have a soul oflead, 
bo stakes me. to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You area lover; borrow Cupid’s wings, 

A nd soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore empierced with his shaft, 

To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 

Under love’s heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer . And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough. 

Too rude, too boist’rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 
Mer • If love be rough with you, be rough with 
love; 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. — 

( » i ve me a case to put my visage in. 

{Putting on a mash.) 

A visor for a visor ! — what care I, 

What curious eye doth quote deformities? 

Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in, 
But every man betake him to his legs. 
v Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart. 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels; 

For I am proverb’d with agrandsire phrase,— 

Fli be a candle-holder, and look on, — 

The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done. 

Mer. Tat 1 dun’s the mouse, the constable’s own 
word : 

If thou art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire 
.Of this ( save reverence ) love, wherein thou stick’st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay, that’s not so. 

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 

Take our good meaning; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our five wits. 

Rom. And we mean well, in going to this mask; 
But ’tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one ask? 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer. And so did I. 

Rom. Well, what was your’s ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie, 

Rom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream things 
true. [you. 

Mer. O, then* T see, queen Mab hath been with 
She is the fairies’ midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men’s noses as they lie asleep : 

Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners’ legs ; 
The cove?, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 

The traces, of the smallest spider’s web ; 

The collars, of the moonshine’s watery beams : 

Her whip, of cricket’s bone ; the lash, of film : 

Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat. 

Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick’d from the lazy finger of a maid : 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub. 

Time out of mind the fairies’ coach- makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lover’s brains, and then they dream of 
love ; \ 

On courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies straight : 
O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on fees : 
O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 
Sometimes she gallops o’er a courtier^ nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit: 

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail. 
Tickling a parson’s nose as ’a lies asleep, 

Then dreams he of another benefice: 


Sometimes she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throaty 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear; at which he starts, and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or tw Q> 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 

That plats the manes of horses in the night; 

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs, 

Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maids He on their backs, 

That presses them, and learns them first to bear. 
Making them women of good carriage. 

This, this is she — 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace/ 

Thou talk’st of nothing. 

Mer. ' True, I talk of dream* 5 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooe* 

Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 

And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence, 

Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ren. This wind, you talk of, blows us from <ww* 

__ selves ; 

Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Mom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgive*. 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
.With this night’s revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, clos’d in my breast, 

By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 

Biit He, that hath the steerage of my course, 

Direct my sail! — On, lusty gentlemen. a 
Ren. Strike, drum, {Exeunt 

Scene V. — A Hall in Capulet' s House. 
Musicians ivaiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where’s Potpan, that lie helps not to take 
away ? he shift a trencher i he scrape a trencher ! 

2 i Sew. When good manners shall He all in or e 
or two men’s hands, and they unwaahed too, ’tis a 
foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the 
court-cupboard, look to the plate -good thou, 
save me a piece of marchpane ; and, as thou lovest 
me, let the porter let in Susan Grindstone, and 
Nell. — Antony ! and Potpan ! 

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked 
for, and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there, too. — 

Cheerly, boys; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liver take all. {They retire behind.) 

Enter Capulet, &c. with the Guests , and the 
Maskers. 

Cap. Gentlemen, welcome! ladies, that have 
their toes 

Unplagu’d with corns, will have a bout with you; — 
Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? she, that makes dainty, she. 
I’ll swear hath corns ; Am I come near you now ? 
You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day. 
That I have worn a visor; and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady’s ear, 

Such as would please ’tis pone, ’iia gone, ’tin< 
gone: # [play. 

You are welcome, gentlemen r — Come, musicians, 
A hall! a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls. 

( Music plays , and they done ft ) 
More light, ye knaves; and turn the tables up, 

And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot* - , 
Ah, sirrah, this nnlook’d-for sport comes well* 

Nay, sit, nay, sit, gt»od cousin Capulet ; 

For you and I are past our dancing days : 

How long is’t now, since last yourself and I 
Wcreinamask? 

2 Cap ■ By’r lady, thirty year*. 
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1 Cap. What, man ! ’tis not so. much, ’tia not 

so much: 

is since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come pentecost as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty years ; and then we mask’d. 

2 Cap . ’Tis more, ’tis more : his son is elder, sir ; 

His son is thirty. v 

] Cap. Will you me that ? 

His son was but a ward two years ago. [hand 
Rom. What lady’s that, .which doth enrich the 
Of vonder knight ? 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom. 0, siie doth teach the torches to burh bright ’ 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear : 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 

So shews a snowy dove trooping with crows. 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shews. 

The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand, 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight ! 

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night. 

Tyb . This, by his voice, should be a Montague :— 
Fetch me my rapier, boy What! dares the slave 
Come hither, cover’d with an antick face. 

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 

Now, by the stock and honour of my km, 

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman? wherefore 
storm you so? 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe; 

A villain, that is hither come in spite. 

To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

1 Cap. Young Romeo is’t ? 

fyj?' ~ . . .. ’Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone. 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags Of him, 

To be a virtuous and vvell-govern’d youth; 

I would not, for the wealth of all this town 
Here in my house, do him disparagement : * 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my will ; the which if thou respect, 

Shew a fair presence, and put oil* these frowns. 

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 
r Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest: 

I’ll not endure him. 4 

, , He shall be endur’d : 

What, goodman boy !— I say, he shall :-Go to:— 
Am 1 trie master here, or you ? go to. 



Tyb. Why, uncle, ’tis a shame. 

1 Cap. Go to, go to, 

You are a saucy boy : — Is’t so, indeed ?— 

This trick may chance to scathe you ;— I know what 
You must contrary me I marry, “’tis time— ‘ 

Well said, my hearts :— You are a princox : jro 
Be quiet, or— More light, more light, for shame U. 

1 II n?rS 3 !? a Whatl-Cheerly. my hearts. 
7V6. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting, 
™lf esh tr ® mb * e Jn their different greeting. 

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall 

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit. 
Mom. 1 1 I profane with my unworthy hand 

This holy, shrine, the gentle fine is 
My bps, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

lo smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 
much, 

Which mannerly devotion shews in this • 

For saints have hands, that pilgrims’ hands do 
touch, 

And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss. 

Roni. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 
™ Ay ’ hps, that they must use in 


They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to ties 
pair. [sakei 

Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ 
Mom. I hen move not, while my prayer’s effect 
I take. 

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg’d. 

r ? mi , ... (Missing her.) 

JuL Ihen have my lips the sin that they hav« 
took. [urj^d J 

Mom. Sin from my lips ? 0 trespass sweetly 
Give me my sin again. 

Jul- You kiss by the book. 

JSurse. Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you. 

Rom. What is her mother? 

Nurse. Marry, bachelor. 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 

And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 

I nurs’d her daughter, that you talk’d withal; 
l tell you,— he, that can lay hold of her, 

Shall have the chinks. 

~ R° m ‘ Is she a Capulet ? 

U dear account ! my life is my foe’s debt. 

Ben. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best 
Mom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest, 

* \ a P' Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone: 
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards. — - 
Is it e’en so? Why, then I thank you all : 

I thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — 

More torches here!— Come on, then let’s to bed. 

Ah, sirrah, (To 2 Cap.) by my fay, it waxes late ; 

* Htonjr rest. [Exeunt all but Juliet and Nurse. 
Jul. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentleman ? 
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. What’s he, that now is going out of door? 
™ L M ‘f r y. that, I think, be young Petruchia 
Jul. Whats he, that follows there, that would 
not dance? 

Nurse . I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name if he be married, 
Mvgrave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, ana a Montague ; 

I he only son ol your great enemy. 

Jul. My only Jove sprung from my only ha tel 
loo early seen unknown, and known too late! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 

.That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What’s this? what’s this? 
rv* t j , . ■ A rhyme I learn’d even now 

Uf one I danc d withal. ( One calls within , Juliet) 
n Nurse. Anon, anon:— 

tome, let s away ; the strangers all are gone. 

* [ Exeunt . 

Enter Chorus. 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed he, 

And young affection gapes to be his heir; 

1 txUu 1 !’ which love groan’d for, and would die, 
xr ” o * enc ^ r J u }iet match’d, is now not fair. 
WowKonieo is belov’d, and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm oflooks; 
a t 5 thls foe sn PP° s ’d he must complain. 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful 
hooks: 

Being held a foe, he may not have access 
l o breathe such vows as lovers use to swear : 

And she as much in love, her means much leas 
1 o meet her new-beloved any where : 

Jout passion lends them power, time means to meet, 

1 emp ring extremities with extreme sweet. [Exit 

ACT II. 

Scene I .—An open Place , adjoining Capulet* 
Garden . 

Enter Romeo. 

t £® ?• 9*5 \.s° forward, when ray heart is here? 
Turn kick, dull earth, and find thy centre ont 
[tie climbs the wall, and leaps down within) 
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Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo ! my cousin Romeo ! 

Mer. ' He is wise ; 

And, oil my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Bert . He ran this way, and leap’d this orchard 
Call, good Mercutio, [wall: 

Mer . Nay, Til conjure too. — 

Romeo! humours ! madman ! passion ! lover! 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh. 

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 

Cry but — Ah me! couple but — love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word. 

One nickname for her purblind son and heir, 

Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim, 

When king Cophetua lov’d the beggar-maid.— 

He heareth not, stirreth not, he moveth not ; 

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him. — 

I conjure thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip, 

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh. 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie, 

That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
Mer. Thm cannot anger him : ’twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand. 

Till she had laid it, ana conjur’d it down ; 

That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress’ name, 

I conjure only but to raise up him. [trees, 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those 
To be consorted with the humourous night : 

- f Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love oe blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit, 

As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone,— 
Romeo, good night ; — I’ll to my truckle-bed ; 

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 

Come, shall we go ? 

Ben . Go, then ; for ’tis in vain 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Capulefs Garden. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom He jests at scars, that never felt a wound. 

{Juliet appears above , at a windoiv.) 
But, soft! what light through yonder window 
breaks ! 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun !— 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon. 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 

Be not her maid, since she is envious; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green. 

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 

It is my lady ; O, it is my love. 

O, that she knew she were ! — 

She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks : 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those 
stars, ■ ■ ■: " ^ ■' 

As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright, 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how She leans her cheek upon her hand ! 

O, that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That l might touch that cheek ! 

JuL Ah me I 

Ram. t She speaks : — 

O, sneak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
* As glorious to this night, being o’er my head, 

A* is a winged messenger ofneaven 


Unto the white-upturned wond’ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 

When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 

And sails upon the bosom of the air. [meoT 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Ro- 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but s worn my love. 

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this ? 

(AftoTe.) 

Jul. Tis but thy name, that is my enemy 
Thou art thyself though, not a Montague. 

What’s Montague ? it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name? 

What’s in a name ? that, which we call a rose. 

By any other name would smell as sweet ; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 

Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 

Without that title : — Romeo, doff thy name ; 

And for that name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz’d ; 

Henceforth l never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen’d in 
night. 

So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

Because it is an enemy to thee ; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred word* 

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the sound ; 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul. How cam’st thou hither, tell me? ami 
wherefore ? 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb; 

And the place death, considering who thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o’er-perch 
these walls : 

For stony limits cannot hold love out : 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their swords; look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world, they saw thee 
here. # [sight; 

Rom. 1 have night’s cloak to hide me from their 
And, but thou love me, let them find me here ; 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found’st thou out this 
place ? # Iquire ; 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to in^ . 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 

As that vast shore wash’d with the furthest sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandise. [face; 

Jul. Thou know’st the mask of night is on my 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 

For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; but farewell compliment ! 

Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say — Ajj 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear’s^ ^ 
Thou may’st prove false ; at lovers’ perjuries. 

They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 

If fheu dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 

Til frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay. 

So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 

And therefore thou may’st think my haviour light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true 
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Than those that have more cunning- to be strange. 

I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou overheard’st, ere I was ware, 

My true love’s passion ; therefore pardon me ; 

And not impute this yielding to light love. 

Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 

Jul. 0, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon. 

That monthly changes in her circled orb, 

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom , What shall I swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 

Which is the god of my idolatry. 

And 111 believe thee. 

Rom . If my heart’s dear love— 

JuL Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden; 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 

Ere one can say— It lightens. Sweet, good night! 
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath, 

May prove a beauteous flower, when next we meet. 
Good night, good night! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast! 

Rom. O, wilt thou leav*; me so unsatisfied? 

JuL What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 
Rom . The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for 
mine. 

JuL I gave thee mine before tlmu did’st request it: 
And yet I would it were to gLe again. 

Rom. Would’st thou withdraw it? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet 1 wish but for the thing I have : 

M y bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 

The more 1 have, for both are infinite. 

f , . ... ^ {Nurse calls within.) 

I near some noise with m : Dear love, adieu 1 
Anon, good nurse !— Sweet Montague, be true. 

Stay hut a little, I will coine again. [Exit. 

Rom. 0 blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a drenm, 
loo flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. ° ’ 

If that thy bent of love be honourable, 

1 hy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow 
By one that I II procure to come to thee 
VYhere and what time, thou wilt perform the rite • 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I’ll lay, 

t^T^^!* ra,,sh0Ut wo & 

ifthou “ ™ 

Nurse. {Within.) Madam ! 

. By and by, T come 
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will I send. • b 

So thrive my soul,— 

Jut. A thousand times good night! r Exit 

Rom ' jj^ h t ^ sand ti,nes the worse, to want thy 
Love ^toward love, as school-boys from their 
Gut love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

( Retiring slowly.) 
Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul R l% e Romeo > hist '-0, for a falconer’s 

To lure this tassel -gentle back again! 

T°f rSe k and may 110t s P eak aloud ; ' 

And S d i£ tea - r *¥ care where echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 


With repetition of my Romeo’s name. 

Rom . It is my soul, that calls upon my name: 
How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night 
Like softest music to attending ears ! V 

Jul. Romeo! 

Rom . My sweet ! 

Shif/l send to thee? * *** °’ el ° Ct ‘°- 1 ™ 
Rom .At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail ; ’tis twenty years till then 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here, till thou remember it 
Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Kememb ring how I love thy company. . 

Rom. And I’ll still stay, to hav$ thee still forget 
Forgetting any other home but this. [gone * 

Jul. ’Tis almost morning, I would have thee 
And yet no further than a wanton’s bird : 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again 
So loving-jealous of his liberty, * 

Rom. 1 would, I were thy bird. 

, , , , ... .. . , Sweet, so would I ; 

x et 1 should kill thee with much cherishing 
Good night, good night! parting is such Sweet 
sorrow, 

That I shall say— good night, till it be morrow. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace m thv 
breast!— * 3 

’Would I /were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest’ 

H ence will 1 to my ghostly father’s cell ; 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit, 

Scene III. — Friar Laurence’s Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket. 

Fn. The grey-ey’d morn smiles on the frowning 
night, & 

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light : 
And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels 
hrom forth day’s path-way, made by Titan’s wheels : 
JNow, ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

1 he day to cheer, and night’s dank dew to dry, 

* nnist up-nil this osier cage of ours. 

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 

I he earth, that s nature’s mother, is her tomb* 
f hat is her burying grave, that is her womb : 

A nd from her womb children of divers kind 
VY c sucking on her natural bosom find • 

Many for many virtues excellent 9 
rj one but for some, and yet all different. 

U, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In herbs plants, stones, and their true qualities * 
ior nought so vile, that on the earth doth live 
Bnt to the earth some special good doth give ; 

Nor aught so good but, strain’d from that fair use 
Re volts from true birth, stumbling on abuse - 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied : 
w *i v,c f k s0 . ni „ et ™ e s by action dignified. 

Within the infant rind of this small flower • 

, 1 oison hath residence, and med’eine power 
[ F ° r thl %^ smelt, with that partcheers each 

senses with the heart. 

I„ In i opposed foes encamp them still 

And vvh.rTti . asherbs, - grace ? and ™ de wn, 

1 worser is predominant, 

I oil soon the canker death eats up that plant 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, father! 

What early tongue so sweet salutettnf^fe'' 

TV> argn , es a distemper’d head, 

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

? a L e i«K epS hlS w , at ^ m ever y oI a man’s eye. 

Rnf d v C \ re ] . 0( % es ' slee P "Hi sever lie; 

But where unbrmsed youth with unsiuffd brmn 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign i 


ij 
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Therefore thy earliness doth me assure, 

Thou art up rous’d by some distemp’rature ; 

Or if not so, then here I hit it right — 

0 ur Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Mom, That last is true, the sweeter rest was 
^ ■ mine. 

FrL God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline ? 
Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no; 
t have forgot that name, and that name’s woe. 

FrL That’s my good son : But where hast thou 
been, then? 

Mom . I’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 

1 have been feasting with mine enemy; 

Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me; 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies : 

I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for lo, 

3VIy intercession likewise steads my foe. [drift; 

FrL Be plain, good son, and homely in thy 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift 
Rom. ^ Then plainly know, my heart’s dear love is 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : [set 

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 

And all combin’d, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how, 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 

111 tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray, 

That thou consent to marry us this day. 

FrL Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here 1 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 

So soon forsaken V young men’s love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jesu Maria! What a deal of brine 
Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline ! 

How much salt water thrown away in waste, 

To season love, that of it doth not &&te ! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from hearen clears, 

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear, that is not wash’d off yet : 
ff e’er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 

And art thou chang’d? pronounce this sentence 
then — 

Women may fall, when there’s no strength in men. 
Rom, Thou chidd’st me oft for loving Rosaline. 
Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom. And bad'st me bury love. 

FrL * Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. [now, 

Rom. I pray thee, chide not; she, whom 1 love 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 

The other did not so. 

FrL O, she knew well, 

Thy loye did read by rote, and could not spell. 

But come, young waverer, come go with me, 

In one respect I’ll thy assistant be ; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households’ rancour to pure love. 

Rotn. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 
FrL Wisely and slow ; They stumble, that run 
fast. [ Exeunt . 

Scene IY. — A Street. 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be ? — 
Came he not home to-night? 

Ben. Not to his father’s ; I spoke with his man. 
Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, 
that Rosaline, 

$ Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben . Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 

Hath sent a letter to his father’s house. 

Mer A challenge, on my life. 

Ben . Romeo will answer it. [a letter. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer 
Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter’s master, how 
fee dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead I 
4 stabbed with a white wench’s black eye; shot 


i 


through the ear with a love-song; the very pin of his 
heart cleft with the blind bow-boy's butt-shaft; AmJ 
is he a man to encounter Tybalt? 

* Ben. Why, what is Tybalt? 

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you, 

O, he is the courageous captain of compliments, 

He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, dis- 
tance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest, 
one, two, and tiie third in your bosom : the very 
butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist ; a 
gentleman of the very first house, — of the first and 
second cause : Ah, the immortal passado I the 
punto reverso ! the hay I 
Ben. The what? 

Mer. The pox of such antic ? lisping* a fleeting 
fantasticoes ; these new tuners of accents 1 By Jesu , 
a very good blade 1 . — a very tall man ! — a very 
good ivkore! — -Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 
grand sire, that we should be thus afflicted with these 
strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these pardon- 
nes-moy's, who stand so much on the new form, _ j 

that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench ? O, 
their bo?is, their bonsl j 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring:— 

O, flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified! — Now is he 

for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to 

his lady, was but a kitchen-wench ; — marry, she had 

a better love to be-rhyme her : Dido, a dowdy : ;■ 

Cleopatra, a gipsy; Helen and Hero, hildings ana 

harlots; Thisbe, a grey eye or so, but not to the 

purpose. — Signior Romeo, bon jour ! there’s a French 

salutation to your French slop. You gave us the 

counterfeit fairly last night. 

Ro?n. Good- morrow to you both. What conn- 
terleit did I give you ? . ■ [ceive? 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip; Can you not con- 
Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 
great ; and, in such a case as mine, a man may strain 
courtesy. 

Mer. That’s as much as to say — such a case a 
yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning— to court’sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rom. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. c 

Rom. Pink for flower. J 

Mer . Ri^ht. 1 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered. 

Mer. Well said : Follow me this jest now, till 
thou hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the } 

single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, after | 

the wearing, solely singular. 

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the 
singleness! [wits fail. 

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio; my 
Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; oi 
I'll cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, L 

I have done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose 
in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my 
whole five : Was I with you there for the goose ? * 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not ij 

Mer. Thy wu is a very bitter sweeting ; it is a 
most sharp sauce. „ ] 

Rom. 'And is it not well served in to a sweet ( 
goose ? 

Mer. O, here’s a wit of cheverel, that stretchout 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad 1 

Rom . I stretch it out for that word — broad : ( 

which added to the goose, proves thee far ana \ 

wide a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning 
for love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Ro- 
meo; now art thou what thou art, by art as well a* * j 
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fey nature : for this drivelling love is like a great 
natural, than runs lolling up and down to hide his 
bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer . Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against 
the air. 

Ben. Thou would’st else have made thy tale large. 

Mer, 0, thou art deceived, I would have made 
it short : for I was come to the whole depth of my 
tale: and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument 
no longer. 

Rom . Here’s goodly geer! 


Enter Nurse and Peter. 

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock 

Nurse . Peter ! 

Peter. Anon? 

Nurse . My fan, Peter. 

Mer. Pr’ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face ; 
for her fan’s the fairer of the two. 

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it good den ? 

Mer. ’Tis no less. I’ll tell yon ; for the bawdy hand 
of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurse . Out upon you ! what a man are you? 

Rom . One. gentlewoman, that God hath made 
himself to mar. 

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said ; — For him- 
self to mar, quoth’a? — Gentlemen, can any of you 
tell me where I may find the young Romeo ? 

Rom. I can tell you; but young Romeo will be 
older when you have found him, than he was when 
you sought him: I am the youngest of that name, 
for ’fault of a worse. 

Nurse. Ton sav well. 

^ Mer. Yea, is the worst well? very well took, 
I’faith : wisely, wisely. 

Nurse . If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence 
with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho ! 

Rom. What hast thou found p 

# Mer. No hare, sir; unless a hair, sir, in a lenten 
pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it be 
spent. 

An old hare hoar , 

And an old hare hoar. 

Is very good m eat in lent 
But a hare that is hoar. 

Is too much for a score , 

When it hoars ere it be spent . — 
Romeo, will yon come to your father’s ? we’ll to 
dinner thither. 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer . Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady, 
lady, lady. 

f Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

burse. Marry, farewell!— I pray you, sir, what 
saucy merchant was this, that was so full of his 
ropery. 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute, 
than he will stand to in a month. 


Nurse. An ’a speak any thing against me, I’ll 
bake him down an ’a were lustier than, he is, and 



twenty like Jacks; and, if he cannot, I’ll find those 
that shall. Scurvy knave ! I am none of his flirt- 
girls; I am none of his. skains-mates And thou 
must stand by too, and suffer every knave to use 
me at his pleasure ? 

Pet. I saw no man use yOu at his pleasure : if I 
had, my weapon should quickly have been out, I 
warrant you : I dare draw as soon as another man, 
it I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the law on 
my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that 
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave!— 
Pray you, air, a word : and as I told you, my 




young lady bade me inquire you out ; what she bad# 
me say, I will keep to myself: but fust let me tell 
ye, if ye should lead her into a fool’s paradise, as 
they say, it were a very gross kind of behaviour, 
as they say: for the gentlewoman is young ; and, 
therefore, if you should deal trouble with her, 
truly, it were an ill thing to be offered to any gen- 
tlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mis- 
tress. I protest unto thee,— 

Nurse. Good heart ! and, . i’faith, I will tell hei 
as much : Lord, lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost 
not mark me. # 

Nurse. I will tell her, sir— that you do protest; 
which, as I take it, is a gentleman-like offer. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to 
This afternoon ; [shrift 

And there she shall, at friar Laurence’ cell, 

Be shriv’d and married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall. 

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be ' 
there. [wall; 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee; 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair ; 

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 

Farewell!— Be trusty, and 111 quit thy pains. 

Farewell ! — Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee ! — Hark 
you, sir. 

Rom. What say’st thou, my dear nurse ? 

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne’er hear 
. say—' 

Two may keep counsel, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee ; my man’s as true as steel. 

Nurse. Well, sir, my mistress is the sweetest 
lady — Lord, lord!— when ’twas a littk? prating 
thing, — O, — there’s a nobleman in town, one Paris, 
that would fain lay knife aboard; but she, good 
soul, had as Iieve see a toad, a very toad, as see 
him. I anger her sometimes, and tell ‘her that 
Paris is the properer man ; but, Til warrant you, 
when I say so, she looks as pale as anv clout in the 
varsal world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin 
both with a letter? 

Rom. Ay, nurse; What of that? both with an R. 

! . Nurse. Ah, mocker! that’s the dog’s name. R. 

! is f° r foe dog. No; I know it begins with some 
I other letter : and she hath the prettiest sententious 
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you 
good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady, [Exit 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times.— Peter! 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before. 

[Exeunt 

Scene V. — Capulet's Garden . 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. The clock struck nine, when I did send the 
nurse ; 

In half an hour she promis’d to return. 

Perchance, she cannot meet him -that’s not so.— 

0, she is lame! love’s heralds should be thoughts. 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun’s beams. 
Driving back shadows over low’ring hills: 

Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings* 

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 

Of tliis day’s journey ; and from nine till twelve 

Is three long hours,— yet she is not come. 

Had she affections, and warm youthful blood. 

She’d be as swift in motion as a ball ; 

My words would bandy her to my sweet lor#. 

And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. # 
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"Enter Nurse and Peter. 

0 God, she comes ! — O honey nurse, what news ? 
Hast, thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 
Jut . How, good sweet nurse,*— 0 lord! why 
look’st thou sad ? 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 

If good, thou sham’st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with sp sour a face. 

Nurse . I am aweary, give me leave a while ; — 
Fye, how my boues acne ! What a jaunt have I had ! 
Jut. I would, thou hadst my bones, and I thy 
news ; [speak. 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — good, good nurse, 
Nurse, i ten, what haste? can you not stay 
awhile? 

Do you not see, that I am out of breath? .* 

Jut, How art thou out of breath, when thou hast 
breath 

To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 

The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay. 

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 

Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 

Say either, and 111 stay the circumstance : 

Let me be satisfied, Is’t good or bad ? 

Nurse . Well, you have made a simple choice ; 
you know not how to choose a man: Romeo I no, 
not he ; though his face be better than any man’s, 
yet his leg excels all men’s; and for a hancl, and a 
foot, and a body, — though they be not to be talked 
on, yet they are past compare : He is not the flower 
of courtesy, — but, I’ll warrant him, as gentle as. a 
, lamb.— Go thy ways, wench ; serve God: — What, 
have you dined at home ? 

Jut. No, no : But all this did I know before : 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that? 
Nurse. Lord, how my head aches! what a head 
have I! 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My back, o’t’other side,— O, my back, my back! — 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about. 

To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jut. ITaith, I am sorry that thou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my 
love ? 

Nurse. Your love savs^ like an honest gentleman. 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, 

And, I warrant, a virtuous : — Where is your mo- 
ther? 

Jut Where is my mother? — why, she is within ; 
Where should she be ? How oddly thou reply’st ? 
Your love says like cm honest gentleman , — 
Where is your mother 1 
Nurse. 0, God’s lady dear ! 

Are you so hot? Marry, come up, I trow; 

Is tins the. poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jut Here’s such a coil;— Come, what says 
Romeo? {day? 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to- 
Jut I have. b . [cell, 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence* 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks. 
They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news. 

Hie you to church ; I must another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird’s nest soon, when it is dark : 

1 am the drudge, and toil in your delight ; 

But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 

Go, I’ll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

Jut. Hie to high fortune !— honest nurse, fare- 
well. [Exeunt. 

Scene "VI. — Friar Laurence’s Celt 
Enter Friar Laurence ana?. Romeo. 

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act. 
That after hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom, Amen, amen! but come what somrtv can. 


It cannot countervail the exchange of joy, 

That one short minute gives me in her sight 
Do thou but close our hands with holy word^ 

Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 

It is enough I may but call her mine.^ 

Fri. These violent delights have violent end* 
And_ in their triumph die; like fire and powder. 
Which, as they kiss, consume*; The sweet honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness. 

And in the taste confounds the appetite : 

Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so; 

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady 0, so light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint 
A lover inay bestride the gossamers, 

That idlejm the wanton summer air, 

And yet hot fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jut Good even to my ghostly confessor, 
j Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for ni 
both. _ [muck 

Jut As much to him, else are his thanks too 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap’d like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazpn it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music’s tongue 
Unfo[d the imagiu’d happiness, that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jut Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 

They are but beggars that can count their worth; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will mak* 
short work ; 

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone. 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt* 

act nr. 

Scene I .—A public Place. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servants. 

Ben . I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, if we meet, we shall not ’scape a brawl ; 

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one cf those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me 
his sword upon the table, and says, God send me 
no need of thee! and by the operation of the se- 
cond pup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, 
there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in Italy: and as soon moved to be 
I moody, and as soon moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Thou ! why, thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou 
hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking 
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast 
hazel eves : What eye, but such an eye, would spy 
out such a qunrrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, 
as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head baths 
been beaten as addle as an egg, for 'quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing m 
the street, because he hath wakened thy dog thai 
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall oat 
with a tailor, for wearing his new doublet befo 
Easter? with another, for tying his new shoes wit', 
old ribband? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar- 
relling! 

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, 
any man should buy the tee-simple of my life lor aa 
hour and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee-simple ? 0 simple ! 
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Enter Tybalt, and others. 

Be n. By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer . By my heel, I care not. ^ : 

Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to them. — 
Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you. 

Mer . And but one word with one of us ? Couple 
it with something; make it a word and a blow'. 

Tyb. You will find me apt enough to that, sir, if 
you will give me occasion. [giving? 

Mer . Could you not take some occasion without 
Tyb. Mercutio, thou consort’st with Borneo, — t 
Mer. Consort! what, dost thou make us min- 
strels ? an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear 
nothing but discords : here’s my fiddlestick; here’s 
that shall make yon dance. ’Zoundo, consort ! 

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men: 
Either withdraw into some private place. 

Or reason coldly of your grievances, 

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men’s eyes were made to look, and let 
them gaze; 

I will not budge for no man’s pleasure, I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir! here comes 
my man. . [livery: 

Mer. But I’ll be hanged, sir, if he wear your 
Marry, go before to field, he’ll be your follower ; 
Your worship, in that sense, may call him — man. 

Tyb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford 
No better term than this — Thou art a villain, 

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting: — Villain am I none; 

Therefore farewell: I see, thou know’strae not. 

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn and draw. 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur’d thee ; 

But love thee better than thou canst devise, 

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love : 

And so, good Capulet, — which name I teuder 
As dearly as mine own, — be satisfied. 

Mer. 0 calm, dishonourable, vile submission I 
A la s toccata carries it away. — ■ {Draws.) 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Tyb. W hat would’st thou have with me ? 

Men Good king of cats, nothing, but one of your 
nine lives: that I mean to make bold withal, and, 
as you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of 
the eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his 
pilcher by the ears ? make haste, lest mine be about 
your ears ere it be out 

Tyb. I am for you. # {Drawing.) 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Men Come, sir, your passado. {They fight.) 
Rom . Draw, Benvolio ; 

Beat down their weapons Gentlemen, for shame, 
Forbear this outrage -Tybalt— Mercutio — 

The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying 
In V erona stre e ts : — hold, Tybalt good Mercutio. 

[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partisans. 
Mer. Iam hurt : — 

A plague o’ both trie houses !— I am sped : — 

Is he gone, and hath nothing? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt? 

,Mer. Ay, ay, a : scratch, a scratch ; marry, ’tis 
enough. — 

Where is my page ? — Go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page . 

Rom* Courage, man; the burl cannot be much. 
Mer. No, r tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide 
as a church-door; but ’tis enough, ’twill serve : ask 
forme to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave 
man. I am peppered, I warrant, for this world : — 
A plague o’ both your houses !— ’Zounds, a dog, a 
rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death ! a 
braggart, a. rogue, a villain, that fights by the book 
of arithmetic ! — Why, the devil came you between 
us? I was hurt under your arm. 


Rom. I thought all for the best 

Mer. Help me into some bouse, Benvolio^ 

Or I shall faint— A plague o’ both your houses 1 
They have made worm’s meat of me; 

I have it, and soundly too : — Your houses! 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 
Rom. This gentleman, the prineVs near ally, 

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf ; my reputation stain’d 
With Tybalt’s slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman 0 sweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel. 

Re-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. 0 Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s dead* 
That gallant spirit hath aspir’d the clouds. 

Which too untimely here aid scorn the earth. 

Rom . This day’s black fate on more days dof 
depend; 

This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 
Rom. Alive! in triumph I and Mercutio slain ! 
Away to heaven, respective lenity. 

And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now l — 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again. 

That late thou gav’st me j for Mercutio’s son! 

Is but a little way above our heads, 

Staying for thine to keep him company ; 

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him 
Shalt with him hence. [here. 

Rom . This shall determine that 

( They fight : Tybalt falls.) 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone 1 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain * 

Stand not amaz’d ; — the prince will doom thee death. 
If thou art taken whence ! — be gone l — away! 

Rom. 01 Iam fortune’s fool! 

Ben. Why dost thou stay ? 

[Exit Rom&x 

Enter Citizens , §~c. 

1 Cii. Which way ran he, that kill’d Mercutio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me ; 

I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey. 

Enter Prince, attended ; Montague, Capulet, 
their Wives, and others. 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 
Ben . O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin I — Q my brother’* 
child ! 

Unhappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spill’d 
Of my dear kinsman !— Prince, as thou art true. 

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. — 

0 cousin, cousin ! 

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 
Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo’s hand did 
slay; 

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urg’d withal 
Your high displeasure : — All this — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees bum 
bow'd. — 

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast ; 

Who, all as not, turns deadly point to point, 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity , . ; 

Retorts it : Romeo be cries alpud. 
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Hold, friends ! friends, part! and, swifter than 
his tongue, 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And ’twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutia, and then Tybalt fled: 

But by and by comes back to Borneo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And lift they go like lightning ; for, ere 1 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain ; 
And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly : 

This is the truth,. or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not tune : 

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife. 

And all those. twenty could but kill one life : 

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prim Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe?. 
Mon . Not Romeo, prince, he was Merculio’s 
friend f 

His fault concludes but, what the law should end. 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And, for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 

I have an interest in your hates’ proceeding, 

My blood, for your rude brawls, doth lie a-bleeding ; 
But I’ll amerce you with so strong a fine, 

That you shall all repent the loss of mine : ' 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses, 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste. 
Else, when he’s found, that hour is his last, 

Bear hence his body, and attend our will : 

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A Room in Capulet's House. 
Enter Juliet. 

Sul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus’ mansion; such a waggoner 
.As Phseton would whip you to the west. 

And bring in cloudy night immediately.— 

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ! 

That run-away’s eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk’d of, and unseen !— 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind. 

It best agrees with night.— Come, civil night, 

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lose a winning match, 

Play’d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 

Hood my unmann’d blood, bating in my cheeks, 
With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown bold. 
Think true love acted, simple modesty. 

Come, night!— Come, Romeo! come, thou day in 
night ! 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a raven’s back. — 

Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-b row’d night. 
Give me my Romeo: and, when he shall die, 

Take him, and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine. 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. — 

O, I nave bought the mansion of a love. 

Bat not possess’d it; and, though l am sold. 

Not yet enjoy’d : So tedious is this day. 

As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child, that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. 0, here comes my nurse. 

Enter Nurse, with cords. 

And she brings news ; and every tongue- that speaks 
But Romeo’s name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ? the 
That Romeo bade thee fetch ? [cords, 

Nur$fy : -" Ay, ay, the cords. 

{Throws them down.) 


Jul. Ah me ! what news ? why dost thou wring thy 
hands?/ • [dead! 

Nurse. Ah wellra-day ! he’s dead, he’s dead, he’* 
We are undone, lady, we are undone !— 

Alack the day!— he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead! 
Jul. Can heaven be so envious ? 

Nurse. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot : — 0 Romeo, Romeo !— 

Who ever would have thought it ? — Romeo ! 

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment m* 
thus ? 

This torture should be roar’d in dismal hell. 

Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but J, 

And that bare vowel I shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I, if there be such an I; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, L 
If he be slain, say — I; or if not, no: 

Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe. * 
Nurse. I sa w the wound, I saw.it with mine eyes,—* 
God. save the mark I — here on his manly breast: 

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 

Pale, pale as ashes, all beaawb’d in blood. 

All in gore blood ;— I swooned at the sight. 

Jul. 0 break, my heart I — poor bankrupt, brea* 
at once I 

To prison, eyes ! ne’er look on liberty ! 

Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here : 

And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend i had! 
0 courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman! 

That ever I should live to see thee dead! 

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary? 
Is Romeo slaughter’d ; and is Tybalt dead ? 

My dear-lov’d cousin, and my dearer lord ?- 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom! 
For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

Nurse . Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banish’d ; 
Romeo that kill’d him, he is banished. 

Jul , 0 God! — did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’* 
blood? 

Nurse . It did, it did ; alas the day! it did. 

Jid. 0 serpent heart, hid with a flowering facet 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 

Beautiful tyrant, fiend angelical! 

Dove-foather’d raven ! wolvish ravening lamb!. 
Despised substance of divinest shew ! 

J ust opposite to what thou justly seem’st, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain ! — 

O, nature I what hadst thou to do in hell, 

When thou did’st bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? 

Was ever book, containing such vile matter. 

So fairly bound 9 O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There’s no trust. 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur’d. 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.— 

Ah, where’s my man? give me some aqua vita:— 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jul. Blister’d be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ; he was not born to shame : 

Upon his brow shame is asham’d to sit; 

For’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 

O, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill!! 
your cousin ? 

Jul. Shall J speak ill of him that is my husband? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name. 
When I, thy three-hours’ wife, have mangled it? 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin? 
That villain cousin would have kill’d my husband 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; * 
Tour tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
And Tybalt’s dead, that, would have slain my bus* 
band : ' 1 
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AU this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then ? ] 

Some woi;d there was, worser than Tybalt’s death, 
That murder’d me : I would forget it fain ; 

But, 0 ! it presses to my memory, . 

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners minds: 

Tybalt is dead, and Romeo — banished; 

That— -banished, that one word — omnshed, 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt s death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there: 

Or,— if our woe delights in fellowship, 4 

And needly will be rank’d with other gnefs,— 

Why follow’d not, when, she said— 1 y bait’s dead, 
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 

Which modern lamentation might have mov’d ? 

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt’s death, 
Romeo is banished,— to speak that word, 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, ail dead: — Romeo is banished , — 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 

In that word’s death ; no words can that woe 
sound. — 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse? 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them? I will bring yon thither. 

Jul Wash they his wounds with tears? mine 
shall be spent, 

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment. 

Take up those cords Poor ropes, you are beguil'd, 
Both you and I; for Romeo is exil'd : 

He made you for a highway to my bed : 

But I, a maid, die maiden- widowed. - 
Come, cords ; come, nurse I’ll to my wedding bed ,* 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead 1 
Nurse. Hie to your chamber : I’ll find Romeo 
To comfort you I wot well where he is. 

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night; 

I’ll to him ; he is hid at Laurence’ cell. 

Jul 0 find him ! give this ring to my true knight ; 
And bid him come tc take his last farewell. [ Exeunt . 
Scene I IJ. —Friar Laurence's Cell 
Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fru Romeo, come forth : come forth, thou fearful 
AiHiction is enamour’d of thy parts, [manr 

And thou art wedded to calamity. [doom ? 

Rom. Father, what news ? what is the prince’s 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not? 

Fru Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company : 

I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom. 

Rom. What less than doomsday is the prince’s 
doom ? 

Fri. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his lips. 
Not body’s death, hut body’s banishment. 

Rom. Ha ! banishment ! be merciful, say — death : 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 

Mach more than death: do not say— banishment. 

Fri .* Hence from Verona art thou banished : 

Be patient for the world is broad and wide. 

Mom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory . torture, hell itself. 

Hence-banished is banish’d from the world, 

And world’s exile is death: — then banishment 
Is death mis-term’d : calling death — banishment,' 
Thou cut’st my head off with a golden axe. 

And sniii’st upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly sin! 0 rude tinthankfulnessi * 

Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law. 

And turn’d that black word death to banishment : 

. This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom. ’Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog, 

And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her. 

But Romeo may not — More validity, 

f ifre honourable state, more courtship lives 
carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seizr 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand, i 


And steal immortal blessing from her lips; 

Who, even in pure and vesta! modesty , 

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin : 

But Romeo may not ; he is banished : 

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly: 

They are free men, but I am banished. 

And say’st thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground knife, 
No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so mean 
But — banished — to kill me ; banished ? 

0 friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 

Hoyriings attend it: How hast thou the heart. 

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-ab^olver, and a friend profess’d. 

To mangle me with that word — banishment? 

Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a 
word. 

Rom. 0 thou wilt speak again of banishment. 
Fri I’ll give thee armour to keep off that word * 
Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy, 

To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yet banished ? — hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 

Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom ; 

It helps not, it prevails not; talk no more. 

Fri. O, then I see, that madmen have no ears 
Rom. How should they, when that wise men 
have no eyes? 

Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 
Rom. .Thou cawst not speak of what thou dost 
not feel : 

Wert thou as young as T, Juliet thy love, 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 

Doting like me, and like me banished 
Then might’st thou speak, then might’st thou tear 
thy hair, 

And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 

Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Fri. Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thy 
self. [Knocking within .) 

Ro?n. Not I; unless the breath of heart- sick 
groans. 

Mist like, infold me from the search of eyes. 

[Knocking.) 

Fri. Hark, how^ they knock! Who’s there: — 
Romeo, arise; 

Thou wait be taken :— Stay awhile : — stand up : 

[Knocking.) 

Run to my study : — By and by : — God’s will ! 
What wilfulness is this ?— I come, I come. 

[Knocking.) 

Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what’s 
your will ? 

Nurse. ( Within.) Let me come in, and you shall 
know my errand ; 

1 come from Lady Juliet 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Enter Natse. 

Nurse. O holy friar, 0, tell me, holy friar. 
Where is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, with Ms own tears 
made drunk. 

Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress’ case, 

Just in her case ! 

Fri. 0 woeful sympathy ; 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she. 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering 
Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 

For Juliet’3 sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 

Why should you fall into so deep an O ? 
j Rom. Nurse ! [of all. 

Nurse. Ah, sir ! ah, sir ! — Well, death’s the end 
Rom. Spak’&t thou of Juliet? how is it with her? 
Doth she not think me an old murderer. 

Now I have stain’d the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov’d but little from her own ? 
Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My conceal’d lady to' our cancell’d lore ? 
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* Nurse, O, she says nothing, sir, bat weeps and 
weeps ; 

And now falls on her bed ; and then starts op. 

And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries. 

And then down falls again. 

Rom, As if that name. 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 

Did murder her ; as that name’s cursed hand 
Murder’d her kinsman.-— 0 tell me, friar, tell me, 

I n what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion* (Drawing his sword,) 

Fri . Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art ; 

Thy tears are womanish ; thv wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 

Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 

Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both ! 

Thou hast amaz’d me: by my holy order, 

I thought thy disposition better temper’d. 

Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou Slay thyself? 

And slay thy lady too that lives in thee. 

By doing damned hate upon thyself ? 

Why rail’st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once ; which thou at once would’st lose. 
Fye, fve ! thou sbaru’st thy shape, thy love, thy wit ; 
Which, like an usurer, abound’st in all. 

And usest none in that true use indeed 

Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit. 

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax. 

Digressing from the valour of a man: 

Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury, 

Killing that love, which thou hast vow’d to cherish : 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both. 

Like powder in a skill-less soldier’s flask, 

Is set on fire hy thine own ignorance, 

And thou dismember’d with thine own defence. 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive, 

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead; 
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee. 

But thou slew’st Tybalt ; there art thou happy too : 
The law, that threaten’d death, becomes thy friend. 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy ; 

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back; 

Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 

But, like a misbehav’d and sullen wench. 

Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love : 

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 

But look, thou stay not till the watch be set. 

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 

Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. — 

Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ; 

And bid her hasten all the house to bed. 

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 

Romeo is coming. ' [night, 

Nurse. O, Lord, I could have staid here all the 
To hear good counsel : 0, what learning is 1 — 

My lord, i*If tell my lady you will come. 

Mom, Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 
Nurse, Here, sir, a ring she bade me give you, sir; 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 

[Exit Nurse, 

Mom. How well my comfort is reviv’d by this ! 
Fri. Go hence : Good night ; and here stands all 
your state ; — 

Either begone before the watch be set. 

Or by the break of day disguis’d from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I’ll find out your man, 

And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 

Give me thy hand ; ’tis late : farewell ; good night 
Mom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me* 
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It were a grief, so brief to part with thee i 
Farewell. [Exeum* 

Scene IY. — A Room in Capulefs House. 
Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 
Cap . Things have fallen out, sir, So unluckily, 

That we have had not time to move our daughter. 
Look you, she lov’d her kinsman Tybalt dearly. 

And so did I ; — Well, we were born to die*— 

’Tis very late, she’ll not come down to-night: 

I promise you, hut for your company, 

I would have been a -bed an hour ago. 

Far. These times of woe aftord no time to woo: 
Madam, good night : commend me to your daughter. 
La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to- 
morrow ; 

To-night she’s mew’d up to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child’s love : I think, she will be rul’d 
In all respects by me; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 

Acquaint her here of my son Paris* love; 

Ana bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next— 
But, soft ; VVhat day is this? 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday? ha! ha ! Well, Wednesday is too 
soon, 

O’Thursday letit be ; — o’Thursday, tell her. 

She shall be married to this noble earl 
Will you be ready ? do you like this haste? 

We’ll keep no great ado ; — a friend, or two :— 

For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late, 

It may be thought we held it carelessly. 

Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 

Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends, 

And there an end. But what say you to Thursday ? 
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to- 
morrow. [then 

Cap. Well, get yoii gone : — O’ Thursday be Jft 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, against this weddipg-day. — 
Farewell, my lord.— Light to my chamber, hoi 
Afore me ? it is so very late, that we 
May call it early by and by : — Good night [Rromfc 

Scene Y. — Juliet's Chamber. 

Enter RoxMEO and Juliet. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day: 

It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 

That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine ear: 

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom. It was tne lark, the herald of the morn. 

No nightingale ; look, love, what envious streak# 

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east: • 

Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ; 

I must be gone and live, or stay and die. ^ 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, 1 know it, I: 

It is some meteor, that the sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua ; 

Therefore stay yet> thou need’st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to death} 

I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I’ll say, yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

’Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow ; 

Nor that is not the- lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads: 

I have more care to stay, than will to go;— 

Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so— 
How is’t, my soul ? let’s talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 

It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 

Straining harsh discords, and un pleasing sharp# 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division; 

This doth hot so, for she divideth us : 

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eye# v 
O, now I would they had chang’d voices too! 

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray. 
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* Enter Nurse* 

Nurse. Madam! 

Jul. Nurse ? . ber: 

Nurse . Your lady mother’s coming to your cham- 
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. 

4 t [Exit Nurse . 

Jul Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 
Horn. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I’ll de- 
scend. {Romeo descends .) 

Jul. Art thou gone so? my love! my lord! my 
friend I 

1 must hear from thee every day i’the. hour. 

For in a minute there are many days : 

O ! by this count I shall be much in years, 

Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 


That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 
' 0, think’st thou, we sha" 


Jul 0, think’st thou, we shall ever meet again ? 
Rom. I doubt it not ; and alUhese woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul 0 God ! I have an ill-divining soul; 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below. 

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you: 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! 

{ Exit Romeo. 

Jul 0 fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him, 

That is renown’d for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 

For then I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 

But send him back. 

La Cap. {Within.) Ho, daughter! are you up? 
Jul , Who is’t that calls ? is it my lady mother? 
Is she not down so late, or up so early ? 

What nnaccustom’d cause procures her hither ? 


Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin’s 
death? 

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears? 
An if thou could’st, thou could’st not make him live : 
Therefore, have done: Some grief shews much 
of love ; 

But much of grief shews still some want of wit. 

Jul Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 

La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the 
Which you weep for; [friend 

Jul. Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thourweep’st not so much for 
his death, _ 

As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him, 

Jul What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap. t That same villain, Romeo. 

Jul Villain and he are many miles asunafer. 

God pardon him ! I do, with ail my heart : 

And yet, no man, like he, doth grieve my heart 
La. Cap . That is, because the traitor murderer 
lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands. 
Would, none but I might venge my cousin’s death ! 
La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou 
not : 

Then weep no more. Ill send to one in Mantua,— 
Where that same banish’d runagate doth live, — 
That shall bestow on him so sure a d aught, 


That he shall soon keep Tybalt com] 
rilf '* 


then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied 
Jul Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him— dead— 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex’d 
»n could find out but a man 




To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof. 

Soon sleep in quiet. — O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam’d, — and cannot come to 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughter’d him ! 

, La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I’ll find sod 
a man. .. . 

But now I’ll tell the joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time : 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? * 

La. Cap . Well, well, thou hast a careful father, 
child ; 

One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 

That thou expect’st not, nor I look’d not for. 

Jul Madam, in happy time, what day is that? 
La. Cap. Marry my child, early next Thursday 
mom. 

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 

S The county Paris, at Saint Peter’s church, 

| Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul Now, by Saint Peter’s church, and Peter too, 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 

I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam. 

I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I swear. 

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris : — There are news indeed ! 

La. Cap. Here comes your fether; tell him an 
vourself, 

And see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the mr doth drizzle dew; 
But lor the sunset of ray brothers son. 

It rains downright. — 

How now? a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears? 
Evermore showering? in one little body 
Thou conterfeit’s a bark, a sea, a wind : 

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is. 
Sailing in this salt flood ,* the winds, thy sighs 
Who,— raging with thy tears, and they with them,— 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
lliy tempest-tossed body. — How now, wife ? 

Have you deliver’d to her our decree ? 

La. Cap. Ay, sir; but she will none, she give* 
you thanks. 

I would the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, 
wife. 

How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ? 
Is she not proud ? doth she not count her bless’d. 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that you 
have : 

Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love 
Cap. How now! how now, chop-logic ! What 
is this ? [not 

Proud, — and, I thank you, — and, I thank you 
And vet not proud;— Mistress minion, you, 

Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds. 
But settle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday next. 

To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s church. 

Or 1 will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green-sickness carrion ! out, you baggage. 
You tallow-face ! 

La. Cap. Fye, fye ! wbat are you mad? 

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees. 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 
wretch ! 

I tell thee what,— get thee to church o’Thursday, 

Or never after look me in the face : 

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me; 
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My fingers itch.— -Wife, we scarce thougnt ns 
■ bleas'd, ' 

That Gad hath sent us but this only child ; 

But now I see this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curse in having her; 

Out on her, hilding! 

„ Nurse. God in heaven bless her ! 

Yon are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your 
tongue, 

Good prudence ; sniatter with your gossips, go. 
Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap . 0, God ye good den! 

Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap. " Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl, 

For here we need it not. 

La. Cap. ^ You.are too hot 

Cap. (Sod’s bread ! it makes me mad : Day, 
night, late, early, 

At home, abroad, alone, in company, 

Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 
To have her match’d : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage, 

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train’d, 
•Stuff’d (as they say,) with honourable parts. 
Proportion’d as one’s heart could wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mam met, in her fortune’s tender. 

To answer — I'll not wed,— l cannot love , 

I am too young, — I pray you pardon me 
But, an you will not wed, Fll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me; 
Look to’t, thiuk on’t, I do not use to jest. 

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise ; 

An you be mine, I’ll give you to my friend ; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i’ the streets. 
For, by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 

Trust to’t, bethink you, I’ll not be forsworn. [Exit. 

Jid. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds, 

That sees into the bottom of my grief ? 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 

Delay this marriage for a month, a week; 

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument, where Tybalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for 1 11 not speak a word ; 
Do as thou wilt for I have done with thee. [Exit. 
Jut. 0 God !— O nurse 1 how shall this be pre- 
vented ? 

My husband is on heart, my faith in heaven ; 

How shall that faith return again to earth, 

U nless that husband sent it me from heaven 
By leaving earth ? — comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself r— 

» What say’st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. ’Faith, here ’tis: Romeo 

Is banished; and all tworld to nothing. 

That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you ; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 

I think it best you married with the county. 

O, he’s a lovely gentleman ! 

Romeo’s a disncfout to him ; an eagle, madam, 

Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye, 

As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 
l think yon are happy in this second match. 

For it excels your first: or if it did not, 

Your first is dead : or ’twere as good he were, 

As living here, and you no use of him. 

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart ? 

Nurse . From my soul too ; 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jul. Amen. 

Nurse. To what? 

Jul . Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous 
much. 

Go in ; and "tell my lady I am gone 



Having displeas’d my father, to Laurence’ cell, 

To make confession, and to be absolv’d. 

Nurse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely done. 

[Exit. 

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend! 

Is it more sin— to wish me thus forsworn. 

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue. 
Which she hath prais’d him with above compare 
So many thousand times ? — Go, counsellor; 

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.— 

I’ll to the friar, to know his remedy : 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Friar Laurence's Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

Fri. On Thursday, sir? the time is very short 
Par. My father Clapulet will have it so ; 

And I am nothing slow to slack his haste. 

Fri. You say, you do not know the lady’s mind : 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt’s death* 
And therefore haves little talk’d oflove ; 

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 

That she doth give her sorrow so much sway; 

And in his wisdom hastes our marriage. 

To stop the inundation of her tears; 

Which, too much miuded by herself alone. 

May be put from her by society : 

Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri . I would 1 knew not why it should be slov’d. 

[Asuk.) 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

. Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, ray lady, an.d my wife ! 

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday 
Jul. What must be shall be. . [nexi 

Fri. That’s a certain text 

Par . Come you to make confession to this father f 
Jul. Towns we r that, were to confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him, that you love*rae. 

Jul. I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will you, 1 am sure, that you love me* 

Jul . If I do so, it will be of more price, * V 

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par . Poor soul, thy face is much abus’d with tear*. 
Jul. The tears have got small victory by that ; 
For it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrong’st it, more than tears, with that 
report. 

Jul. That is no slander, sir, that is a truth ; 

And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander’d it 
Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own. 

Are yon at leisure, holy father, now; 

Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? [now.— 
Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter. 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion !— 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you; 

Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. [Exit. 

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me: Past hope, past cure, past help: 

Fri . Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief ; 

It strains rue past the compass of my wits : 

I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it, 

On Thursday next be married to this county. 

; Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’st of thiff, 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it: 

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help. 

Do ihou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife I’ll help it presently* 

God join’d my heart and Romeo’s, thon oui hands J 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d, 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
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Tarn to another, this shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienc’d time. 

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 

’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that. 

Which the commission of thy years and art 
Coaid to no issue of true honour bring. 

Be not so long to speak ; I long to die. 

If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy. 

Fro. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou hadst the strength of will to slay thyself; 

Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 

That cop’st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar’st. I’ll give thee remedy. 

Jul. 0, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
from off the battlements of yonder tower ; 

Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk, 

Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears ; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 

O’er-cover’d quite with dead men’s rattling bones. 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless-skulls ; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in hs shroud ; 

Things that, to hear them told, have made me 
tremble ; 

And I will do it without fear or doubt, 

To live an unstain’d wife to my sweet love. 

Fru Hold, then : go home, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris: Wednesday is. to-morrow ; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize 
Each vital spirit; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv’st ; 

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes’ windows fall. 

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 

Bach part, depriv’d of supple government, 

Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death : 
And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours, 

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then, (as the manner of our country is,) 

Iu thy best robes uncover’d on the bier. 

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Gapulets lie. 

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 

And hither shall he come; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this shall free thee from this present shame ; 

If oo unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give, 0 give me ! tell me not of fear. 

Fro. Hold ; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 
In this resolve : I’ll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall 
help afford. 

Farewell, dear father I [ Exeunt . 

Scene II. — A Room in Capulefs House . 
Enter CaPULET, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and 
Servants. 

Cap, So many guests invite as here are writ.— 

[Exit Servant. 

Krrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

2 Sera. You shall have none iff, sir : for I’ll try if 
they can lick their fingers 


Cap, How canst thou try them so? 

. 2 Serv. Marry, sir, ’tis an ill cook that cannot lick 
his own fingers ; therefore he, that cannot lick his 
fingers, goes not with me. * 

Cap. Go, begone. — [Exit Servant . 

We shall be much unfurnish’d for this time.* — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ? 
Nurse. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap.\Vel\, he may chance to do some good onher: 
A peevish self- will’d harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift with 
merry look. 

Cap, How now, my headstrong ? where have you 
been gadding ? 

Jul, Where I have learn’d me to repent the an 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests ; arid am enjoin’d 
By holy Laurence to tall prostrate here, 

And beg you pardon : — Pardon, I beseech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Seud for the county ; go tell him of this ; 

I’ll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence’ ceil ; 
And gave him what becomed love I might. 

Not stepping o’er the bonnds of modesty. [up. 

Cap, Why, I am glad on’t ; this is well, — stand 
This is as’t should be. — Let me see the county ; 

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.— 

Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar, 

All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurse, wiil you go with me into my closet, 
To help me sort such n®edful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow? 

La. Cap . No, not till Thursday ; there is time 
enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her: — we’ll to church 
to-morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Nurse 
La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision ; 
’Tis now near night. 

Cap. _ Tush ! I will stir about. 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her; 

I’ll not to bed to-night — let me alone ; 

I’ll play the housewife for this once. — What, ho ! — 
They are all forth: Well, I will walk myself 
To county Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow: my heart is worid’rous light, 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim’d. 

[Exeunt. 

Scjks'E III. — Juliet's Chamber. 

Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best:— But, gentle nurse, 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 

For 1 have need of many orisons 

To move the heavens to smile upon my state, 

Which, well thou know’st, is cross ana full of sin. 

Enter Lady Capulet; 

La. Cap. What, are you busy ? do you need my 

help? : 

Jul No, madam ; we have cull’d such necessaries 
As are behoved for our state to-morrow : . 

So please you, let me now be left alone. 

And let the nurse this night sit up with you; 

For, I am sure, you have your hands full all, 
hi this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night ! 

Get thee to bed, and rest: for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet an 

Jul Farewell I— God knows, when we shall meef 
again. 

Hiave a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat ot life: 

I’ll call them back again to comfort me;— 

Nurse ! — What should she do here ? 

My dismal scene 1 needs must act alooife— 

Come, phial. — 
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What if this mixture do not work at all ? 

Must I of force be married to the county ? — 

No, no ; — this shall forbid it : — lie thou there. — 

[Laying dozen a dagger. 
What if it he a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister’d to have me dead ; 

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour’d. 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 

I fear, it is : and vet, methinks, it should not. 

For he hath still been tried a holy man: 

I will not entertain so bad a thought, — 

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there’s a fearful point! 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in. 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 

Or, it i live, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of ail my buried ancestors are pack’d; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Liest fest'ring in, his shroud : where, as they say, 

At some hours in the night spirits resort ; 

Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I, 

Bo early waking, — what with loathsome smells ; 

And shrieks like mandrakes’ torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;— 

01 if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 

Environed with all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my orefathers’ joints ? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s bone, 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 

O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin’s ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier’s point Stay, Tybalt, stay ! 

Romeo, I come ! this do l drink to thee. 

(She throws herself upon the bed.) 

Scene l V. —Capulet' s Hall. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 
spices, nurse. [pastry. 

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock hath 
crow’d. 

The curfew bell hath rung, ’tis three o’clock 
Look to the bak’d meats, good Angelica : 

Spare not for cost 

Nurse . Go, go, you cot-quean, go, 

Get you to bed ; ’faith, you’ll be sick to-morrow, 

For this night’s watching. [now 

Cap. No, not a whit ; What ! I have watch’d ere 
All night for lesser cause, and ne’er been sick. 
ha. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in 
your time ; 

But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Cap , A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ! — Now, fel- 
What’s there? [low, 

Enter' Servants, with spits , logs } and baskets . 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir; but I know not 
■ what 

Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit 1 Serv. 
— Sirrah, fetch drier logs; 

Call Peter, he will shew thee where they are. 

3 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs, 
And nevei trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit. 

Cap. ’Mass, and well said ; A merry whoreson ! ha, 
Thou shaltbe logger-head.— Good faith, ’tis day: 
The county will be here with music straight, 

( Music within .) 

For so he said he would. I hear him near: — 

Nurse ! — Wife ! — what, ho 1 — what nurse, I say ! 


Enter Nurse. 

Go, waken Juliet go, and trim her up ; 

I’ll go and chat wiijh Paris : — Hie, make haste. 
Make haste ! the bridegroom he is come already : 
Make haste, I say I [Exeunt 

Scene V. — Juliet's Chamber ; Juliet on the bed 
Enter Nurse . 

Nurse. Mistress! — what, mistress ! — Juliet : — 
fast, I warrant her she : — 

Why, lamb ! — why, lady ! — fy, you slug- a bed ! — 
Why, love, I say I — madam ! sweetheart ! — w hy, 
bride ! — [now ; 

What, not a word ! — you take your pennyworths 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant. 

The county Paris hath set up his rest, 

That you shall rest but little. — God forgive me, 
(Marry, and amen !) how sound is she asleep ! 

I needs must wake her.v- Madam, madam, madam! 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed; 

He’ll fright you up, i’faith. — Will it not be ? 

What, drest ! and in your clothes ! and down again! 
I must needs wake vou . — Lady ! lady 1 lady ! 

Alas ! alas ! — Help I help ! my lady’s dead ! 

0, well-a-day, that ever I was born !— 

Some aqua-vitae, ho ! — my lord ! my lady ! 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What noise is here ? 

Nurse. O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap . What is the matter? 

Nurse. Look, look ! 0 heavy day ! 

La. Cap. 0 me, 0 me ! — my child, my only Ufa. 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee !— 

Help, help ! — call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is 
come. [the day! 

Nurse. She’s dead, deceas’d, she’s dead ; alack 
La Cap. Alack the day ! she’s dead, she’s dead, 
she’s dead. 

Cap. Hal let me see her Out, alas ! she’s cold ; 
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff”; 

Life and these lips have long been separated : 

Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 

Accursed time; unfortunate old man! 

Nurse. O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. 0 wofnl time ! [wail, 

Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to make me 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, with Mu. 
sicians. 

Fri Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return 
O son, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death lain with thy bride . — See, there she lies. 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. ^ 

Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir; 

My daughter he hath wedded 1 I will die, 

And leave him all; life leaving, all is death’s, _ 
Par. Have I thought long to see this moriong’i 
face. 

And doth it give me such a sight as this * 

La. Cap. Accurs’d, unhappy, wretched, hatefal 
day! 

Most miserable hour, that e’er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child. 

But one thing to rejoice and solace in, 

And cruel death hath catch’d it from my sight. 

Nurse. O woe ! O wotul, woful, wou d day 1 
Most lamentable day ! most woful day. 

That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 

O day! 0 day! 0 day! 0 hateful day \ 

Never was seen so black a day as this 
O woful day, 0 woful day ! 
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Par. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged/ spited, slain! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil’d, 

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 

0 love ! O life ! — not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. Despis’d, distressed, hated, martyr’d, 
kill’d:- 

Uncomfortable time ! why ci m'st thou now 
To murder murder our solemnity ? — 

0 child ! 0 child !— my soul, and not my child ! — 
Dead art thou, dead ! — alack ! my child is dead I 
And, with my child, my joys are buried 1 [not 

Fri. Peace, ho, for shame 1 confusion’s cure lives 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 

And all the better is it for the maid : 

Your part in her you could not keep from death ; 

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 

The most you sought was— her promotion ; 

For ’twas your heaven she should be advanc'd : 

And weep yd now, seeing she is advanc’d, 

Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 

0, in this love, you love your child so ill. 

That you run mad, seeing that she is well : 

She’s not well married, that, lives married long ; 

But she’s best married, that dies married young* 

Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 

In all her best array bear her to church : 

For though fond nature bids us all lament. 

Yet nature’s tears are reason’s merriment. 

_ Cap. All things, that we ordained festival, 

Turn from their office to black funeral : 

Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast; 

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; 

Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 

And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in— and, madam, go with him ; — ! 
And go, sir Paris; every one prepare i 

1 o ioilow this fair corse unto her grave : 

1 he heavens do low’r upon you, ibr some ill * I 

Move them no more, by crossing their, high will. 

[j txeunt Capulet , JLady Capulet, Paris, and 
Friar. 

1 Mas. ’Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be 
gone. 

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up ; 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. [Exit. 

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended. ! 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, 0 musicians, Heart's ease , 

hearts ease : O, an you will have me live, play 

searz s ease. “ 

i Mus. Why heart's ease? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays 
My heart ts full of woe : O, play me some 
merry dump, to comfort me, 

n ° tirae 40 playD0W - 

Mus. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you soundly. 

I Mus. What will you give us? 

Pet. No money on my faith ; but the gleek; I 
will give you the minstrel. 6 * 

1 K[ve you the serving-creature. 
Mf e r 1 hen I lay the serving-creature’s dagger 
on your pate. I will carry no crotchets : I’ll re you. 


r r\ : l a re you, 

l Uf a • Do you note me ? J 

1 Mus. An you re us, and fa us, you note us. 

out yoSwih ray y ° a ’ PUt UP y ° Ur dagger > and ^ ut 
Pel. Then have at you with my wit; I will dry. 
beat you with an iron wit, aud put up my iron dag- 
S €r --—Answer me like men : 5 

j h S n JTT?9 t Brief the heart doth wound , 
And aolejul dumps the mind oppress , 

, I hen music with her silver sound ; 

Km d? Uer S ° Und? music her stiver 


What say you, Simon Catling? [sound. 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath « sweet 
Pet. Pretty ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck? 

2 Mus. I say — silver sound, because musicians 

sound for silver. [post? 

Pet. Pretty too ! What say you, James Soundl 

3 Mus. ’Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet. O, I cry you mercy ! you are the singer : J 
will say for you. It is — music with her silver sound, 
because such fellows as you have seldom gold fot 
sounding 

Then music, with her silver sound, 

With speedy help doth lend redress. 

[Exit, singmg* 

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same? 

2 Mus. Hang him. Jack! Come, we’ll in here; 
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt 

ACT V. 

Scene l.—Mantua. A Street. 

Enter Romeo. 

Pom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep. 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 

My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne; 

And, all this day, an unaccnstom’d spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 

1 dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave U 
think,) 

And breath’d such life with kisses in my lips, 

That I reviv’d, and was an emperor. 

Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possess’d, 

When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy ! 

Enter Balthasar. 

News from Verona!— How now, Balthasar? 

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
j How doth my lady? Is my father well? 

How fares my Juliet? That I ask again- 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

| Bal. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill; 
Her body sleeps in Capel’s monument. 

And her immortal part with angels lives; * 

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault. 

And presently took post to tell.it you : 

0 pardon me for bringing these ill news. 

Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom. Is it even so? then I defy you, stars! 

Thou know’st my lodging r get me ink and paper. 
And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night 
Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave vou thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, aud do import 
oome misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv’d: 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 

Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 

Bal. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter; get thee gon^, 

And hire those horses ; I’ll be with thee straight 
„ r ... r [Exit Balthasar. 

\ V ell, Juliet, I will he with thee to-night 
Let’s see for means 0, mischief! thou art svvift 
lo enter in the thoughts of desperate men! 

1 do remember an apothecary,— • 

And hereabouts he dwells,— whom late I noted 
In tatter d weeds, with overwhelming brows. 

Lulling ot simples ; meagre were his looks, 

5harp misery had worn him to the bones; 

And in his needy shop a tortoise humr. 

An alligator stuff’d, and other skins 
Of ill shap’d fishes; and about his shelves 

A beggarly account of empty boxes, 

Oreen earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses. 
Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a shew. 

.Noting this penury, to myself I said— 

An u a man did need a poison now. 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him . 
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O, this same thought did but forerun my need; 

And this same needy man must sell it me. 

As ! remember, this should be the house : 

Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut— » 

What, hot apothecary! 

Enter Apothecary* 

Ap . Who calls so loud ? 

Rom . Come hither, man.— I see that thou art poor; 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram.of poison ; such soon-speeding geer 
As will disperse itself through all the veins. 

That the life-weary taker may. fall dead : 

And that the trunk may be discharg'd of breath 
As violently, as hasty powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon’s womb, 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua’s law 
Is death, to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness. 
And fear’st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks, 

Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 

Upon thy back hangs ragged misery, 

The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s law : 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. Mv poverty, but not my will, consents. 
Mom . I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

Ana drink it off : ana, it you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you .straight. 
Rom, There is thy gold; worse poison to men's 
souls. 

Doing more murders in this loathsome world. 

Than these poor compounds, that thou may’st not sell : 
1 sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell; ouy food, and get thyself in flesh. 

Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet’s grave, for there must I use thee. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — Friar Laurence's Cell . 

: Enter Friar John. 

John* Holy Franciscan friar! brother, ho! 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Law. This same should be the voice of friar John. — 
Welcome from Mantua: Wtrat says Romeo? 

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

Jo/m. Going to find a bare-foot brother out, 

One of our order, to associate me, 

Here in this city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign. 

Seal’d up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay’d. 

Lau. Who bare my letter then to Romeo? 

John . I could not send Jt,— here it is again, — 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 

So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood, 

The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of dear import : and the neglecting it 
May do much danger : Friar John, go hence ; 

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John. Brother, I’ll go and bring it thee. [Exit. 
Lau. Now must I to the monument alone; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake ; 

She will beshretw me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents ; 

But I will write again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ; 

Poor living corse, clos’d in a dead man’s tomb ! 

■ ■ [Exit. 

Scene III. — A Church-Yard: in it, a Monument 
belonging to the Capulets. 

Enter Paris, and Ms Page, bearing flowers, and 
a torch. 

Par. Give me tby torch, boy : Hence, and stand 
aloof;— 


Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 

Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 

So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread, 

(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graveaj 
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me. 

As signal that thou hear’st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page. I am almost 'afraid to stand alone 
Here in the churchyard ; yet I will ad venture. 

{Retire*,) 

Par . Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bri- 
dal bed : 

Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 

Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain. 

Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 

That living honour’d thee, and, being dead. 

With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! 

( The b oy whistles . ) 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders thrs way to-night, 

To cross my obsequies, and true love’s rites ? 
What, with a torch!— muffle me, night, awhile. 

(Retires) 

Enter Romeo and Balthasar with a Torch , 
Mattock , §pc. 

Rom . Give me that mattock, and the wrenching 
iron. 

Hold, take this letter; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light *. Upon thy life I charge thee, 
Whate’er thou hearst or seest, stand all aloof; 

And do not interrupt me in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death, 

Is, partly, to behold my lady’s face : 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring; a ring, that I must use 
In dear employment : therefore hence, be gone 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I farther shall intend to do. 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 

And strew this hungry church-yam with thy limbs : 
The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 

More fierce, and more inexorable far, 

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Bal. J will be gone, sir, and not trouble yon. 
Rom. So shalt thou shew me friendship. — Take 
thou that : 

Live, and be prosperous; and farewell, good fellow. 

Bal. For all this same, I’ll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. {Retires) 
Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death 
Gorg’d with the dearest morsel of the earth, 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open. 

{Breaking open the doer of the Monument .\ 
And, in despite. I’ll cram thee with more food I 
Par. This is that banish’d haughty Montague, 
That murder’d my love’s cousin;— with which grief 
It is supposed, the fair creature died, — 

And here is come to do some villanous. shame 
To the dead bodies ; I will apprehend him. — 

(Advances.) 

Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague ; 

Can vengeance be pursu’d further than death ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed, and therefore came I hither, - 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man; 

Fly hence and leave me:— think upon these gone t 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth. 
Heap not another sin upon my head, 

By urging me to fury : — O, be gone ! 

By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 

For I come hither arm’d against myself: 

Stay not, be gone : — live, and hereafter say— 

A madman’s mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations, 

And do attach thee as a felon here. 
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Bom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, 
boy. They fight.) 

Pag. O lord ! they fight: I will go call the watch. 

[Exit. 

Par. 0, I am slain ! (Falls.) — If thou be mer- 
ciful, 

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet _ (Dies.) 

Bom. In faith, 1 will,:— Let me peruse this face; — 
Mercutio’s kinsman, noble county Paris ! — 

What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think, 

He told! me, Paris should have married Juliet: 

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 

To think it was so ?— 0, give me thy hand, 

One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book ! 

Til bury thee in a triumphant grave.— 

A grave ? 0, no; a lantern, slaughter’d youth, 

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence full of light. 

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr’d. 

(Laying Paris in the Monument.) 
How oft, when men are at the point of death, 

Have they been merry ? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death : O, how may 1 
Call this a lightning? — O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer’d ; beauty’s ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, Best thou there in thy bloody sheet? 

0, what more favour can I do to thee, 

Than-with that hand, that cut thy youth in twain. 
To sunder his, that was thine enemv ? 

Forgive me, cousin ? — Ah, dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous; 

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that, I will still stay with thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Departagain; here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; 0, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars [last! 
From tins world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look your 
Arms, take your last embrace J and lips, 0 you, 

The floors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death I— 


Here’s to my love I (Drinks.) 0. true apothecary! 
Thy drugs are quick.— Thus with a kiss I die. 

(Dies.) 

Enter \ at the other end of the Churchyard, Friar 
Laurence, with a Lantern , Crow, and Spade. 
Fri. Saint Francis be my speed! how oft to-night 
Have ray old feet stumbled at graves !— Who's there? 
Who is it, that consorts, so late, the dead ? 

Bal. Here’s one, a friend, and one that knows 
you well. 

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond’, that vainly lends his light 
To grabs and eyeless skulls? as I discern, 

It burneth in the Capels] monument. 

Bal. It doth so, holy sir ; and there’s my master, 
One that you lave. 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Bal. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he beeu there ? 

Bal. . Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the vault 
Bal. I dare not, sir : 

My master knows not but I am gone hence ; 

And fearfully did menace me with death, 

« Idid stay to look on his intents. [me : j 

Frt. Stay, then. I’ll go alone: — Fear comes upon j 


O, much I fear some ill u lucky thing 
Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 

I dreamt my master and another fought, 

And that my master slew him. 

Fri. Romeo ! — (Advances.) 

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre ?— 

What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolour’d by this place of peace ? 

{Enters the Monument.) 
Romeo ! 0, pale ! — Who else ? what, Paris too ? 
And steep’d in blood ? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ! 

The lady stirs. (Juliet wakes and stir* 

Jul. O, comfortable friar, where is my lord ? 

I do remember well where I should he, 

And there I am : — Where is my Romeo ? 

(Noise within.) 

Fri. I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 

A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away : 

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 

And Paris, too ; come. I’ll dispose of thee. 

Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 

Stay not to question, for the watch is coming; 

Come, go, good Juliet, — (Noise again.) I dare stay 
no longer. ^ [Exit. 

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. — 
What’s here? a cup, clos’d in my true love’s hand? 
Poison, I see, hath neen his timeless end : 

0 churl! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop. 

To help me after ? — I will kiss tliy lips : 

Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them, 

Ts make me die with a restorative. [Kisses Mm. 
Thy lips are warm I 

1 Watch. (Within.) Lead, boy : — Which way ? 
Jul. Yea, noise? — then I’ll he brief.— 0 happy 
dagger ! (Snatching Borneo's dagger.) 
This is thy sheath ; (Stabs herself.) there rust, ana 
let me die. 

(Falls on Bojneo’s body , and dies.) 
Eyiter Watch with the Page of Paris. 

Page. This is the place; there, where the torch 
doth burn. 

I Watch. The ground is bloody : Search about 
the churchyard : 

Go, some of you ; whoe’er you find, attach. 

[Exeunt some. 

Pitiful sight ! here lies the o#unty slain 
And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead. 

Who here hath lain these two days buried. — 
Gotell the prince, — run to the Capulets,— 

Raise up the Montagues, — some others search 

[Exeunt other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 

But the true ground of all these piteous woes. 

We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Enter some of the Watch , with Balthasail 

I 2 Watch. Here’s Romeo’s man, we found him i 
the churchyard. [hither 

1 Watch . Hold him in safety, till the prince come 

Enter another Watchman with Friar Laurence. 
3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, 
and iveeps: 

We took this mattock and this spade from him, 

As he was coming from this churchyard side. 

1 Watch. A great suspicion ; Stay the friar too. 

Enter the Prince and Attendants. 

Prince. What misadventure is so early up, 

That calls our person from our morning’s rest? 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 
Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 
abroad '? 

La. Cap. The people in the street cry— RomeO| 
Some— Juliet, and some — Pans ; and all run. 
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With open outcry, toward oar monument 
Prince. What fear is this, which startles in our 
ears ? ^ [slain ; 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris 
And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before. 

Warm and new kill’d. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul 
murder comes. [man ; 

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d Romeo’s 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men’s tombs. 

Cap. 0, heavens 1—0, wife 1 look how our daugh- 
ter bleeds ! 

This dagger hath mista’en, — for, lo ! his house 
fs empty on the back of Montague, — 

And is mis-sheathed in my daughter’s bosom. 

La. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others. 

Printe. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up, 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night ; 
Grief of my son’s .exile hath stopp’d her breath : 
What further woe conspires against mine age ? 
Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. 

Mon. O thou untaught! what manners is in this, 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince. Seal.up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can clear these ambiguities, 

And know their spring, their head, their true 
descent; 

And then will I be general of your woes, 

And lead you even to death: Mean time forbear. 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 

Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least, 

Y et most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder; 

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself excus'd. 

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know 
in this. 

Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet, 

And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful wife : 

I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day 
Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, whose untimely death 
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin’d, 

Y ou — to remove that siege of grief from her, — 
Betroth’d, and would have married her perforce, 

To county Paris -Then comes she to me ; 

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
To rid her from this second marriage. 

Or, in my cell there would she kill herself. 

Then gave I her, so tutor’d by my art, 

A sleeping potion; which so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come as this dire night. 

To help to take her from her borrow’d grave, 

Being the time the potion’s force should cease. 


But he which bore my letter, friar Johu, 

Was staid by accident; and yesternight 
Return’d my letter back : Then all alone. 

At the prefixed hour of her waking. 

Came I to take her from her kindred’s vaalt* 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 

Till I conviently could send to Romeo : 

But, when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening, ) here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 

She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth. 

And bear this work of heaven with patience-; 

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb; 

And she, too desperate, would not go with me. 

But fas it seems,) did violence on herself. 

All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this ’ 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific’d, some hour before his time, 

Unto the rigour of severest law. [man.— 

_ Prince. We still have known thee for a holy 
Where’s Romeo’s man ? what can he say in this? 

Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet’s death; 
And then in post he came from Mantua, 

To this same place, to this same monument. 

This letter he early bid me give his father; 

And threaten’d me with death, going in the vault, 

If l departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it.— 
Where is the county’s page, that rais’d the watch ?— 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place ? 

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady’s 
grave; 

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 

Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 

And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar’s 
words, 

Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 

And here he writes— that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor ’pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet — 
Where be these enemies ? Capulet! Montague !— * 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 

That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love l 
And I, for winking at your discords too. 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen : — all are punish’d. 

Cap. 0, brother Montague, give me thy hand : t 
This is my daughter’s jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more ; 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 

That, while Verona by that name is known, 

There shall no figure at such rate be set, 

As that of true and faithful Juliet, 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 

Poor sacrifices of our enmity j [bring* ; 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it 
The sun, for sorrow, will not shew his head : 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon’d, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more woe. 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [tStxsrkitt 
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If the dramas of Shakspeare were to be characterised, each by the particular excellence which distinsriiishpa i# 
from the rest we must allow to the tragedy of Hamlet the praise of variety. The incidmia are To SJKrJSM 
the argument of the play would make a long. tale. The scenes are interchangeably diversified with merriment and 
solemnity : with merriment that includes judicious and instructive observations; and solemnity not strained bv poi- 
tica l violence above the natural sentiments of man. New characters appear from time to time in contim™l mciSSS 
exhibiting various forms of life, and particular modes of conversation. The pretended madness of Hamlet causes 
much mirth, the mournful distraction of Ophelia fills the heart with tenderness, and every personage produces the 

SesaffectatioBTo }& Xemp? tot - “ first chiUs ** ««* till KTSSftS 

there appears no adequate cause, for he does nothing which he might not have done with the reputation of sauitv 
He plays the madman most, when he treats Ophelia with so much rudeness, which seems to be useSs and wIntott 

is, through the whole piece, rather an instrument than an agent. After he has, by the stratagem of the 
&amlet hId C no d part in?rotocin? eS U ° atterapt t0 punlsil him ; and his death is at last effected by an incident which 

„ B-12 a if Str f 0pll A is , not ve ^yj»appily produced ; the exchange of weapons is rather an expedient of necessity than 
SfJl A sc ^ etti r F lght e asily be formed, to kill Hamlet with the dagger, and Laertes with the bowl. * 
v ^ oe ^i S ^ having shewn 1 IittJ ie regard to poetical justice, and may be charged with equal neglect of 

ntnhfl f* 1 h/l vT lI a lh>^ition left the regions of the dead to little purpose: the revenge which he demands * 
is not obtained, but by the, death of him that was required to take it; and the gratification, which would arise from 

thJ&mS!and the * Wurderer > iS aba?ed by the untimely dcat3i ot Ophdia/they 


CLAUDIUS, King of Denmark. 

HAMLET,. Son to the former, and Nephew to the present 
A ing. 

POLONIUS, Lord Chamberlain, 

HORATIO, Friend to Hamlet. 

LAERTES, Son to Polonius. 

VOLTIMAND, v 
CORNELIUS, ( - . 

KOSENCRANTZ, ( Courtiers. 

GUILDENSTER^, ) 

OSRiC, a Courtier . 

Another Courtier. 

A Priest, 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


MARCELLUS, I 
BERNARDO, j Officers. 

FRANCISCO, a Soldier. 

REYNALDO, Servant to Polonius. 

A Captam. 

An Ambassador. 

Ghost of Hamlet's Father. 

Prince cf Norway, 

GERTRUDE, Queen cf Denmark , and Mother of 
Hamlet. J 

OPHELIA, Daughter of Polonius. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Pliers, Grave-diggers 
lathe “ 


' Scene, — Elsinore . 


■c *’> uyutsc , i^crs, Krrave-aige 

Sailors, Messengers, and other Attendants. 


ACT I 

ScEaNE I.— Elsinore. A Platform before the Castle. 
Pbancisco on his post. Enter to him Bernardo. 
Per. Who’s there ? 

Yourself Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold 

Ber. Long live the king! 

Ff an ‘ Bernardo? 

Ber. 

-Eran. You come most carefully upon your hour 
Ber. Tjs now struck. twelve; get thee to bed,’ 
c rancisco. 

Fran. For this relief, much thanks : Tis bitter cold. 
And! am sick at heart. 9 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Well, good night Not a mouse 
if you do meet Horatio and Marcellas, 

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran, {think, I hear them.— Stand, ho! Who is 
there l 

Bor. Friends to this ground. 

Give you good tight™ t0theDMe - 

vvfeb reliev’d you?°’ h ° neSts0,dier: 

Bernardo hath my place. 
Give you good night [Exit 

¥ ar Holla! Bernardo! 

Ber. 

What, is Horatio there ? ■ 

^p 0r ‘ m t A piece of him. 

Ber * cellris 1 "^ Horatl °; welcome, good Mar- 


Mar. Horatio says, Tis but our fantasy: 

And will not let belief take hold of him, 
louching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: 
therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
that, if again this apparition come, 

ay a PP rove our eyes, and speak to it 
Hor. Tush! tush! Twill not appear. 

* -1 Sit down awhile ; 

And let ns once again assail your ears, 

* !?*** ar ® so fortified against our story, 

W hat we two nights have seen. 

u r> t Well, sit we down. 

And let ns hear Bernardo speak of this. 

wrL n ^ ast ad J 

When yon same star, that’s westward from the pole. 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellas, and myself, 

1 , bel U ben bating one, — [again ! 

Mar. Peace, break thee off ; look, where it comes 

Enter Ghost. 

AT r ‘ sa T e like the kin £ that’s dead. 
-+ rt a + i^ ho l? rj ?P eak to lt > Horatio. 

Hor Ik 110 } hke , the king? mark il > Horatio. 

Hor. Most dike: — -it harrows me with fear, and 
wonder. ' 

Ber. It would be spoke to. 

ffnr'v r u * » . t , Speak to it, Horatio. 
Vr h?t art thou, that usurp’st this time of night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
in which the majesty of buried JDenmark [speak. 

totSoScd by heavea ' 1 charg * thee - 

qa . See! it stalks away.. 

Hor, otay ; speak : speak, I charge thee, speak. 
WTrt*- >T* j «, [Exit Ghost. 

■«£r* u Tls gone ' and *? ] { not answer. (pale ; 
Ber. How now, Horatio l you tremble, andf look 


Scene 2. 
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Is not tnis something more than fantasy ? 

What think you of it ? 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe, 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king ? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself : 

Such was the very armour he had on. 

When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 

So frown’d he once, when, in an angry parle, 

He smote the sledded Polack on thp ice. 

’TU strange. # [hour, 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jump at this dead 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hor . In what particular thought to work, I know 
not; 

But. in the gross and scope of mine opinion, 

This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that ] 
. ■ knows. 

Why this same strict and most observant watch 1 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ? 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon. 

And foreign mart for implements of war ; 

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week : 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
Who is’t, that can inform me ? 

Hor. __ That can I; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king, 

Whose image even but now appear’d to ns, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For so this side of our known world esteem’d him,) 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal’d compact. 
Well ratified by law and heraldry, 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those* his lands. 

Which he stood seiz’d of, to the conqueror : 


Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart. 
And carriage of the article design’d. 

His fell to Hamlet: Now', sir. young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there. 
Shark’d up a list of landless resolutes. 

For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in’t : which is no other 
(As it doth well appear unto our state,) 

But to recover of us, by strong hand, 

And terms corapulsatory, those ’foresaid lands, 

So by his father lost : And this, I take it, 

Is tiie main motive of our preparations ; 

The source of this our watch ; and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber. I think, it be no other, but even so : 

W ell may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king 
That was, and is, the question of these wars. 

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind’s eye. 

In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julias fell, 

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 

4L if if if if if if if if • if if if f If if 

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood. 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star, 

. Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands, 

1 Was nick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 

And even the like precurse of fierce events, — 

As harbingers preceding still the fates, 
An<jyprologue to the omen coming on, — 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto ofirchmattires and countrymen.— 

"Re-enter Ghost. 

But, soft j behold ! lo, where it comes again I 


I’ll cross it, though it blast me.— Stay, illuaioal 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 

Speak to me : 

It there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do ease and grace to me, 

Speak to me : 

If thou ait privy to thy country’s fate, 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

0, speak! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life, 

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

( Cock crows.} 

Speak of it : — stay, and speak,— Stop it, Marcellas 
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partizan ? 

Hor. Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. ’Tis here! 

Hor. ’Tis here 1 

Mar. ’Tis gone ! [Exit Ghost . 

We do it wrong, being so majestical. 

To ojfer it the shew of violence; 

For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crevr. 
Hor. And then it started, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 

The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
Tojhis confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. • 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 

Some say, that ever ’gainst that season comes. 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 

The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike# 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to oharm, 

So hallow’d ana so gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have 1 heard, and do in part believe it 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad. 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill : 

Break we our watch up; and, by my advice. 

Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Untoyoung Hamlet: for, upon my life, 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him : 

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

Math. Let’s do’t, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The same. A Boom of State in the 
same. 

Enter the King , Queen , Hamlet, Polonius, Laer- 
tes, Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords, and At- 
tendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother’s 
death 

The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kii^gdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe; 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 

Together with remembrance of ourselves. 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 

The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 

Have we, as ’twere, with a defeated joy,— 

With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; 

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal scale weighing delight ana dole, — 

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr’d 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along: — For all, our thanks. 

Now follows that you, know, young Fortinbras#-** 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth ; 

Or thinking, by our late dear brothers death. 

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage. 
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He hath not fail’d to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands, 

Lost by his lather, with all hands of law, 

To our most valiant brother.— So much for him. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the business is : We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 
dis further gait herein ; in that the levies, 

The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : — and we here despatch 
Yoa, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Givitig a to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty. 
Cor. Fed. In that, and all things, will we shew 
our duty. 

King, We doubt it nothing: ; heartily farewell. 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you ? 

You told us of some suit; What is’t, Laertes? 

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 

And lose your voice : What would’st thou beg, 
Laertes, 

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 

The head is not more native to the heart, 
r A he hand more instrumental to the mouth, 

Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 

What would’st thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 

From whence, though willingly, l came to Denmark, 
To shew my duty in your coronation;. 

Vet now, I must confess, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your father’s leave ? What says 
Polonius ? [leave, 

Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow’ 
By laboursome petition ; and, at last, 

Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent : 
l do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine, 
And thy best graces : spend it at thy will.—* 

But now, mv cousin Hamlet, and my son,— - 
Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind. 

King. How is it, that the clouds still hang^n/yfu^ 
Main. Not so, my lord, I am too much i'the sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 

Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids 
.Seek for thy noble father imthe dust: 

Thon kuow’st, ’tis common; all, that live, must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

"Queen. # _ If it be, 

V > hy seems it so particular with thee ? [seems. 

Ham. Seems, madam 1 nay, it is; I know not 
1 is not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 

Nor customary suits of solemn black, ? 

N or windy suspiration of forc’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, ' 

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 

Together with all forms, modes, shews of grief 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem, 
ror they are actions that a man might play: 

But I have that within, which passeth shew ; 

I bese, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

Ktng. ’ Tis sweet and commendable in your na- 
ture, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father: 

But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 

J hat father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound 
In filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to perse ver 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 


Of impious stubbornness; ’tis unmanly grief: 

It shews a will most incorrect to heaven; 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient : 

An understanding simple and unschool’d : 

For what, we know, must be, and is as commoa 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense. 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 

Take it to heait ? Fye ! ’tis a fault to heaven. 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

1 o reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 

From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 

This must be so. We pray you, throw to e&nn 
This unprevailing woe; and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note. 

You are the most immediate to our throne: 

And with no less nobility of love, 

Than .that which dearest father bears his son, 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg. 

It is most retrograde to our desire: 

And, we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet ; 

I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I shall in all my best obey vou, madam. 
King. Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply ; 

Be as ourself in Denmark.— Madam, come ; 

This gentle and un forc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof, 

No jocundhealth, that Denmark drinks to-day. 

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell, 

And the king’s rouse the heavens shall bruit again 
Ke-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Exeunt King , Queen, Lords , $'c. Polo 
nius , and Laertes. 

Ham. 0, that this too too solid flesh would melt 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ! 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 

His canon ’gainst self-slaughter! O God! O God 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable. 

Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
bye on t! 0 fye 1 ’tis an unweeded garden, 
j hat grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature. 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 

But two months dead!— nay, not so much, not two: 
So excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr, so loving to my mother, 

I hat he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth I 
Must I remember? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on: And yet, within a month,— 

Let me not think on’t Frailty, thy name is wo- 
man!*— 

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she follow’d my poor father’s body 
Like Niobe, all tears why she, even she,— 

U heaven . a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 
Would have mourn’d longer,— married with my' 
uncle, ' 

My father’s brother; but no more like my father, 

1 nan I to Hercules : within a month ; 

Ere yet tlie salt ot most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes 
She married:- 0 most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 
it is not, nor it cannot come to, good * 

But break, my heart; for I must hol’d my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellcs, 
Hor. Hail to your lordship! 

Hani. I am glad to see yo# well; 

Horatio,— or I do forget myself. [e\ei. 

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant. 
Mam. Sir. my good friend; Til change that naiad 
with you. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio?— 
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Marcellus? 

Mar. My good lord,— 

Ham. l am very glad to see you ; good even, sir. — 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hot. A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your ene-my say so ; 

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence. 

To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself : I know, you are no truant. 

But what is your alfair in Elsinore ? 

We’ll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father’s funeral. 
Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-stu- 
dent; 

1 think, it was to see my mother’s wedding. 

Hor . Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio I the funeral bak’d 
meats 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 

’Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio ! — 

My father, — Methinks, I see my father. 

Hor. Where, 

My lord ? 

Ham. In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
l shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham. Saw! who? 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. ' The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear ; till I may deliver, 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen. 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God’s love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellos and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead waist and middle of the night. 

Been thus encounter’d. A figure like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pie, 

Appears before them, an.d, with solemn march. 
Goes slow, and stately by them : thrice he walk’d. 
By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes. 

Within his truncheon’s length ; whilst they, distill’d 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 

And I with them, the third night kept the watch: 
Where, as they had deliver’d, both in time. 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes: I knew your father; 

These hands are not more tike. 

Ham . But where was this? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform, where we 
watch’d. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. m My lord, I did; 

But answer* made it none : yet once, methought. 

It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak: 

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud*, 

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away. 

And vanish’d from our sight. 

Ham. * ’Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour’d lord, ’tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty, 

To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night? 

All. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm’d, say you ? 

All. Arm’d, my lord. 

HaM. From top to toe ? 

All. My lord, from head to foof. 

Ham. Then saw you not 

His face ? 


Hor. O yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, look’d he frowningly ? 


A countenance more 


Pale, or red ? 


Hor. 

In sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix’d his eyes upon yew? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been them, 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like 


Very like : Stay’d it long? 
Hor. While one with ] 


moderate haste might t* 
a hundred. # 

Mar. & Ber . Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw it. 

Ham . His beard was grizzl’d ? no ? 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 

A sable silver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance, ’twill walk again. 

Hor. ' I warrant, it will* 

Ham. If it assume my noble father’s person. 

I’ll speak to it, though hell itself should gape. 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you ail. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this sight, 

Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-nlglit, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 

I wilt requite. 37 our loves : So, fare you well : 

Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and twelve. 

I’ll visit you. 

All. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Yonr loves, as mine to you ; Fare well. 
[Exeunt Horatio, Marcellas , and Bernardo. 
My father’s spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 

I doubt some foul play : would, the night were come ! 
Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, to men’s evea. 

[Exit. 

Scene III. — A Room in Polonius's House . 
Enter Laertes qnd Ophelia. 

Laer. My necessaries are embark’d; farewells 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 

And conyoy is assistant, do not sleep. 

But let me hear from you. 

Opk. Do you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 

A violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 

No more. 

Oph. No more but so ? 

Laer. Think it no more : 

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes. 

The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now; 
And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will : but, you must fear. 

His greatness weigh’d, his will isnot his own ; 

For he himself is subject to his birth: 

He may not, as unvalued persons do. 

Carve for himself ; for on his choice depends 
The safety and the health of the whole state ; 

An# therefore must his choice be circumscrib’d 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 

Whereof he is head : Then, if he says he love* yo% 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it. 

As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withaL 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain. 

If with too credent ear you list his songs ; 

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster’d importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in the rear of your affection. 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. ' 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 
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H she unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth. 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then : best safety lies in fear ; 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep. 
As watchman to my heart : But good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Shew me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puff’d and reckless libertine, 

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 

And recks not his own read. 

Lcter. 0 fear me not. 

I stay too long ; — But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius, 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Pol. Yet here, Laertes' aboard, aboard, for 
shame ; 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

And you are staid iovi There, — my blessing with 
. y°u *• ( Laying his hand on Laertes' head.) 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried. 
Grapple the m to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in, 

Bear it, that the opposer may beware of thee. 

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice : 
lake each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 

But not express’d in fancy ; rich, not gaudy; 
h or the apparel oft proclaims the man : 

And they in France, of the best rank and station. 
Are most select and generous, chief in that. 

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be • 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry, 
this above all, — To thine ownselfbe true * 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 
i hou canst not then be false to any man. 
farewell: ray blessing season this in thee! 
n humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

v tlme if W u >* S°> 7 0ur servants tend. 

*£3^' aJ 
A ir Cwlii ha " ^wr loct ’ d : 

Pol. What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to yon ? 

UP l ‘ Hamlet ^ SOmethin S touc hing the lord 

Po/. Marry, well bethought: 

Tistold rne, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you f and you yourself 

^ °* teous f udience been most free and boun- 
so, (as so ’tis put on me. 

And that in wav of caution,) I must tell you, • 

I ou do not understand yourself so clear! v 
fviiV 5 ;! 1 !?'. 63 m 'J daughter, and yoor honour: 
rtni H be l W fu“ y , , glT ?, me U P troth. 

Of^affec&te ’ ° fIate) “ ade “ any tendors 

? 1 yon s P eak hke a green girl. 

Unsifted in such penlous circumstance. S 

fl7 rJ ,Cve > tenders * a « you call them ! 
Kiuirrh lord, what I should think. 

TKhfl. ^ I S tea ^h y° u : thick yourself a baby : 
Whir have a ? tbese tenders for truo pay, 

W ^ d^ariy • S ‘ Teader yourse/ more 


Or, (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase. 
Wronging it thus,) you’ll tender me a fool. 

Oph . My lord, he hath importuu’d me with love. 
In honourable fashion. 

4 y, /? s i ) i° n y° u ma y ca ll it; go to, go to. 
Oph. And hath given countenance to his speeck 
my lord, r ^ 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know. 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows: these blazes, daughter. 
Loving more light than heat, —extinct in both, 

Lven in their promise, as it is a making, 

‘ You must not take for fire. From this time. 

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence : 
get your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, That he is young: 

And with a larger tether may he walk, 

Than may be given you : In levy, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers ' 
g °} ot that dl ? which their investments shew. 

But mere implorators of unholy suits, 

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile. This is for all,— 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you so slander any moment’s leisure. 

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet 
Look to t, I charge you ; come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt, 

Scene IV.— The Platform. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Bam. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
TT 0r ' a D1 PP™g and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

?S r ' XT St lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed ! I heard it not ; it then draws netr 
the season. 

Wherein the spirit held is wont to walk. 

{A flourish of trumpets , and ordnance skat 
off within.) 

What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and take* 
his rouse, 

Keeps wassel, and the swaggering up-spring reels: 
AnMshe drains his draughts of Rhenish down, 

X he kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
1 he triumph of his pledge. 

. Is it a custom ? 

Ham . Ay marry, is’t: 

But to mv mind,— though I am native here. 

More to the manner born, — it is a custom 
More honour’d in the breach, than the observance, 

I his heavy-headed revel, east and west. 

Makes us traduc’d, and tax’d of other nations: 

I hey clepe us, drunkards, and with swinish phrase 
&oil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
f rom our achievements, though perform’d at height, 

I he pith and marrow of our attribute. 

“<>9 olt it chances in particular men, « 

I hat, for some vicious mole of nature in them. 

As, id their birth (wherein they are not guilty, 

£>mce nature cannot choose his origin), 

By the o’ergrowth of some complexion, 

Uit breaking down the pales and forts of reason: 

Or by some habit, that too much o’et-leavens 
I he lorm of plausive manners ; — that these men** 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect: 

Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star,— 

I heir virtues else (be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergo), 
ohall m the general censure take corruption i 

From that particular fault ; The dram of bam 
Both all the noble substance often doufc, 

1 o his own scandal. 

Enter Ghost . 

^ or ‘ Look, my lord, it comet ! 
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ft am. Angels and ministers of grace defend as ! — 

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 

Bring with' thee a Vs from heaven, or blasts from hell, 

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable. 

Thou com’st in such a questionable shape, 

Thai I will speak to thee ; I’ll call thee, Hamlet, 
King, lather, royal Dane: O, answer me : 

Let me not burst in ignorance 1 but tell, 

Why thy canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death, 

Have burst their cerements! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn’d. 

Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again ! What may this mean. 

That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel, 
Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon. 

Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature. 

So horridly to shake our disposition, 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 

Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do ? 

Bor. It beckons you to go away with it. 

As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar, Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 

Bor, No, by no means. 

Bam. It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hor, Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ? 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 

And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Beiog-a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again; — I’ll follow it. 

Hor, What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my 
lord. 

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff. 

That beetles o’er his base into the sea ? 

And there assume some other horrible form, 

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason, 
And draw you into madness? think of it; 

The very place puts toys of desperation, 

Without more motive, into every brain, 

That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 

And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still : — 

Go on, I ’ll follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

Hor. Be rul’d, you shall not go. 

Ham. My fate cries out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve.— 

(Ghost beckons.) 

Still am I call'd unhand me, gentlemen 

(Breaking from them.) 

By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that bets me : — 

I say, away; — Go on, I’ll follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let's follow; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after; — To what issue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the statt of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — A more remote Hart of the Platform. 
Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet, 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak, I'll go 
no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham . I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham . Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou sbalt 
hear. 
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Ham . What? 

Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit; 

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 

And, for the day, confin’d to fast in fires. 

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 

Are burnt and purg’d away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from then 
spheres ; 

Thy knotted and combined locks to park 
And each particular hair to stand an-end. 

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But this eternal blazon must not be 

To ears of flesh and blood List, list, 0 list !— * 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love; — 

Ham. 0 heaven ! fder. 

Ghost . Revenge his foul and most unnatural mur- 
Ham. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is; 

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings a* 
( swift 

As meditation, or the thoughts oflove, 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt ; 

And duller should’st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 

Would'st thou not stir in this ? Now, Hamlet, hear ; 
’Tis given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard, 

A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus’d : but know, thou noble youth, 

The serpent, that did sting thy father’s life, 

Now wears his crown. 

Ham. 0, my prophetic soul ! my uncle ! 

Ghost . Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 

(0, wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming- virtuous queen.* 

O, Hamlet, what a falling-on was there 1 
From me, whose love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine 1 

But virtue, as it never will be mov’d, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven; 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d, 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be : — Sleeping within mine orchard. 
My custom always of the afternoon, 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebeuon in a vial. 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 

That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine; 
And a most instant tetter bark'd about, 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust. 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand. 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch’d : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

Unhousel’d, disappointed, unanel’d; 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all ray imperfections on my head : 

O, horrible ! 0, horrible ! most horrible ! 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu’st this act. 
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Taint not thy mind, Dor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught; leave her to heaven. 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shews the matin to be near, 

And ’gins to pale his uneffecfual fire: 

Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. [Exit. 

Ham. O all you host of heaven! O earth! What 
else? [heart; 

And shall I couple hell?— O fye !— Hold, hold, my 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 

But bear me stifily up! — Remember thee? 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
n this distracted globe. Remember thee ? 

Tea, from the table of my memory 
I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 

That youth and observation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix’d with baser matter: yes, by heaven. 

0 most pernicious woman ! 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain! 

My tablet,— meet it is, I set it down. 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 

At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : 

(Writing.) 

Soj uncle, there you are. Now, to my word ; 

It is. Adieu, adieu ! remember me, 

1 have sworn’ t 

Hor. (Within.) My lord, my lord, — 

Mar. (Within.) Lord Hamlet,— 

Hor. (Within.) Hei 


Hor. ( Within .) 
Ham. 


Heaven secure him : 

So be it ! 


Mar. (Within.) Illo, bo, ho, my lord ! 

Ham. Hilio, ho, bo, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Marckllus. 

Mar. How is’t, my noble lord ? 

Hor. What news, my lord ? 

Ham. 0, wonderful! 

Hor. Good my lord, tell it 

Ham. No ; 

You will reveal it 
Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Bam . How say you then ; would heart of man 
once think it? — 

But you’ll be secret,— 

Hor. Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There’s ne’er a villain, dwelling in all 
Denmark, 

But he’s an arrant knave, 

Hor . There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave, 

To tell us this. 

Ham. ' Why, right ; you are in the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 

I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part : 

You, as your business, and desire, shall point you ; 
For every man hath business and desire, 

Such as it is, — and, for my own poor part, 

y oft. 1 wiil eopray* , [lord. 

Hor. Ihese are but wild and whirling words, my 
Ham. 1 am sony they offend you, heartily ; yes, 
’Faith, heartily. 

Hor . There’s no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here,— 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 

F r your desire to know what is between us. 

O’er master it as you may And now, good friends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 
me one poor request. 

What is’t, njy lord ? 

6 will. 1 [to-night. 

Never make known what you have seen 
Hor §f Mar. My lord, we will not 

Nay, bat swear’t. 

Uor ' In faith, 


My lord, not I. 

Mar . Nor 1, my lord, in faith. 

Ham* Upon my sword. 

Mar. W e have sworn, my lord , already 
Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost. (Beneath.) Swear. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say’st thou so? art thee 
there, true-penny ? 

Come on,*— you hear this tellow in the cellarage.— 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have see% 
Swear by mv sword. 

Ghost. (Beneath.\ Swear. [ground:— 

Ham. Hie et ubique? then we will shift our 
Come hither, gentlemen. 

And lay your hands again upon my sword : 

Swear by my sword, ^ 

Never to speak of this that you have heard. 

Ghost. (Beneath.) Swear by his sword. 

Ham. Well said, old mole! can’st work i’the 
earth so fast ? 

A worthy pioneer !— Once more remove, good 
friends. 

Hor. 0 day and night, but this is wondrous 
strange ! [come. 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it wel- 
There are more things in heaven ana earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But come ; — 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy! 

How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, 

As 1, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on— 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall. 

With arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase, 

As Well, well, we Jcnoiv ; — or, We could, an if we 
would;— or. If we list to speak;— or, There be. an 
if they might ;— 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me :— This do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need Help you ! 
Ghost. (Beneath.) Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! So, gentlemen, - 
With all my love I do commend me to you ; 

[ And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 1 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together; 
And still your f ingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint O cursed spite ! 

That ever I was born to set it right I 

Nay, come, let’s go together. [Exeunt 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — A Room in Polonius's House . 

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo. 

Pol. Give him this money, and these notes, Rey- 
naldo. 

Rey. I will, my lord. [naldo, 

Pol. i ou shall do marvellous wisely, good Rey- 
Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Eey. My lord, I did intend it 

Pol. Marry, well said: very well said. Look 
# you, sir, 

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris ; 

And how, and who, what means, and where they 
keep. 

What company, at what expense ; and finding; 

By this encompassment ang drift of question, 

1 hat they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it: 

Take you, as’twere, jsome distantknowledge of him; 
As thus,—/ know his father, and Ms friends , 

Ana, in part, him ; — Do you mark this, Reynaldo? 
» Ay, wry well, my lord, [well: 

tn part, him , —but, you may say, not 
But, y t be he I mean, he’s very wild; 
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Addicted to and so and there put on Mm 

What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips. 

As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Key, m As gaming, my lord. 

Pm. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarrel- 
Drabbinp : — You may go so far. [ling, 

Key, My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. ’Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him, 

That he is open to incontinency : 

That’s not my meaning : but breathe his faults so 
quaintly. 

That they may seem the taints of liberty ; 

The flash and nut-break of a fiery mind ; 

A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 

Of general assault. 

Rey . But, my good lord, — 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol. x Marry, sir, here’s my drift; 

And, 1 believe, it isa fetch of warrant: 

You laying these slight sallies on my son, 

As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’the working, 

Mark you, < 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having ever seen in the predominate crimes, 

The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur’d, 

He closes with you in this consequence ; 

Good sir , or so ; or friend, or gentleman,— 
According to the phrase, or the addition, 

Of' man, and country. 

Rey. ' Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,— he does — 
What was I about to say ? By the mass, I was about 
to say something: — Where did I leave? 

Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 

Pol. At, closes in the consequence, — Ay, marry; 
He closes with you thus: — I knoiv the gentleman; 
I saw him yesterday , or f other day , 

Or then , or then, with such , or such ; and, as you 
say. 

There was he gaming ; there o'ertooh in his rouse: 
There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance, 

I saw him enter such a house of sale, 

( Videlicet, a brothel,) or so forth . — 

See you now; 

• Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth ; 

A nd thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 

With windlaces, and with assays of bias. 

By indirections find directions out : 

So, by my former lecture and advice. 

Shall you. my son : You have me, have you not? 
Rey. My lord, I have. 

Pol. God be wi’ you ; fare you well. 
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Rey. Good my lord, — 

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself. 

Rey. I shall, my lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his music. 

Rey. Well, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Pol. Farewell I— How now, Ophelia? what’s the 
matter? 

Opk. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so af- 
frighted l 

Pol With what, in the name of heaven ? 

Opk. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet. 
Lord Hamlet,— with his doublet all unbrac’d ; 

No hat upon nis head ; his stockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his ancle; 

Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each other; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 

As if he had been loosed out of hell, 

To speak of horrors,— he comes before me. 

Pol Mad for thy love ? 

Opk. My lord, I do not know ; 


But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol What said he? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard } 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm; 

And, with his other hand thus o’er his brow, 

He falls to such perusal of my face, 

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so ; 

At last, a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and dowo,«*» 

He rais’d a sigh so piteous and profound. 

At it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 

And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 

And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d. 

He seem’d to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out o'doors he went without their helps. 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Rome, go with me ; I will go seek the kin^. 

1 his is the very ecstasy of love ; 

Whose violent property foredoes itself, 

And leads the will to desperate undertakings. 

As oft as any passion under heaven, 

That does afflict our natures. I am sorry,— 

What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 
Oph. No, my good lord; but, as you did com- 
mand, 

I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry, that with better heed and judgment, 

I had not quoted him : I fear’d, he did but trifle, 

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jealousy] 
It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger sort 

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king: 

This must be known; which, being kept close, 
might move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 

Come. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A Room in the Castle . 

Enter King , Queen , Rosencrantz, Guildeh- 
stern, and Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and GuiL 
denstern ! 

Moreover that we much did long to see you. 

The need, we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet’s transformation; so I call it, 

Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was : What it should be. 

More than his father’s death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the under standing of himself, 

1 cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 

That, — being of .so young days brought up with 
him; [raour.— 

And, since, so neighbour’d to his youth and hn- 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures; and to gather. 

So much as from occasion you may glean. 

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That, open’d, lies within our remedy. lyour 

Queen. Good gentlemen he hath much talk’d of 
And, sure I am, two men there are not living, 

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To shew us so much gentry, and good will. 

As to expend your time with us a while. 

For the supply and profit of our hope. 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. 

Ro$. Both your majestiM 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us. 

Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil . But we both obey : 

And here give up ourselves, in the full Dent, 

To lay our service freely at your feet. 

To be commanded. 
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Ring. Thanks, Roseucranfz, and gentle Guilden- 
stern. [crantz: 

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle Rosen- 
And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. — Go, some of you. 

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
i Guil. H eavens make our presence, and our prac- 
leasant and helpful to him. [tices, 

Queen . Ay, amen ! 

[Exeunt Rosencrante , Guildenstern , and 
some Attendants . 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good 
lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. [news. 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good 

A j 
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Pol Have I, my lord ? Assure you, my good liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious king : 

And I do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us’d to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

King. 0, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 
Pol. Give first admittance to the embassadors ; 
Mynews^haU be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them 
in* [Exit Polonius . 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son’s distemper. 

Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main ; 

His father’s death, and our o’erhasty marriage. 
Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and Corne- 
lius. 

King. Well, we shall sift him. — Welcome, my 
good friends! 

Sav, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 

. Volt. Most fair return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew’s levies ; which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainst the Polack ; 

But, better look’d into, he truly found 

It was against your highness : Whereat griev’d,— 

That so his sickness, age, and impotence, 

Was falsely borne in hand, — sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 

Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine, 

Makes vow before his unde, never more 
;&& ve the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee; 

And his commission, to employ those soldiers. 

So levied as before, against the Polack: 

With an entreaty, herein further shewn. 

That it might please you to give quia pass^ 

/“rough your dominions for this enterprise ; 

On such regards of safety, and allowance. 

As therein are set down. 

King. H iik es Qs we jj 

And, at our more consider’d time, we’ll read, 

Answer, and think upon this business. 

Mean time, we thank you for yonr well-took labour: 
Ojo to your rest; at night we’ll feast together: 

•Most welcome home 1. 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius . 
uv , , This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be , what duty is, 

W hy day/? day, night night, and time is time, 

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore,— since brevity is the soul of wit, 
Andtediousnessthe limbs and outward flourishes,— 

I will be brief : Your noble son is mad : 

Mad, call l it: for to define true madness, 

W hat is’t, but to be nothing else but mad ? 

But let that go. < ■ 

< i ue r en J r , More matter, with less art 
rot. Madam, I swear, I use no art at -all. 


a- That he is mad, ’tis true : ’tis true, ’tis pity : 

3 : And pity ‘tis, ’tis true : a foolish figure ; 
a- But farewell it, for I will use no art. 

Mad let us grant him then : and now remains, 

That we find out the cause of this' effect ; 

Or, rather say, the cause of this defect; 
c- For this effect, defective/comes by cause: 
s, Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

d I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine; 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 

Hath given me tnis: Now gather, and surmise, 
d ““To the celestial , and mg souls idol, the most 
beautified Ophelia 

s. T .haf’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase; beautified is • 
d vile phrase ; but you shall hear.— Thus : 

» In her excellent white bosom , these, &c.— • 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful.— 
Doubt thou , the stars are fire; * (Reads.) 

Doubt, that the sun doth move : 

Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt, I love. 

0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; 1 
have not art to reckon my groans : but that I love 
thee best, 0 most best, believe it. Adieu. 

i Thine everm ore , most dear lady, whilst 

. . . this machine is to him, Hamlet* 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shewn me ; 
And more above , hath his solicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 

All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

■ Receiv’d his love ? 

Ppl What do you think of me? 

r King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you 
think, 

When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 

(As I perceiv’d it, I must tell you that. 

Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 

Ur my dear majesty your queen here, think, 
it i had play’d the desk, or table-book ; 

Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb : 

Or- look’d upon thislove with idle sight; 

What might you think? no, I went round to work 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; ' 

A/ora Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere; ' 

T his must not be : and then I precepts gave her, 

1 hat she should lock herself from his resort. 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice : 

£ n< J h e > repulsed, ( a short tale to make,) 
bell into a sadness ; then into a fast; 

I hence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 

I hence to a lightness; and, by this declension, 

V 1 j lna « D ess wherein now he raves, 

And all we mourn for. 

Ho you think, 'tis this? 
Queen. It may be, very likely. 

1 oL Hath there been such a time, (I’d faia know 

that,) 

That I have positively said, ’TVs so, 

When it prov’d otherwise ? 

, , . Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 

Ti , . (Pointing to his head and shoulder. 

it circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

How may we try it further? 
rot. You know sometimes he walks four hours 
Here in the lobby. [together. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

| D ■***• At such a time I’ll loose ray daughter to hua« 
Be you and I behind an arras then ; 

Mark the encounter : if he love her not. 

And be not from his reason fallen thereon 
Get me be no. assistant for a state, 

But keep a farm, and carters. 
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King, We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen, But, look, where sadly the poor wretch 
comes reading. 

** ^way, 1 do beseech you, both away: 
i’ll board him presently : —0, give me leave!— 

{Exeunt King, Queen, and Attendants, 

How does my good lord Hamlet ? 

J Ham, Well, god-’a mercy. 

FoL Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham . . Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 

Pol, Not I. my lord. 

Ham. Then l would you were so honest a man. 
Pol, Honest, my lord ? 

Ham, Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes, 
»* to be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my lord. 

Ham, For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, 
being a god, kissing carrion,— Have yon a daughter ? 
Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let Jier not walk i’ the sun : conception is 
a blessing; but as your daughter may conceive — 
friend, look to’t, 

Pol. How say you by that ? (Aside.) Still harping 
on my daughter yet he knew me not at first; he 
said, I was a fishmonger: He is far gone, far gone* 
and, truly, in my youth I suffered much extremity 
for love ; very near this. I’ll speak to him again.— 
What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between who ? 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 
Ham. Slanders, sir: for the satirical rogue says 
here, that old men have grey beards ; that their 
faces are wrinkled; their eyes purging thick amber, 
and plum-tree gum ; and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with most weak hams: All of 
which, sir, though I most powerfully and potently 
believe, yet f hold it not honesty to have it thus set 
down ; tor yourself, sir, shall be as old as I am, if, 
‘ike a crab, you could go backward. 

. Pol. Though this be madness, yet there’s method 
m it. (Aside.) Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 
Ham. Into my grave ? 

Pol, Indeed, that is out o’the air. — How preg- 
nant sometimes his replies are J a happiness that 
of ten madness hits on, which reason and sanity could 
not so prosperously be delivered of. I will leave 
nun, and suddenly contrive the means of meeting 
between him and my daughter.— My honourable 
loro, I will most humbly take ray leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal ; except my 
life, except my life, except my fife. 

Pul. Fare you well, my lord.' 

Ham. These tedious old fools ! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Ggildenstern. 

Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet; there he is. 
Bos, God save you, sir! (To Polonius .) 

„ . ■ . , , t [Exit Polonius. 

Oml. My honour’d lord !— 

P os. My most dear lord ! 

Ham. Mv excellent good friends ! How dost thou, 
Gmldenstern ? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how 
dove both? 

B° s .‘ As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy ; 

On fortune’s cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ? 

Bos. Neither, my lord. 

Ham. Then you five about her waist, or in the 
middle of her favours ? 

Guil. ’Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? 0, most 
tr « p J she is a strumpet. What news ? 

Bos. None, my lord ; but that the world’s grown 
lonest. 

Ham . Then is dooms-day near : But your news 


is not true. Let me question more in particular 
What have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
hands of fortune, that she sends you to prison hither? 

Guil. Prison, my lord ? 

Ham. Denmark’s a prison. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one 
of the worst. 

■Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then ’tis none to you ; for there is 
nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so : 
to me it is a prison. 

Ros. Why, then your ambition makes it one ; ’tis 
too narrow for your mind. 

Ham. O God 1 1 could be bounded in a nut-shell, 
and count myself a king of infinite space ; were it 
not that I haye bad dreams, 

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; for 
the very substance of the ambitious is merely the 
shadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Ros. Truly, and I hojd ambition of so airy and 
light a quality, that it is but a shadow’s shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our 
nionarchs, and outstretch’d heroes, the beggars’ 
shadows : Shall we to the court ? for, by my fay, I 
cannot reason. 

Ros. Guil. We’ll wait upon yon. 

Ham. No such matter: I will not sort you with 
the rest of my servants ; for, to speak to you like 
an honest man > I am most dreadfully attended. But, 
m the beaten way of friendship, what make you at 
Elsinore ? 

Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; 
but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks 
are loo dear, a halfpenny. Were you not sent for ? 
Is it your own inclining? Is it a free visitation ? 
Come, come ; deal justly with me : come, come i 
nay, speak. 

Guil. What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham. Anything— but to the purpose. Youwer* 
sent for; and there is a kind of confession in your 
looks, which your modesties have not craft enough 
to colour: I know, the good king and queen have 
sent for you. 

Ros. To what end, my lord ? 

, Ham. That you must teach me. But let me con- 
jure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the 
consonancy of our youth, by the obligation of our 
ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a bet- 
ter proposer could charge you withal, be even and 
direct with me, whether you were sent far* or no ? 

Ros. What say you ? (To Guildenstern.) 

Ham. Nay, then, I hare an eye of you ; (Aside.) 
— if you love me, hold not off, 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

, Ham . I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to 
the king and queen moult no feather. I have of 
late, ( but, wherefore, I know not, ) lost all my mirth, 
forgone all custom of exercises: and, indeed, it goes 
so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a steril promontory; 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
brave o’er-hanging firmament, this majestical roof 
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other 
thing to me, than a foul and pestilent congregation 
of vapours. What a piece of work is a man! How 
noble in reason! how infinite in faculties! in form, 
and moving, how express and admirable ! in action! 
how like an angel ! in apprehension, hbw hke a god f 
the beauty of the world! the paragon of animals! 
And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither ; though, 
by vour smiling, you seem to say so. 

Ros. My lord, there is no such stuffin my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laughtthen, when I said, Man 
delights not me? 
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Mb ' 

Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, 
what lenten entertainment the players shall receive 
from you : we coted them on the way ; and hither 
are they coming, to offer yoti service. 

Ham. He that plays the king, shall be welcome; 
his majesty shall have tribute of me: the adven- 
turous knight shall use his foil, and target: the lover 
shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous man shall end 
his part in peace : the clown shall make those laugh, 
whose lungs are tickled o’the sere ; and the lady 
shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse shall 
halt for’t. — What players are they? 

Ros. Even those you were wont to take such de- 
light in, the tragedians of the city. 

Ham, How chances it, they travel? their resi- 
dence, both in reputation and profit, was better both 
wavs. 

i^os. I think, their inhibition comes by the means 
of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they did 
when I was in the city ? Are they so followed ? 

Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham . How comes it? Do they grow rusty ? 

Ros._ Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace : But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little 
eyases, that cry out on the top of question, and are 
most tyrannically clapped for’t: these are now the 
lashion; and so berattle the common stages, (so 
, ca ]* them,) that many, wearing rapiers, are 
atrma ol goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither. 

Ham, What, are they children? who maintains 


Act II 


— wiju maintains 
them ? how are they escoted ? Will they pursue 
the quality no longer than they can sing? will they 
not say afterwards: if they should grow themselves 
to common players, ( as it is most like, if their means 
are no better, ) their writers do them wrong, to 
make them exclaim against their own succession ? 

. ft**, -haith, there has been much to do on both 
*Hdes ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them 
on to controversy : there was, for a while, no money 

Ham . Is it possible ? 

GUiL bra/ns 1 " 6 ^ ^ mU ° h throwin S about of 
Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

kistoidtoo! tlmt tl>ey d °’ “ y l0rd ’ Herou,es I 
.Ham. It is not very strange : for my uncle is king 
of Denmark ; and those, that would make months 
at him whde my father lived, give twenty, forty 

lS an >S!f ' « du °- tS a - pi f^ f ? r h ‘ 8 P ic ‘i»-e in 
, -f r,®?’ th f e 1S something m this more than 
natural, if philosophy could find it out. 

Guil There *re tfttrs. '****> 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore, 
kour hands. Come then: the appurtenance of 
welcome w fashion and ceremony : let me comply 
^u yt) ? * in » th,s garb » lest m y ext ent to the playera 
1 tC mUst sbew out ward, slfcuild 
more appear like entertainment than yours. You 

S deceived.* my ^ mother! 

Ckiil. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham . I am but mad north-north-west: when the 
vund is southerly, I know a hawk from a hand-saw. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern ?— and you, too • 

4 T?i € - ach * ar ; l h ! ar ®f: that great baby, you see 
there, is not yet opt of his swaddling-clouts. 

fA fu ■ the second time come to them : 

for they say an old man, is twice a child. ’ 

1 VV1 7 Prophesy, he comes to tell me of the 

mnrntncr ^ ^ *7 ' ri S ht > SlV ! ©’Monday 

mo r ni OfTs twas then, indeed. y 

news to tell you. 

tiam. My lord, I have news to tell you. When 


► Roscius was an ac tor in Rome,— 

5 -Po/. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz » 

Pol. Upon my honour,— 

’ P 7 M mL f Came each act0r 071 088,— 

; \ oL ' rhe best actors in the world, either for tn* 
I f . comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comicaL 
historical-pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical- oo 
' mic . al ;histoncal-pastoral, scene individable, or poem 
; ca , nnot b / to ° heavy, nor Plautus 

too light. For the law of writ, and the liberty, 
these are the only men. y * 

i/dw. 0 Jephthah, judge of Israel,— what a trea- 
sure hadst thou I 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why— One fair daughter, and no more , 
» r cn-ii e wtncfl "-e Loved passing well. 

%ol. otili on my daughter. (Aside 1 

Ham. A D 1 1 not i’the right, old Jephthah Y ' 

jSfhL 1 / 0 !' rf Jephthah, my lord, X have a 
daughter that I love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, mv lord ? 

Ham. Why, As by lot, God wot, and then, you 
know, It came to pass, Jsmost lihe it was.— The 
first row of the pious chanson will shew you more ; 
tor look, my abridgment comes. 

Enter Four or Five Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all ; — I am 
rh ia° j?? e t b > ee welcome, good friends.— 

O, old friend? Why, thy lace is valanced since I 
saw thee last : Com’st thou to beard me in Den- 
mark r— What ! my young lady and mistress I By-V- 
lady, your ladyship is nearer to-heaven, than when 
I saw you last, by the altitude of a chopine. Pray 
Dod, your voice, like a piece of nncnrrent gold, be 
not cracked within the ring.-Mastern, you are all 
welcome. We II e eu to it like French falconers, fly 
at any thing we see : We’ll have a speech straight - 

S ionTte?p V e e ech. a ° f Vm q “ aUty ! C ° me ’ 3 **+ 
J P lay. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once,— 
but it was never acted; or, if it was, not above 

mimnw *°J the play> 1 rem , ernber > Phased not the 
million ; twas caviare to the general : but it was 

ifrh I m e if lVed ^ ?“ d 0t l herSy wbose judgments, in 
such matters, cried in the top of mine, ) an exc 1- 

lerit play ; well digested in the scenes, set down with 

SiT thi m ° deSty aS , c " nn . in ff‘ 1 remember, one 
i tllere were no ^Iads in the lines, to make the 
matter savoury ; nor no matter in the phrase that 
might indite the author of affection : but calle it 
an honest method, as wholesome as sweet, and bv 

H iTirf h ?i nds r e One speech 

“jV chiefly lovd: twas iEneas’ tale to Dido* 
and thereabout ol it especially, where he s jeaks of 
Priam s slaughter : If if live ffyour memo£ 
at this hue ; let me see, let me see ; . g 

th Z Kyrcanian beast 
rpi so 1 11 Ue^ins with Pyrrhus. 

R ^y rr h us '~~J l fr whose sable arms. 

Whet htb, S1>Urp T e j ^ idt , he nyfo resemble, 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse. 

Hath nm s D m ^ d d read and black complexion 
With heraldry more dismal; head to foot 

sons. 

To their lords murder ; Roastedin wrath, and 

f lre i 

And Uus o’ er sized with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seels i-So, proceed yZ 

1 Play , Anon he finds him 
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Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls , 

Repugnant to command: Unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives; in rage, strikes wide ; 
But with the whiff and wind of his Jell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to fell this blow, with darning top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus' ear : for, lo l his sword 
Which ims declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam , seem'd in the air to stick : 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood; 

And, like a neutral to his will and matter , 

Did nothing. 

But , as we often see, against some storm , 

A silence in ike heavens , the rack stand stilly 
The bold winds speechless . and the orb below 
As hush as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region : So, after Pyrrhus' pause , 

A roused vengeance sets him new a work ; 

And never did the Cyclops ' hammers fall 
On Mars's armour, forg'd for proof eterne , 

With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding 
sword 

Sow falls on Priam.— 

Out , out, thou strumpet. Fortune! All you gods, 

In general synod, take away her power; 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel. 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of 
heaven. 

As low as to the fiends ! 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It shall to the barber’s, with your beard. 

— *Pr’ythee, say on : — He’s for a jig, or a tale 
ef bawdry, or he sleeps; — say on: come to He- 
cuba 

I Play. But who , ah woe ! had seen the mobled 
queen — 

Ham. The mobled queen ? 

Pol . That’s good ; mobled queen is good. 

1 Play. Run barefoot up and down, threat ning 
the flames 

With bisson rheum; a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe , 
About her lank and all o'er-teeming loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep'd, 

’ Gainst fortune's state would treason have pro- 
nounc'd: 

* But if the gods themselves did see her then. 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport, 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs; 
The instant burst of clamour that she made , 
(Unless things mortal move them not at all,) 
Would have made milch the burning eye of 
heaven, 

And passion in the gods. 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned his colour, 
and has tears in’s eyes. — Pr’ythee, no more. 

Ham. ’Tis well : Pll have thee speak out the rest 
of this soon.— Good my lord, will you see the players 
well bestowed ? Do you bear, let them be well 
used ; for they are the abstract, and brief chronicles, 
of the time : After your death you were better have 
a bad epitaph, than their ill report while you live. _ 
Pul. My lord, I will use them according to their 
desert, ! 

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better: Use 
every man after his desert, and who shall ’scape 
whipping? Use them after your own honour and 
dignity: The less they deserve, the more mentis in 
your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 

[Exit Polonius, with some of the Players . 
Ham. Follow him, friends : we’ll hear a play to- 
morrow.— Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you 
play the murder of Gonzago ? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham . W e’ll have it to-morrow night. Ton could, 
for a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen 


lines, which l would set down, and insert in’t ? 
could you not ? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well.— Follow that lord; and look 
you mock him not. [Exit Player.) My good friends, 
[ToRos. andGuiiyVll leave you till night: you 
are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord ! [Exeunt Ros. and Guild. 
Ham. Ay, so, God b*e wi’ you : — Now 1 am alone. 

0, what a rogue and peasant slave am J 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 

Could force his soul to his own conceit, 

That from her working, all his visage wana’d; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing 1 
For Hecuba ! 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her? What would he do, 

Had he the motive, and the cue for passion. 

That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears, 

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech ; 

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yeti, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 

Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 

And can say nothing ; no, not for a king, 

Upon whose property, and most dear life, 

A damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i’tb* 
throat, 

As deej as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 

Ha! 

Why, I should take it: for it cannot be, 

But I am pigeon-Iiver’d, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter : or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave’s offal : Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindles* vtt- 
lain ! 

Why, what an ass am I ? This is most brave; 

That I, the son of a dear father murder’d. 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words 
And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion! 

Fye upon’t! foh ! About my brains ! Humph ! I have 
heard, 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 

Hare by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I’ll have these playei* 
Play something like the murder of my father,. 
Before mine uncle : I’ll observe his looks ; 

I’ll tent him to the qmck ; if he do blench. 

I know my course. The spirit, that I have seen. 
May be a devil ; and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and, perhaps, 

Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with such spirits,) 

Abuses me to damn me: I’ll have grounds 
More relative than this : The play’s the thing, 
Wherein I’ll catch the conscience of the king. [Exit. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — A Room in the Castle* 

Enter King, Queen, Polonies, Ophelia, Romo*- 
crantz, and Guildenstern. 

King. And can you, by no drift of conference, 
Get from him, why he puts on this confusion ;. 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbuleut aud dangerous lunacy ? 

ii<5 
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Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted 
ffnt from vvhat cause he will by no means speak. 

GuiL Nor do we find him forward to be sounded 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 

When we. would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

GuiL But with much forcing of his disposition. 
Ros. Niggard of question; but, of our demands. 
Most free in his reply, 

, Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o’er-raught on the way : of these we told him ; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court ; 

And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. ’Tis most true : 

And he beseech’d me to entreat your majesties, 

To hear and see the matter. 

King* With all my heart ; and it doth much con- 
tent me. 

To hear him so inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 

And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

Ros. W c shall, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Guild. 
King . Sweet Gertrude, leave us too : 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither; 

That he, as ’twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia : 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,) 

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 

We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 

And gather by him, as he is behav’d, 
lft be the affliction of his love, or no, * 

That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you; 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 

That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet’s wildness : so shall I hope, your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 

To hoth your honours. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. 

[Exit Queen. 

Pol. Opheha, walk you here Gracious, so 
ule — 


-Head on this book ; 

{To Ophelia .) 


please you, 

We will bestow ourselves: 

That shew of such an exercise may colour 

* our loneliness.— We are oft to blame in this, 

Tis too much proved, —that, with devotion’s visage. 
And pious action, we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 

King, 0, ’tis too true ! how smart 

a f 1 ^ ia ^ s P eec ‘ l doth give my conscience! 

I he harlot's cheek, beautied with plast’ring art, 
JUnotmore ugly to the thing that helps it, 

Than is my deed to my most painted word : 

O heavy burden! {Aside.) 

Pol. I hear him coming; let’s withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt King and Potonius. 
Enter Hamlet, 

, Jfcf- To be, or not to be, that is the question:— 
Whether ’tis nobler ui the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ; 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them?— To die, -to sleep,— 
No more and, by a sleep, to say we end 

ac , e * a ? d the . th <>«sand natural shocks 
that flesh is heir to, — ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die,— to sleep 
lo sleep ’ perchance to dream ay, there’s the rub ; 
ES* death what dreams may come. 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 

Must give us pause : there’s the respect, 

That makes calamity of so long life ; 

.or Woo would bear the whips and scorns of time. 


The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contmaeW. 
i he pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay. 

1 he insolence of offlce, and the spurns 
I 1 hat patient hrerit of the unworthy takes, 

! J \ e himself might his quietus make 

! y> ith a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 
i o grunt and sweat under a weary life ; 

But that the dread of something after death,— 

1 he undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns,— puzzles the will; 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 
rhan fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all* 

And thus the native hue of resolution ’ 

Is sickbed o’er with the pale cast of thought: 

And enterprises of great pith and moment. 

With this regard, their currents turn awry, 

And lose the name of action.— Soft you, now » 

The fair Ophelia Nymph, in thy orisons 
He all my sms remember’d. 

„ , , , Good my lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. 1 humbly thank you ; well. 

l ord ’ ^ have remembrances of yours, 

* hat I have longed long to re-deliver; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I; 

1 n /? v ? r S ave ytm au ? ht * [did • 

Oph. My honour’d lord, you know right well you 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost. 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind, 

Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, milord. 


Ham. tla, ha ! are you honest ? 

t h. My lord? 

tm. Are you fair? 

Opk. What means your lordship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest, and fair, you should 
admit no discourse to your beauty. 


Opfu .Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honesty ? 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will 
sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, 
than the force of honesty can translate beauty into 
his likeness ; this was some time a paradox, but now 
1 jP e »^ ,ves ^ P r °°f I did love you once. 

Opk. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

. Ham. Y ou should not have believed me ; fol 
vl yf u L e caano J inoculate our old stock, hut we shall 
relish of it: 1 lov’d you not. 

Opk. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery; why would’st thou 
u a liTT* of smuers? I am myself indifferent 
honest® but yet I could accuse me of such things, 
that it were better my mother had not borne me : 
lam very proud, revengeful, ambitious; with more 
offences at my beck, than I have thoughts to put 
them in, imagination to give them shape, or time 
to act them in: What should such fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven ! We are arrant 
knaves, all; believe none of us : Go thy ways to a 
nunnery. Where’s your father? 

°ph. At home, my lord. 
tarn. Let the doors be shut upon him; that he 
Farewell ' * ocd no where but in’s own house. 

Opk. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham.. If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee this plague 
for thy dowry; Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as 
snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a 
nunnery ; farewell : Or, if thou wilt needs marry, 
marry a fool ; for wise men know well enough, what 
monsters you make of them. Go a nunnery, go ; and 
quickly too. Farewell. 3 * 9 



--- - ;-- ¥ r .-*'•«*« v* jrwwi, jpcuuuuga too, Well 
enough ; Loci hath given you one face, and you make 
yourselves another: you jig, you amble, and you 
Usp, and mck-name God's creatures, and make your 
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wantonness yoni ignorance : Go to ; I’ll no more oft ; I 
it hath made me mad. I say, we will have no more 
marriages: those that are married already, all but 
one, shall Kve ; the rest shall keep as they are. To 
a nunnery, go. ‘ [Exit. 

Oph. 0, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown! 
The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s eye, tongue, 
sword : * 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state. 

The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 

The observ’d of all observers ! quite, quite down I 
And I, of ladies most deject ana wretched, 

That sack’d the honey of his music vows, 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch’d form and feature of blown youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy : 0, woe is me ! 

To have seen what X have seen, seen what I see ! ■ 

Re-enter King and Polonius. 

King. Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack’d form a little, 
Was not like madness. There’s something in his soul. 
O’er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 

And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose, 

Will be some danger : Which, for to prevent, 

I have, in quick determination, 

Thus set itidown : He shall with speed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply, the seas, and countries different. 

With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart ; 

Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on’t ? 

Pol. It shall do well : but yet I do believe, 

The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. — How now, Ophelia? 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said ; 

We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please ; 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play, 

Let his queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To shew his grief ; let her be round with him; 

And I’ll be plac’d, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference : if she find him not, 

To England send him : or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch’d go. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A Hall in the same. 

Enter Hamlet, and certain Players . 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro- 
nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue: but if 
you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as lief 
the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the 
air too much with your hand, thus ; but use all gently : 
for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) 
whirlwind of your passion, you must acquire ana 
beget a temperance, that may give it smoothness. 0, 
it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious periwig- 
pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, 
to split the ears of the groundlings; who, for the 
most part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumb shews, and noise : I would have such a fellow 
whipped for o’er-doing Termagant ; it out-herods 
Herod: Pray you, avoid it. 

1 Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word, 
the word to the action : with this special observance, 
that you o’er-step not the modesty of nature : for any 
thing so overdone is from the purpose of plhying, 
whose end, both at the first, and now, was, and is, 
to hold, as ’twere, the mirror up to nature ; to shew 
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and 
the venr age and body of the time, his form and pres- 
sure. Now this, overdone, or come tardy off, though 
it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the 
judicial!* grieve ; the censure of which one must, in 


you.r allowance, o’erweigh a whole theatre of others. 
O. there be players, that I have seen play,— and heard 
others praise, and that highly,— not to speak it pro- 
fanely, that, neither having the accent of Christians, 
nor the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so 
strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some. of 
nature’s journeymen.had made men, and not made 
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that indifferently 
with us. 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those, that 
play your clowns, speak no more than is set down 
for them : for there be of them, that will themselves 
laugh, to set on some quantity of barren spectators to 
laugh too; though, in the mean time, some necessary 
question of the play be then to be considered ; that's 
villanous ; and shews a most pitiful ambition in the 
fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. 

[Exeunt players-. 

Enter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guilder 

STERN. 

How now, my lord ? will the king hear this piece of 
work ? 

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste.—. 

[Exit Polonius. 

Will you two help to hasten them? 

Both. Ay, my lord. f Exeunt 1 Ros. and Guild. 

Ham. What, ho ; Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man 
As e’er my conversation cop'd withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter s 

For what advancement may I hope from thee. 

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 

To feed, and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be 
flatter’d? 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; 

Ani crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 

Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 

And could of men distinguish her election. 

She hath seal’d thee for nerself : for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ; 

A man, that fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hast ta’en with equal thanks: and bless’d are those, 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co- mingled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she please : Give me that mao. 
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart. 

As I do thee.— Something too much of this.— 

There is a play to-night before the king ; 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 

Which I have told thee of my father’s death. 

I pr’ythee, when thou seest that act afoot, v 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my imaginations are as foul. 

: As V ulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note : 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord: 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing, 

And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham . They are coming to the play ; I must be 
Get you a place. ;■ ; [idle : 

Danishmarch. A Flourish. Enter King, Queen, 
Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guilden- 
stern, and others . 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet? 

Ham. Excellent, f faith ; of the camelion’s dish ? 


HAMLET, 


I eat the air, promise-crammed: Xou cannot feed 
capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, — you played 
once in the university, you say ? (To Polonius.) 

Pol. That did I, my lord; and was accounted a 
good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cajsar : I was killed i’the 
Capitol; Brutus killed me. 

Ham . It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital 
* calf there.— Be the players ready ? 

Mas. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 
Quern. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 
Ham. No, good mother, here’s metal more at- 
tractive. 

Pol. 0 ho! do you mark that? (To the King.) 
Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ? 

(Lying do wn at Ophelia's feet.) 
Oph. No, my lord. 

Ham. I mean, my head upon your Jap ? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters? 
Oph. I think nothing, my lord. [legs. 

Ham. That’s a fair thought to lie between maids’ 
Oph. What is, my lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I ? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

llam. 0 ! vour only jig-maker. What should a 
man do, hut be merry ? for, look you, how cheer- 
fully my mother looks, and my lather died within 
these two hours. 

Oph . Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long'? Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I’ll have a suit of sables. 0 heavens ! die 
two months ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there’s 
hope, a great man’s memory may outlive his life 
half a year: But, by’r-lady, he must build churches 
then: or else shall he suffer not thinking on, with 
the hobby-horse ; whose epitaph is, For, 0 , for , 0, 
the hobby-horse is forgot . 


Act ITT. 


Trumpets sound. The dumb shew folloivs. 
Enter a King and a Queen , very lovingly ; the 
Queen embracing him, and he her. She kneels, 
and makes shew of protestation unto him. He 
* takes her up and declines his head upon her 
neck : lays him down upon a bank of flowers ; 
she, seeing him asleep , Leaves him. Anon comes 
in a fellow, takes off his crown , kisses it, and 
pours poison in the King's ear , and exit. The 
Queen returns; finds the King dead, and 
makes passionate action. The poisoner, with 
some two or three Mutes , comes m again , seem- 
iny io lament with her. The dead body is car - 
ri fr aw ay. The poisoner wooes the Queen with 
gifts £ she seems loath and unwilling awhile , 
but, mi he end, accepts his love. [Exeunt. 
Oph. What means this, my lord? 

Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecV it means 
mischief. ^he play. 

Oph. Belike, this shew imports the argument of 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players 
cannot keep counsel ; they'll tell all. J 

Oph. Will he ’tell us what this shew meant ? 
Ham. Ay, or any shew that you’ll shew him : 
Be not you ashamed to shew, he’ll not shame to 

nl°/. U v’ at “ meani K [the play, 

U/jA. You are naught, you are naught : I II mark 
“ ro * E° r us, and for our tragedy , 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

„ Y * ° e g your hearing patiently. 

™ % P^gue, or the posy of a ring? 
Oph. Tis bnef, my lord. 6 

Ham. As woman’s love. 


Enter a King and a Queen. 

P. King . Full thirty times hath Phoebus’ cart 
gone round 

Neptune’s salt wash, and Tellus’ orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrow’d simen, 
About the world have times twelve thirties been : 
fcnnce love our heart#, and Hymen did our hands. 
Unite coramutnal in most sacred bands. 

Queen. So many journies may the sun and moos'- 
Make us again count o’er, ere love be done l 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 
bo far 'from cheer, and from your former state, 

1 hat I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must; 

For women fear too much, even as they love: 

And women’s fear and love hold quantity : 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is. proof hath made you know 2 
And as my love is siz’d, my fear is so. 

Where love is great, the httlest doubts are fear: 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

■ • King, Faith, I must leave thee, love, and 
shortlytoo; 

My operant powers their functions leave to do: 

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind. 

Honour d, belov’d ; and, haply, one as kind 
h or husband shalt thou— 
c 9 ueen * 0, confound the rest! 

ouch love must needs be treason in my breast ; 

In second husband let me be accurst 
None wed the second, but who kill’d the first 
Ham. That’s wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances, that second marriage 
move, 

Are base respects of thrift, but none oflove ; 

A second time I kill my husband dead. 

When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. I do believe, you thiuk what now you 
speak; 

But, what we do determine, oft we break. 

Purpose is but the slave to memory : 

Of violent birth, but poor validity : 

pkic.h now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree: 

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 


p . r 7, Yt , uo,, r» auuKs on me tree: 

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 

Most necessary ’tis, that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt: 

VVhat to ourselves in passion we propose, 
the passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 

I he violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy : 
n here joy most revels, grief doth most lament: 
Unef joys, joy gneves, on slender accident. 

I his world is not for aye ; nor ’tis not strange, 

1 hat even our loves should with our fortunes change : 

i Sa , <3ues } ,on J eftU8 y etto Prove, 

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 

I he great man down, you mark, his favourite flies , 
advanc’d makes friends of enemies. 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 

± or who not needs, shall never lack a friend: 

And who m want a hollow friend doth try. 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, 

Uur wills, and fates, do so contrary run, 

I hat our devices still are overthrown : 

. . ? u ^ ts ar f u 0Urs , their ends none of our own : 
think thou wilt no second husband wed; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 
ir. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven 
light ! 

Sport and repose lock from me, day and night! 

I o desperation turn my trust and hope ! 

An anchor’s cheer in prison be my scope l 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy, 

I would have well, and it destroy!. 

Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife; 

U, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

she should break it now, — (To Ophelia.) 
J'. King. ’I is deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here a while; 
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My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile | 
The tedious day with sleep. (Sleeps.) 

P. Queen. ^ ' Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never co.me mischance between us twain! [Exit. 
Ham . Madam, how like you this play? 

Queen . The lady doth protest too much,, methinks. 
Ham. 0 , but she’ll keep her \vord. 

King. Have you heard the argument? Is there no 
offence in’t? I 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; no 
offence i’the world. 

King. What do you call the play? 

Bam. The mouse-trap. Marry, how ? Tropically. 
This play js the image of a murder done in Vienna: 
Oouzago is the duke’s name; his wife, Baptista : 
you shall see anon; ’tis a knavish piece of work: 
But what of that ? your majesty, and we that have 
free souls, it touches us not: Let the galled jade 
wince, our withers me unwrung. — 

Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Op A. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your 


Ham. I could interpret between you and your 
love, if I could see the puppets dallying, , 

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you' are keen. 

Ham . It would cost you a groaning, to take off 


my edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you mistake your husbands. — Begin, 
murderer;— leave thy damnable faces, and begin. 
Come ; — 

The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for reveuge. 

Luc. Thoughts black , hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing; 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecat’s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic and dire property. 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

( Pours the poison into the Sleeper's ears.) 
Ham. He poisons him i’the garden for his estate. 
Ilis name’s Gonzago; the story is extant, and 
written in very choice Italian: You shall see anon, 
how the murderer j*ets the love of Gonzago’s wife. 
Oph. The king nses. 

Ham. What i frighted with false fire ! 

Queen. How fares my lord ? 

Pol. Give o’er the play. 

King. Give me some light : — away ! 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 

The hart ungalled play : 

For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
Thus runs the world away. — 

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with two 
Provencial roses on my razed shoes, get me a fel- 
lowship in aery of players, sir? 

Hor . Half a share. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon deSr, 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns hero 
A very, very — peacock. 

Hor. You might have rhymed. 

Ham. O good Horatio., I’ll take the ghost’s word 
for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ? 

Hor. Very well, my lord. 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning,— 

Hor. I did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha! — Come, some music; come, the 
; recorders. — 

For if the- king like not the comedy, 

Why then, belike,— he likes it not, perdy. 
Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
Come, some music. 

Gutl. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 


Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

Guil. The king, sir, — 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? toe red 

Huil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous uistem 

Gam. With drink, sir? 

Guil. No, my lord, with choler. 

, Ham. Your wisdom should shew itself more 
richer, to signify this to the doctor; for, for me to 
put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge 
him into more choler. 

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some 
frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir: — pronounce. 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. « 

Guil . Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it shall please you to make me 
a wholesome answer, 1 will do your mother’s com- 
mandment ; if not, your pardon, and my return, shall 
be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil. What, my lord ? 

Ham . Make you a wholesome finswer ; my wit’s 
diseased: But, sir, such answer as 1 can make, you 
shall .command: or, rather, as yon say, my mother: 
therefore no more, but to the matter : My mother, 
yon say, — 

Ros. Then, thus she soys: Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. 0 wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother ! — But is there no sequel at the heels of this 
mother’s admiration ? impart. 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. Have yon any further trade with us? 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis- 
temper? you do, surely, but bar the door upon your 
own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, sir, but, While the grass grows,— the 
proverb is something musty. 

Enter the Players , with Recorders. 

O, the recorders : — let me see one.— To withdraw 
with you. — Why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Guil O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you 


play upon this pipe ? 
Guil . My lord, I ca 


Guil My lord, I cannot 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I ,do beseech you. 

Guil I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. ’Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven- 
tages with your fingers and thumb, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent 
music. Look you, these are the stops. 

Guil But these cannot I command to any utter- 
ance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why] look you now, how unworthy a 
thing you make of me. You would play upon me ; 
you would seem to know my stops; you would 
pluck out the heart of my mystery; you would 
sound me from my lowest note to the top of ray 
compass : and there is much music, excellent voice, 
in this little organ ; yet cannot “you make it speak. 
’Sblood, do you think, I am easier to be played on 
than a pipe ? Call me what instrument you will 
though you can fret me, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 

God bless you, sir 1 




ToS 
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Act HI 


Pel My lord, the queen would speak with you, 
and presently. 

Ham. Do you ee yonder cloud, that’s almost in 
shape of a camel ? 

Pol By the mass, and ’tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol* Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by, 
—They fool me to the top of my bent. — I will come 
by and by. 

Pol I will say so. _ [Exit Polonius. 

Ham. By and by is easily said.— -Leave me, 
friends. # [Exeunt Ros. Guil. Hor. §fc, 

Tis now the very witching time of night * 

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes 
out ^ [blood, 

Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mo- 
ther. — 

0, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 

How in my words soever she be shent, 

To give them seals, never, my soul, consent! 

[Exit. 

Scene III. — A Room in the same , 

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us. 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you ; 
I your commission will forthwith despatch, 

And he to England shall along with you : 

The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hasard so near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. 

Guil We will ourselves provide: 

Must holy and religious fear it is. 

To keep those many many bodies safe. 

That live, and feed, upon your majesty. 

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound, 

With all the strength and armour of the mind. 

To keep itself from ’noyance ; but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease oi majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it, with it; it is a massy wheel, 

Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis’d ana adjoin’d; which, when it falls, 
Each small annexment, petty consequence. 

Attends the boist’rons ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

Ros. Guil We will haste us. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol My lord, he’s going to his mother’s closet: 
Behind the arras Til convey myself, 

To hear the process; I’ll warrant, she’ll tax him 
home: 

And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

’Tis meet, that some more audience, than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partial, should o’er-hear 
The speech of vantage. Fare you well, my liege : 
Til call upon you ere you go to bed, 

And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

, . [Exit Polonius. 

0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
it hath the primal eldest curse upon’t, 

A brother’s murder ! — Pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as sharp as will ; 


My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 

A nd both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself' with brother’s blood ? 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heaven*, 

To wash it white as snow? Whereto serve* mercy, 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this two-fold force,— 

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon’d, being down? Then I’ll look up; 

My fault is pash But O, what form of prayer 
Can serve ray turn ? Forgive me my foul murder !-« 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the murder ? 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon’d, and retain the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice; 

And oft ’tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law: But ’tis not so above: 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compelled. 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 

Try what repentance can: What can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one can not repent? 

O wretched state I 0 bosom, black as death l 
O limed soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engag’d ! Help, angels, make assay l 
Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart, with strings of 
steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe ! — 

All may be well I (Retires* and kneels.) 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying; 
And now I'll do’t and so he goes to heaven : 

And so, am I reveng’d? That would be scannd: 

A villain kills my father; and, for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 

He. took my father grossly, full of bread ; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May; 
And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven ? 
But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 

’Tis heavy with him : And am I theu reveng’d, 

To take him in the purging of his soul, 

When he is fit and season’d for his passage? 

No. 

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid bent: 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 

Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ; 

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in’t : 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven : 
And that his soul may be as damn’d, and black, 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit. 

The King rises , and advances . 

King . My words fly up, ray thoughts remain 
below; 

Words, without thought, never to heaven go. [Exit. 
Scene IV. — Another Room in the same . 
Enter Queen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight. Look yon, lay home 
: 4 to him; 

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear 
* , with: , , [tween 

And that your grace hath screen’d and stood be- 
Much heat and him. I’ll silence me e’en here. 

Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen. I’ll warrant yon; 

Fear me not; — withdraw, I hear him coming. 

( Polonius hides himsefft) 
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Enter Hamlet, 

Ham. Now, mother; what’s the matter? 

Queen* Hamlet, thou hast thy father much of- 
fended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen . Gome, come, you answer with an idle 
tongue. 

Ham . Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
Queen, Why, how now, Hamlet? 

Ham. What’s the matter now? 

Queen. Have you forgot me? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 

You are the queen, your husband’s brother’s wife ; 
And, — ’would it were not so !— you are my mother. 
Queen. Nay, then I’ll set those to you that cau 
speak. . [not budge ; 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall 
You go not, till I set you up a glass. 

Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder 
Help* help, ho ! [me? 

Pol. {Behind.) What, ho ! help ! 

Ham. How now! a rat? (Draws.) 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

( Hamlet makes a pass through the Arras.] 
Pol . (Behind.) 0, 1 am slain. (Falls and dies.) 
Queen. 0 me, what hast thou dope ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king? 

(Lifts up the Arras, and draws forth Polonius.) 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
Ham. A bloody deed almost as bad, good 
mother. 

As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king! 

Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word.— 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

(To Polonius.) 

I took thee for thy better ; take thy fortune : 

Thou find’st, to be tqo busy, is some danger.— 
Leave wringing of your hands : Peace ; sit you 
' down, 

And let me wring your heart : for sol shall, 

If it be made of penetrable stuff; 

If damned custom hath not braz’d it so. 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar’st wag 
thy tongue 

In noise so rude against me? 

Ham . Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty; 

Calls virtue,, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 

And sets a blister there ; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers’ oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul; and sweet religidn makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven’s face doth glow; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 

With tristful visage, as against the doom, 

Is thought-sick at tlie act. 

Queen. Ah me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? # 
Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this; 
The counterfeit presentment ot two. brothers. 

See, what a grace was seated on this brow: 

H yperion’s citrls ; the front of* JTove himself ; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 

'Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man : [follows ; 

This was your husband. — Look you now what 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew’d ear, 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it, love : for at your age, 




The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgment ; and what judgment 
Would step from this to this ? Sense, sure, you have t 
Else could you not have motion : But, sure, that gextM 
Is apoplex’d : for madness would not err; 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d. 

But it reserv’d some quantity of choice. 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was’t 
That thus hath cozen’d you at hood man-blind? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell. 

If thou canst mntine in a matron’s bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 

And melt in her own fire ; proclaim no shame, 

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge; 

Since frost itself as actively doth bum 
And reason panders will. 

Queen . .. 0 Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul ; 

And there I see such black and grained spots. 

As will not leave their tinct. 

Ham . Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed ; 

Stew’d in corruption; honeying, and making love 
Over the nasty stye ; — 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears ; 

No more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. . . A murderer, and a villain ; 

A slave, that is not twentieth i>art the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice of kings : 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole. 

And put it in his pocket I 

Queen. No more. 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. A king 

Of shreds and patches : — 

Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings. 

You heavenly guards I— What would your gracious 
figure? 

Queen. Alas 1 he’s mad. 

Ham: Do yon not come your tardy son to chide. 
That, laps'd in time and passion, let’s go by 
The important acting of your dread command? 

O, say 1 

Ghost. Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 

Bui, look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 

O, step between her and her fighting soul ; 

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works ; 

Speak to her, Hamlet. • 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is’t with you ? 

That yon do bend your eye on vacancy, 

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 
Forth at your eyes^our spirits wildly peep ; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements. 

Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son. 

Upon the heat and flanie of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. .Whereon do you look ! 
Ham . On him I on him !— Look you, how pale 
he glares! 

His form ana cause conjoin’d, preaching to stores. 
Would. make them capable. — Do not look upon me: 
Lest with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern efiects : then what l have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for bloodt 
Queen. To whom do you bpeak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there?* 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I see. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear? 

Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves* 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steal* 
away l 
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My father, in bis habit as he liv’d ; 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghost . 

Queen, This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham . Ecstasy! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful music : It is not madness, 
That I have utter’d : bring me to the test, 

And I the matter will re- word : which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 

That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks : 

It will but skin ana film the ulcerous place ; 

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 

Repent what’s past ; avoid what is to come : 

And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue : 
For in the fatness of these pursy times, 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg; 

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good. 

Queen. O ^ Hamlet 1 thou hast cleft my heart in 
twain. 

Ham. 0, throw away the worser part of it, 

And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night: but go not to my uncle’s bed ; 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit’s devil, is angel yet in this ; 

That to the use of’ actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 

That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night: 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy : 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 

And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night; 
And when you are desirous to be bless’d^ 

I’ll blessing beg of you.— For this same lord, 

. , _ , ( Pointing to Polonius.) 

I do repent : But heaven hath pleas’d it so,— 

To punish me with this, arid this with me. 

That I must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 

The death I gave him. So, again, good night !— 

I must be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. — 

But one word more, good lady. 

Queen . What shall I do ? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do: 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed : 

Finch wanton on your cheek ; call you, his mouse ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses, 

Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d Angers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

I hat I essentially am not in madness. 

But mad in craft. ’Twere good, you let him know : 
£ 01 * who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 
buch dear concernings hide? who would do so? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy. 

Unpeg the basket on the house’s top, 

Let the birds fly; and, likelhe famous ape, 

1 o try conclusions, in the basket crefep. 

And break your own neck down. [breath, 

Queen, Be thou assur’d, if words be made of 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham, I must to England ; you know that 9 
Queen. Alack 

I had forgot ; ’tis so concluded on. > 

Ham, There’* letters seal’d ; and my two school- 
fellows, — 

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang’d,— , 
they bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way. 
And marshal me to knavery ; Let it work : 

For ’tis the sport, to have the engineer 
licnst with his awn petax : and it shall go hard, 


But I will delve one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at the moon : 0, ’tis most swee^ 
When in one line two crafts directly meet,— 

This man shall set me packing. 

I’ll lug the guts into the neighbour room : 

Mother, good night. — Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave. 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, sir, to d raw toward an end with you : 

Good night, mother. 

[Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging m 
Polonius, 

ACT IV. 

Scene L — The same. 

Enter King , Queen , Rosencrantz, and 
Guildenstern. 

King. There’s matter in these .sighs; these pro- 
found heaves 

You must translate ; ’tis fit we understand them : 
Where is your son ? v 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while.— 
(To Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, who go out.) 
Ah,, my good lord, what have I seen to-night 1 
King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ? 
Queen . Mad as the sea, and wind, when both con 
tend 

Which is the mightier : In his lav/less fit, 

Behind the arras hearing something stir, 

Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat l a rati 
And, in this hrainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. 0 heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 

His liberty is full of threats to all ; 

To you yourself, to us, to eiery one. 

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer’d ? 
h will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but, so much was our love, 
We would not understand what was most fit; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed, 

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 

Queen. To draw apart Anybody he hath kill’d : 
O’er whom his very madness, like some ore, 

Among a mineral of metals base, 

Shews itself pare ; he weeps for what is done 
King. 0, Gertrude, come away l 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 

But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 
We must, with all otir majesty and skill, 

Both countenance and excuse.— Ho; Guildenstern! 

Enter Rosen crantz and Guildenstern, 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid ; 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain. 

And from his mother’s closet hath he dragged him : 
Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt Ros. and GuiL 

Com'e, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest friends; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do. 

And what’s untimely done: so, haply, slander — * 
Whose whisper o’er the world’s diameter. 

As level as the cannon to his blank. 

Transports his poison’d shot,— may miss our nanifv 
And hit the woundless air. — O come away l 
My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Exeunt* 

Scene II. — AnotkerRoom in the House. 
Enter Hamlet. 

. Hem. Safely stow’d, — (Ros. §fc. within. Ham. 
let. lord Hamlet!) But soft, — what noise ? wlw 
calls on Hamlet ? O, here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guild ens fern. 

Ros. What have you done, my \ord , with the 
dead body ? 
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Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto ’fcis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where. ’tis : that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Be lie ve what ? 

Ham . That I can keep your counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge! 
— what replication should be made by the son of a 
king? 

Mos, Take you me for a sponge, my lord ? 

Ham. k.V) sir; that soaks up the king’s counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such offi- 
cers do the king best service in the end : He keeps 
them, like an ape, in the corner of his jaw; first 
mouthed, to be last swallowed: When he needs 
what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, 
sponge, you shall be dry again. 

Mos, I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad at it: A knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish ear, 

Mos, My lord, you must tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is 
not with the body. The. king is a thing — 

Guil, A thing, my lord ? 

Ham, Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox, 
and ail after. [Exeunt. 


Scene III . — Another Room in the same . 


Enter King, attended. 


King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the 
body. 

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ? 

Yet must- not we put the strong law on him : 

He’s lov’d of the distracted multitude, 

Who like not in their judgmeut, but their eyes ; 
And, where ’tis so, the offender’s scourge is weigh’d, 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even, 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown. 

By desperate appliance are reliev’d, 


Enter Rosen crantz. 


Or not at all. — How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my lords, 
We cannot get from hitn. 

King. But where is he ? 

Ros. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your 
pleasure. 

King . Bring him before us. 

Mos. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 


King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety, — 

Which we do” tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou hast done, — must send thee hence 

With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself; 


The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 

’ * i be; 


King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius? 

Ham . At supper. 

King, At supper ? where ? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e’en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet : 
we fat all creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat our- 
selves for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean 
beggar, is but variable service ; two dishes, but to 
one table ; that’s the end. 

King, Alas ! alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath 
eat of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of 
that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham, Nothing, but to shew you how a king may 
go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to . see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him i’the other 
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. {To some Attendants.) 

Ham He will stay till you come. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 


The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. * 

Ham. For England ? 

King . Ay, Hamlet 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew’st our purposes. 
Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, come ; 
for England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother: Father and mother is man 
and wife; man and wife is one flesh; and so, my 
mother. Gome, for England. # PE sit. 

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with speed 
■ aboard; 

Delay it not. I’ll have him hence to-night : 

Away : for every thing is seal’d and done 

That else leans on the affair: Pray you, make hasty. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 
And, England, if my love thou hold’st at aught, 

(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may’st not coldly set 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 

By letters conjuring to that effect. 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 

For like the hectic in ray blood he rages, 

And thou must cure me : Till I know ’tis done, 
Howe’er my haps, my joys will ne’er begin. [Ex it* 

Scene IV .— A Plain in Denmark. 


Enter Forttnbras, and Forces, marching. 
For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king ; 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous/ 

If that his majesty would aught with us. 

We shall express our duty in his eye, 

And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do’t, my lord. 

For . Go softly on. 

[Exeunt Fortinbras and Forces. 


Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, 
Guildenstern, §fc. 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these ? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ha)n . How purpos'd, sir, 

I pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who 

Commands them, sir ? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir. 

Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition 
We go to gam a little patch of ground, 

That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it; 

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it 
Cap. Yes, ’tis already garrison’d. [ducat*. 

Ham . Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand 
Will not debate the question of this straw: 

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace ; 
That inward breaks, and shews no cause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi* you, sir. [Exit. 

Mos. Will’t please you go, my lord? 

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little 
before. [Exeunt Mos. and Guil. 

How all occasions do inform against me. 

And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man. 
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If his chief good, and market of his time, 

Be but to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure.he, that made us with such large discourse, 
Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust m us unus’d. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event,— 

A thought, which, quarter’d, hath but one part 
wisdom. 

And, ever, three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, This thing’s to do; 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means. 
To do’t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 
Witness, this army of such mass, and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff’d. 

Makes mouths at the invisible event; 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great, 

Is, not to stir without great argument; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 

■ When honour’s at the stake. How stand I then, 

, That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d, 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood, 

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame, 

Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough, and continent, 

To hide the slain?— 0, from this time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! [Exit* 

Scene V.— Elsinore. A Room in the Castle . 

Enter Queen and Horatio. 

Queen. — I will not speak with her. 

Hor. She is importunate : indeed, distract : 

Her inood will needs be pitied. 

, , What would she have? 

tior. ishe speaks much of her father; says, she 
nears, [heart • 

There’s tricks i’the world ; and hems, aud beats he^ 
fc n ,.? DV: r?', y ?‘ straws i, ^eaks things in doubt, 
ij ™ , carr f hut half sense : her speech is nothing, 
let the unshaped use of it doth move 
7 he hearers to collection; they aim at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which* as dier winks, and nods, and gestures yield 
them, J 

Indeed would make one think, there might be 
thought, ° 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen. I were good she were spoken with ; for 
she may strew 

Dangerous conjectures iri Ill-breeding minds ; 

Sl^Sfe^S greatamiSSi 

It spills itself in tearing to be ^>ilt. 

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia. 

Opk Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 

H0V l PP helia ? ^ [mark ? 

Oph. Ho tri f ? ove ^ now i Sin 9s') 

By his cockle hat and staff, 

/i And his sandal skoon? 

9 Weet lacJy » what ira Ports this song ? 
Opk. Say you ? nay, pray you/ mark. 

Me is dead and gone, lady, (Sings.) 

.ffe^dead and gone; J 

At j 1 ]- 8 , head a grass-green turf, 

_ At his heels a stone. 

0,ho! 

Nay, but Ophelia,— . 

S88l 7*7 , Lrav you, mark. 

w aits his shroud as the mountain snow, (Sings.) \ 


Enter King. 

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph. Larded all with sweet flowers ; 

TV hich hewept to the grave did go. 

With true love shoivers . 

King. How do you, pretty lady? 

Oph. Well, God’ield you! They say, the o 
was a bakers daughter. Lord, we know what we 
c are > but know not what we may be. God be a i 
you ratable l 

King* Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this : but 
when they ask you what it means, say you this : 

Good morrow, His Saint Valentine’s day. 
All in the morning betime, 

And l a maid at y our window 
To he your Valentine: 

Then up he rose , and don’ d his clothes, 
And dupp’d the chamber door ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more . 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! [on’t • 

Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I’ll make an end 
By Gzs, and by saint Charity, 

Alack, and fy for shame l 
Young men will do’t, if they come toH ; 

By cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth she , before you tumbled me, 

You promis’d me to wed : 

(He answers.) 

So wotdd I ha’ done , by yonder sun , 

-An thou Jiadst not come to my bed. 
King. How long hath she been thus ? 

. Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must be pa- 
tient: but I cannot choose but weep, to think, tiiev 
should lay him fthe cold ground : My brother shaft 
know of it, and so I thank you for your good coum 
. ■ * Gome, mv coach! Good night, ladies; good 
night, sweet ladies ; good night, good night. [Exit. 

King, hollow her close; give her good watch, 1 

nuw . P™y y°m r i . „ mu Horatio. 
Ol this is the poison of deep gnef; it springs 
All from her father’s death : And now behold, 

O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 

But m battalions J First, her father slain ; 

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied, 
thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 
whispers, fereenlv 

For good Potanins’ death ; and we have done but 
In hugger-mugger to inter him : Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment : 

Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts. 
East, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France: 
heeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father’s death; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d, 

W ill nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this. 

Hike to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me superfluous death. (A noise within.) 
Q ueen ‘ Alack ! what noise is this Y 

rr' . Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Attend: 

te ar 4 m Sr? ers? Letthemguard th8d00r: 

Gent. .Save yourself, my lord; * 

1 he ocean, overpeenng of his list, 

Eats not the fla ts with more irnpe tuotis haste, 

1 nan young Laertes, in a riotous head, 

0 erbears your officers ! The rabble call him, lord : 
Anri, as the world were now but to begin: 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 

1 he ratmers aud props of every word, 


TL, " *’ IU P S ™ every wont, 

they cry, Choose we ; Laertes' shall be king I 

Gaps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds* 


Scene 6. 


PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


Queries shall he king, Laertes king 
Qu^en. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry ! 
0, this is counter, you lalse Danish dogs. 

King. The doors are broke. {Noise within.) 

Enter Laertes, armed; Danes following. 
Laer. Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand you all 
Dan. No, let’s come in. [without. 

haer. I pray yon, give me leave. 

Dan. We will, we will. 

( They retire without the door.) 
Laer. I thank you : — keep the door.— 0 thou vile 
Give me my father. [king, 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that’s calm, proclaims 
me bastard; 

Cries, cuckold, to ray father ; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King . . What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant- like ? — 

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There’s such divinity doth hedge a king. 

That treason can but peep to what it would. 

Acts little of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incens’d?— Let him go, Ger- 
Speak, man. [trude *— 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. # # But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. [with: 

Laer. How came he dead? I’ll not be juggled 
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
nnnsnifinr.p. and p-rar.p to the nrofonndest nit 1 


Let come what comes ; only I’ll be reveng’d 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you? 

Laer. My will, not all the world’s : 

And, for my means, Til husband them so well 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty^ 

Of your dear father’s death, it’s writ in your revenge. 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe. 
Winner asicl loser ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his [good friends thus wide I’ll ope my 
arms; 

And, like the kind life-rend ’ring pelican. 

Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 

That I am guiltless of your father’s death, 

And am most sensibly in grief for it, 

It shall as level to your judgment ’pear, 

As day does to your eye. 

Danes. {Within.) Let her come in. 

Laer. How now ! what noise is that ? 

Enter Ophelia, fantastically dressed with straws 
and flowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, seven times salt. 
Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye !— v. 

Bv heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight 
Till our scale turn the beam, O rose of May ! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! — 

O heavens ! is’t possible, a young maid’s wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man’s life? 

Nature is fine in love: and, where ’tis fine, 

It sends some precious instance of itself 
A fter the thing it loves. 

Op h. They bore him bar ej ac'd on the bier; 

Hey no nonny , nonny hey nonny : 
And in his grave rain'd many a tear ; — 
Fare you well, my dove 1 [revenge, 

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade 
It could not move thus. 


Oph. You must sing, Down a-down, fin you call 
him a-down a. 0, how the wheel becomes it 1 It 
is the false steward, that stole his master’s daughter. 

Laer . This nothing’s more than matter. 

Oph. There’s rosemary, that’s for remembrance 
pray you, love, remember: and there is pansies, 
that’s tor thoughts. 

Laer . A document in madness; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted.' - vv 

Oph. There’s fennel for you, and columbines 
there’s rue for you ; and here’s some for me : — w« 
may call it, herb of grace o’Sundays : — you ma 
wear your rue with a difference. — There’s a dais 
— I would give you some violets ; but they wither 
all, when my father died : They say, he made 
good end, — 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy, (Sings.) 

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself, 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Oph. And will he not come again ? (Sings . ) 

; And will he not come again ? 

No , no, he is dead, 

Go to thy death-bed. 

He never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow , 

All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone , 

And we cast away moan ; 

God ’ a mercy on his soul ! 

And of all Christian souls! I pray God. God be # 
wi’ you ! < [Exit Ophelia, 

Laer . Do you see this, 0 God ! 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief. 

Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 
And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and me : 

If by direct or by collateral hand 

They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give, 

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 

To-you in satisfaction ; but, if not. 

Be you contont to lend your patience to us. 

And we shall jointly labour with your soul, 

To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral, — 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o’er his bones, 

No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 

Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven to earth. 
That I must call’t in question. 

King. So you shall ; 

And, where the offence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt 

Scene VI. — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Horatio, and a Servant. 

Hor. What are they, that would speak with me? 

Serv. Sailors, sir ; 

They say, they have letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in. 

[Exit Servant 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet 

Enter Sailors. 

1 Sail. God bless yon, sir. 

Hor. Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an’t please him. There’s a 
letter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador 
that was bound for England ; if your name be Ho- 
ratio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. {Reads.) Horatio, token thou shall have 
overlooked this , give these fellows some means to 
the king ; they have letters for him. Ere we were 
two days old at sea , a pirate of very warlike ap- 


pointment gave us chase : Finding ourselves too 
slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour ; and 
in the grapple I boarded them : on the instant, they 
got clear of our ship ; so I alone became their pri- 
soner. They have dealt with me like thieves °f 
mercy ; but^they knew what they did; I am to do 




HAMLET, 


Act IV 


a good turn for them. Let the king have the letters 
I have sent ; and repair thou to me with as much 
haste as thou would st fly death. I have words to 
speak in thine ear , will make thee dumb ; yet are 
they much too light for the bore of the matter. 
These good fellows will bring thee where I am. 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstem hold their course 
for England ; of them I have much to tell thee. 
Farewell. 

He that thou knoivest thine , Hamlet. 
Come, I will give you way for these your letters ; 
And do’t the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him, from whom you brought them. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII.— Another Room in the same. 
Enter King and Laertes. 

King . Now must your conscience my acquit- 
tance seal, 

Aud you must put me in your heart for friend ; 
mL th A ou ha , v . e heard > and with a knowing ear, 

Ihat he, which hath your noble father slain, 

Pursu’d my life. 

W(dl appears But tell me. 
Why you proceeded not against these feats. 

So cnmeful and so capital in nature, 

As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things 
X on mainly were stirr’d up. [else, 

' ,0, for two special reasons : 

* Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew’d. 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his 
mother, 7 

Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself,- 
yVly virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
hhe is so conjunctive to my life and soul, 
that, as the : star moves not but in his sphere, 
l could not but by her. The other motive, 

Whv to a public count I might not go. 

Is the great love the general gender bear him : 

Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 

VV ork like the spring that turneth wood to stone, 

Sr « t° Paces ; so that my arrows, 
l oo slightly timber d for so loud a wind. 

Would have reverted to my bow again. 

And not where I had aim’d them. 

Laer . And so have I a noble father lost : 

A sister dri ven into desperate terms ; 

if praises may So back again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
or her perfections : But my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that ; you must 
not tmnk. 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull, 

SJ* «“ let beard be shook with danger, 

I i„lS mk 14 ? a f, tlme - , Yott ,borU y » h a“ hear more : 
a ?°? r > thei ‘» and we iove ourself: 

Hot no a u;? r &^? eaCh y °“ 40 

Enter a Messenger. 

. . Letters, my lord, from Hamlet * 
Thp 0 your majesty ; this to tiie queen. 

King. From Hamlet 1 Who brought them ? 

Jfew. Sailors, my lord, they say : I saw them not • 

otec,c;s£ l « -«a 
‘StS.ft Tl-iAr- PUZO 5 . ■ 


you stiau know. 1 am 
f\eotaL ?n ^ To-morrow shall 

i jSP io see your kingly eyes : when I shall 

first af king your pardon thereunto recount the 
occasion of my sudden and morfstra^Trldt 

What should this mean? Are all the r£t*£ 

Or is it some abuse, and no such tiling- ? 

Mer. Know you the hand? 

1 . 'Tis H amlet’s r*ha xr~ t.j I 


Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let Imn oasm* 
it warms the very sickness in my heart, * 

i£ at 1 T 8 £ a J l Iive , and teli him to his teeth. 

Thus dMdest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes. 

As how should it be so? how otherwise ?— 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my lord; 

So you will not oer-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now t* 
turn’d,— 

As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
JNo more to undertake it, — I will work him 
Io an exploit, now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he shall not choose but fall ; 

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe: 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice. 
And call it, accident. * 

T litXL *r 1 wdI be rul’d, 

l*he rather, if you could devise it so, 

l hat I might be the organ. 

x r . It falls right 
You have been talked of since your travel much. 

And thatm Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality 

t+aTs the 7 y°, u shbIe •* your sum of parts 
iJ!d not together pluck such envy from him. 

As did that one ; and that, in my regard. 

Of the unworthiest siege. 

a . What part is that, my lord ? 

King. A. very ribband in the cap of youth, 

A. e t needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
1 he light and careless livery that it wears, 

1 hanjsettled age i bis sables, and his weeds. 
Importing # health and graveness.— Two months 
since, 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy.— 
a 71 Seen myse !f> and serv ’ d against, the French, 
i 6 L °! horseba <* : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in t; he grew unto his seat : 

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse, 
w-!l e ,u ad u been “corps’d- and demi-natur’d 

S.tt «r ^ught. 


mV -TV • 7- bu xar ne topp’d : 

that I, id forgery of shapes and tricks. 

Come short of what he did. 

King. A Norman. A Nornum, 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamord, 

Laer. I know him well : he is^VbrachTin. 
And gem of all the nation. Seed. 

King. He made confession of you : 

And gave you such a masterly report, 

[ for art and exercise in your defence. 

Ana for your rapier most especial, 

I hat he cried out, ’twould be a sight indeed. 

If one could match you: the scrimers of theii 

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eve 
If you opnos’d them : Sir, this Report ofhiT’ 

Did Hamlet so envenom with 


A Norman, waa’t? 


Andy ui a postscript 
Caa you advise me? 


is H amlet’s character. Naked — 
'e ? bere ’ be 8a y 8 » ctljjnet 


Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy, 

That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 

Nr.ouUfthh,?- 80 ’"’ t ° play Wi4hy0u - 

King. Laertes, was youTfatherdeirto' ’, 00 ?°^ ? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow 1 
A face without a heart? 7 

-vr f . r ... , Wb y ask you this? 

K 9 ‘ Sher hat 1 ^ y ° U did n0t love yo “ 

But that 1 know, love is begun by time : 

And that I see, in passages of proof, 

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it 
fe 1 3 P. thl ° thd very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it: 

And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 
for goodness, growing to a pleurisy. 

We to t mach: ^ hat we would do. 

We should do when we would; for this would 





Act V. Scene 1. 


PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


And hath a atements and delays as many, • 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 

And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh, 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o’the ulcer: 
Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake. 
To shew yourself indeed your fathers' son 
More than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’the church. 

King . No place, iudeed, should murder sanc- 
tuarize ; 

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber : 
Hamlet, return’d, shall know you are come home : 
We’li put on those shall praise your excellence. 

And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, to- 
gether. 

And wager o’er your heads : he, being remiss. 

Most generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruse the foils; so that, with ease. 

Or with a little shufflingy you may choose 
A sword imbated, and, in a pass of practice. 

Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do’t: 

And, for the purpose. I’ll anoint my sword. 

I bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it. 

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death. 
That is but scratch’d withal : I’ll touch’ my point 
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly. 

It may be death. 

King ... Let’s further think of this ; 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means. 
May fit us to our shape : if this should tail, 

Ana that bur drift look through our bad performance., 
’Twere better not assay’d ; therefore this project. 
Should have a back, of second, that might hold, 

I f this should blast in proof. Soft let me see 
We’ll make a solemn wager on your cunnings, — 

I ha’t : 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, 

(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 

And that he calls for drink. I’ll have preferr’d him 
A chalice for the nonce; whereon but sipping. 

If he by chance escape your venom’d stuck, 

Our purpose may hold, there. But stay, what noise ? 

Enter Queen, 

How now, sweet queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another’s heel, 
So fast they follow Y our sister’s drown’d, Laertes. 
Laer. Drown’d 1 O where ? 

Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook. 
That shews his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow* flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples. 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name. 

But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call them : 
There" on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 

When down her weedy trophies, and herself, 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide; 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up : 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old times : 

As one incapable of her own distress. 

Or like a creature native and indu’d 
Unto that element : but long it could not be, 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer, Alas then, she is drown’d ? 

Queen . Drown’d, drown’d. 

LaerJToo much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : Bat yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 

Let shame say what it will : when these are gone. 
The woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord ! 

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze. 


! But that this folly drowns it. [Exit 

King. Let's follow, Gertmde ; 

How much I had to do to calm his rage I 
Now fear I, this wjll give it start again ; 

| Therefore, let’s follow. [Exeunt 


Scene I.— A Churchyard. 

Enter Two Clowns , with spades, §*c. 

^ Is she to be buried in Christian burial, that 
wilfully seeks her own salvation? 

2 Clo . I tell thee, she is ; therefore make her 
grave, straight : the crowner hath set on her, and 
finds it Christian burial. 

1 Clo. How can that be, unless sbe drowned her- 
self in her own defence ? 

*2 Clo. Why, ’tis found so. 

1 Clo. It must be segffendendo; it cannot be else. 
For here lies the point: If I drown myself wit- 
bngly, it argues an act: and an act hath three 
branches ; it is, to act, to do, and to perform : Argal, 
she drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Clo . Nay, but hear you, goodman delver 

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water ; good: 
here stands the man ; good : If the man go to the 
water, and drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he 
goes ; mark you that : but if the water come to him, 
and drown him, he drowns not himself : Argal, he, 
that is not guilty of his own death, shortens not his 
own life. 

2 Clo. But is this law? 

1 Clo. Ay, marry is’t; crowner’s-quest law. 

2 Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on’t ? If this had not 
been gentlewoman, she should have been buried out 
of Christian burial. 

. 1 Clo. Why, there thon say’st : and the more 
pity, that great folks shall have countenance in tbit 
world to drown or hang themselves, more than their 
even Christian. Come, my spade. There is no an- 
cient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave- 
makers ; they hold up Adam’s profession. 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman ? 

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo . Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost thou un- 
derstand the scripture? The scripture says, Adam 
digged : Could he dig without arms? I’ll put another 
question to thee : if thou answerest me not to the pur- 
pose, confess thyself— 

2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than either 
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter ? 

2 Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives 
a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith; the 
gallows does well : But how does it well? it does 
well to those that do ill: now than dost ill, to say, the 
gallows is built stronger than the church: argal, the 
gallows may do well to thee. To’t again ; come. 

2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship 
wright, or a carpenter ? 

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. . 

2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Clo. To’t. 

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance 

1 Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for your 
dull ass will not mend his pace with beating : and 
when you are asked this question next, say, a grave- 
maker ; the houses that he makes, last till doomsday. 
Go, get thee to Y aughan, and fetch me a stoup o 
liquor. { Exit 2 Clown. 

(1 Clown digs , and sings.) 

In youth , when I did love, did Love, 

Met bought, it teas very sweet , 

To contract , 0, the time, for, ah, my behove, 
0 methought, there tv as nothing meet. 



HAMLET, 


Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? 
he sings at grave-making. 

Hor. Custom hath made fit in him a property of 
easiness. 

Ham. ’Tis e’en so : the hand of little employment 
hath the daintier sense. 

1 Clo , But age, with his stealing steps , {Sings.) 
Hath claw'd me in his clutch , 

And hath skipped me into the land. 

As if I had never been such . 

(! Throws up a skull.) 
Haiti* That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing 
once : How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it 
were Cain’s jaw-bone, that did the first murder! 
This might be the pate of a politician, which this ass 
now o’er-reaches; one that would circumvent God, 
might it not? 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham . Or of a courtier; which could say, Good- 
morroio, sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord ? 
This might be my lord such-a-one, that praised my 
lord such-a-one’s horse, when he meant to beg if; 
might it not? 

Hor, Ay*, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e’en so : and now my lady Worm’s ; 
chapless, and knocked about the mazzard with a 
sexton’s spade : Here’s fine revolution, and we had 
the trick to see’t. Did these bones cost no more the 
breeding, but to play at loggats with them ? mine 
ache to think on’t. 

1 Clo. A pick-axe , and a spade, a spade , {Sings.) 
For— and a shrouding §heet ; 

0, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet* 

[Throws up a skull.) 
Ham. There’s another : Why may not that be the 
skull of a'lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his 
quillets, his cases, his tenures, and nis tricks? why 
does he suffer this rude knave now to knock him 
about the sconce with a dirty shovel, and will not tell 
him of his action of battery? Humph! This fellow 
might be in’s time a great buyer of land, with his 
statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his double vou- 
chers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of his fines, 
and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine 
pate full of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no 
more of his purchases, and double^ ones too, than the 
length and breadth of a pair of indentures ? The 
v$ry conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in this 
box ; and must the inheritor himself have no more ? 
ha? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins? 
Hor. Ay, my lord, and calves-skins too. 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek out 
assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow: — 
Whose grave’s this, sirrah ? 

1 Clo. Mine, sir. — 

0, a pit of clay for to be made [Sings.) 

For such a guest is meet. 

Ham . I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou best in’t. 

X Clo. You lie out on’t, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours : for my part, I do laot lie in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t, and say it is 
nine: ’tis for the dead, and not for the quick; there- 
fore thou best 

1 Clo. ’Tis a quick lie, sir ; ’twill away again, from 
me o you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 

1 Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham . What woman, then ? 

I Clo . For none, neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t ? 

1 Clo. One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her 
soul , she’s dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak 
by the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the 
lord, Horatm, these three years I have taken note of 
it ; the age. is grown so picked, that the toe of the 
peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier* he 


galls his kibe. — How long hast thou been agrare- 
maker ? 

1 Clo. Of all the days i’the year, I came to’t that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 
Ham. How long’s that since ? 

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
born ; he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England f 
' 1 Clo . Why, because he was mad : he shall recover 
his wits there ; or, if he do not, ’tis no great matte i 
there. 

Ham. Why? 

1 Clo. ’Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

1 Clo. ’Faith, e’en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo* Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sexton 
here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’the earth ere he 
rot? 

1 Clo. ’Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, (as 
we have many pocky corses now-a days, that will 
scarce hold the laying in,) he will last you some 
eight year, or nine year : a tanner wall last you nine 
year. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

1 Clo, Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; and 
your water is a sore decayer of yoijr whoreson dead 
body, Here’s a skull now hath lam you i’the earth 
three-and-twenty years. 

I Ham. Whose was it ? 

■ 1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it was; Whose 
do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! he 
poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This 
same skull, sir, was Yorick’s skull, the king’s jester. 
Ham. This? [Takes the skull) 

1 Clo. E’en that. 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick! — I knew him, Horatio; 
a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: he 
hath t>orne me on his back a thousand times ! and 
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ! nly gorge 
rises at it. . Here hung those lips, that I have kissed 
I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now ? 
your gambols ? your songs ? your flashes of merri- 
ment, that were wtrnt to set the table on a roar ? 
Not one now, to mock your own grinning ? quite 
chap-fallen? Now get you to my lady’s chamber, 
and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour 
she must come; make her laugh at that.-— Pr’y thee, 
Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What’s that, my lord ? 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o’thin 
fashion i’the earth ? 

Hor. E’en so 

Ham. And smelt so ? pah ! 

[Throws down the skull.) 

Hor . E’en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio ? 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of 
Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung- hole? 

Hor. ’Twere to consider too curiously, to consider 
■ so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither 
with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it: As 
thus; Alexander died, Alexander was buried, 
Alexander returneth to dust; the dust is earth; of 
earth we make loam : -And why of that loam, whereto 
he was converted, might they not stop a beer- 
barrel ? 

Imperious Caesar, dead, and turn’d to clay. 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 

O, that the earth, which kept the world iu awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the .winter’s flaw! 
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But soft! bat soft! aside I— Here comes the king. 

Enter Priests , §fc. in procession; the Corpse of 
Ophelia ; Laertes, and Mourners, following ,* 
King , Queen , their Trains, gfc. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow ? 
And with such maimed rites ! This doth betoken, 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own life. ’Twas of some estate. 

Couch we awhile, and mark. 

{Retiring with Horatio) 
Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Ham . That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

] Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg’d 
As we have warranty: Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o’ersways the order, 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodg’d 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers. 

Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown cm her: 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants, 

Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

1 Priest. No more be done! 

We should profane the service of the dead. 

To sing a requiem , and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer. JLay her i’the earth 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh, 

May violets spring ! — I tell thee, churlish priest, 

A minister’ing angel shall ray sister he, 

When thou liest howling. 

Ham . What, the fair Ophelia I 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell ! 

[Scattering flowers) 
l hop’d thou should’st have been my Hamlet’s wife ; 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet maid, 
And not have strew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble woe • 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Depriv’d thee of! — Hold off the earth a while. 

Till 1 have caught her once more in mine arms: 

{Leaps into the grave) 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead ; 

Till ot this flat a mountain you have made. 

To o’ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. ^ 

Ham. (Advancing) What is he, whose grief 
Hears such an emphasis? whose’ phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wander’ing stars, and makes them 
stand 

Like wonder- wounded hearers ? this is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. (Leaps into the grave) 

Laer . The devil take thy soul ! 

(Grappling with him) 
Ham. Thou pray’st not well. 

I pr ythee, fake thy fingers from my throat ; 

For, though ! am not splenetive and rash, 

Y et have I in me something dangerous, 

Which let thy wisdom fear: Hold off* thy hand. 
King. Pluck them asunder. 

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

All. Gentlemen, — 

Hor. Good my lord, be quiet. 

(The Attendants joart them , and they come 
out oj the grave.) 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen. O, my son ! what theme : 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 

Make up my sutn. — What wilt thou do for her ? 
King. 0. he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. ’Zounds, siiew me what thou’lt do: 

Woul’t weep? woul't fight? woul’t fast? woul't tear 
thyself? 




| YVonl’t drink np Esil ? eat a crocodile ? 

' I’ll do’t.— .Dost thou come here to whine? 

To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will I: 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them thr 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground, 

Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 

Make Ossa like a wart! Nay, an thou’lt mouth. 
I’ll rant as well as thou. 

Queen. # This is mere madness 

And thus a while the fit will work on him : 

Anon, as patient as the female dove, 

When that her golden couplets are disclos’d. 

His silence will sit drooping. 

Ha?n. Hear you, sir, 

What is the reason that you use me thus ? 

I lov’d you ever : But it is no matter ; 

Let Hercules himself do what he may. 

The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit 
King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.-- 
[Exit Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our last night’s speech ; 

(To Laertes.) 

We’ll put the matter to the present push. — 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over vour son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument: 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see : 

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt 

Scene II. — A Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So mcfch for this, sir: now shall you see the 
other;— 

Yo do remember all the circumstance? 

Hor. Remember it, my lord ! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me sleep : me thought, I lay 
Worse than the routines in the bilboes. Rashly, 
And prais’d be rashness for it.— Let us know 
Our iudiscretion sometimes serves us well, • 
When our deep plots do pall ; and that should teach 
us. 

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends. 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor . * That is most certain* 

Ham. Up from my cabin, 

My sea-gown scarf d about me, in the dark 
Grop’d I to find out them : had my desire ; 

I Finger’d their packet; and, in fine, withdrew 
! To mine own room again : making so bold. 

My fears forgetting manners, to unsehl 

Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio, 

A royal knavery ; an exact command, — 

Larded with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s too. 
With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life.— 

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated. 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 

My head should be struck off. 

Hor. ■ Is’t possible? 

j Ham. Here’s the commission; read it at mort 
leisure. 

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Hor. Ay, ’beseech you. 

Ham. Joeing thus benetted round with villanie*, 
Or I could make a prologue to my brains, 

They had begun the play I sat me down ; 

Devis’d a new commission ; wrote it fair : 

I once did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning: but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman’s service : Wilt thou know 
The effect* of what I wrote ? 

Hor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king,— 
As England was his faithful tributary ; 

As love between them like the palm might flourish. 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear, 
Ana stand a comma ’tween their amities: 
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And many such like as’s of great charge,— 

That, on the view and knowing of these contents, 
Without debaternent further, more, or less, 

He should the bearers put to sudden death. 

Not shriving-time allow’d. 

Hor. How was this seal’d ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 

I had my father’s signet in my purse, 

Which was the model of that Danish seal : 

Folded the writ up in form of the other; 

Subscrib’d it ; gave’t the impression ; plac’d it 
safely, 

The changeling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight : and what to this was sequent 
Thou know’st already. 

Hor. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to’t. 
Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment; 

They are not near my. conscience ; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow : 

’Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hor, Why, what a king is this l 

Ha?n. Does it not, think thee, stand me no 


upon ? |tner ; 

He, that hath kill’d my king, and whor’d my mo- 
Popp’d in between the election and my hopes ; 

* Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 

And with .*|ich cozenage; is’t not perfect conscience, 
To quit him with this arm? and is’t not to be damn’d. 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil ? * 

Hor v It must be shortly known to him from 
.England, 

What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine ; 

And a man’s life’s no more than to say, one. 

But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 

For by the image of my cause, I see 

The portraiture of his: I’ll count his favours: 

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor, Peace; who comes here ? 

Enter Osric. 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Denmark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.— Dost know tin's 
water-fly ? 

Hor. *No, my good lord. 

'Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; for’tis a 
vice to know him : He hath much land, and fertile ; 
let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand 
at the kings mess: »Tis a chough; but, as I sav. 
spacious m the possession of dirt. 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were of leisure, 

1 should impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Ham 1 will receive it, sir, with all diligence of 
spirit; Your bonnet to his right use; ’tis for the 
head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, ’tis very hot. 

. Ha ™‘ bel *eve me, ’tis very cold; the wind 
is northerly. 1 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very sultry and 
hot; or my complexion— 

0»r. Exceedingly, my lord; it is very sultry — 
•s twere - 1 cannot tell how.-JVIy lord, his ma- 
jesty bade me signify to yon, that he has laid a 
great wager on your head : Sir, this is the matter,— 
Ham. i beseech you, remember — 

* ^ V7 ( Hamlet moves him to put on his hat.) 

c good n *y ! ar(3 » f° r «>y ease, in good 

faith. Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes: 
believe me 3 an absolute gentleman, full of most ex- 
cellent dmerences, of very soft society, and great 
she wing; ^ndee d , to spe a k feelingly of him. he is 
me card on calendar ot gentry, for you shall find 


[ther; 



in him the continent of what part a gentleman 
would see. 

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in 
you though, I know, to divide him ifiventoiiallv. 
would dizzy the arithmetic of memory; and yet but 
raw neither, fti respect of his quick sail. But, in the 
verity of extolment, I take him to be a soul of great 
article ; and his infusion of such dearth and rareness 
as, to make true diction of him, his semblable is hi i 
mirror; and, who else would trace him, his umbrage, 
nothing more. 6 * 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of hax 
Ham. lho concernancy, sir? why do we wrap 
tne gentleman m our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir ? 

Hor. Is’t not possible to understand in another 
tongue? You will do’t, sir, really 
Ham. What imports the nomination of this gen- 
Osr. Of Laertes ? [Ilemau? 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all his golden 
words are spent. 

Ham. Oi him, sir. 

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant— 

Ham. I would you did, sir; yet, in faith, if yon 
did, it would not much approve me ; — -Well, o*r. 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should com- 
pare with him in excellence ; but, to know a man 
well, were to know himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the im- 

pu l a « 10n * ai< * on by them, in his meed he’s 
onfellowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Of r ’ Napier and dagger. 

"^•That’s two of his weapons: but, well. 

Ors. I he king, sir, hath wagered with him six 
Barbary horses : againgt the which he has impawned, 
as 1 take it, six French rapfers and poniards, with 
their assigns, as girdle, hangers, ana so: Three of 
the carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very 
responsive to the hilts, most delicate carriages, and 
of very liberal conceit. 

Ham.Wh<\t call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew, you must be edified by the margent, 
ere you had done. J h ’ 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

I Ham. I he phrase would he more german to the 
matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides; I 
would, it might be hangers till then. But, on; Six 
| Barbary horses against six French swords, their 
; three liberal-conceited carriages ; that’s 

| the French bet against the Danish : Why is this im- 
pawned, as you call it ? 

I Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex- 
| c f p u you three hits : he hath laid, on twelve for 
nine: and it would come to immediate trial, if your 

lordship would vouchsafe die answer. 

Ham. How, if I answer, no ? 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your 
person in trial. J 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : If it 
please his majesty, it is the breathing time of day 
with me: let the foils be brought, die gentleman 
tbe king hold his purpose. I will win 

8hal n ‘",\nd ”e ; ofd n &. " iilgai “ but 

Osr. Shall I deliver you so? 
nariire^wili 0 e ^ €tl sirj after wbat flou Hsh your 
1 Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. fExik 
i Ham. Yours, yours. — He does well, to commend 
u unuself: there are no tongues else for’s turn. 

his head * apw,ng runs awa y witb the shell on 
How. He did comply with his dug, before he 

sanif^h ^ A TrY** iie i and man y more the 

sa me breed, that, I know, the drossy age dotes on,} 
on y got the tune of the time, and outward habit of 
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encounter ; a kind of yesty collection, which carries 
them through and through the most fond and win- 
nowed opinions; and do but blow them to their 
trial, the babbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to 
you by young Osric, who brings back to him, that 
vou attend him in the hall : : He sends to know, I 
our pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you 

ill take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they follow the 
king’s pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready ; 
now, or whensoever, provided I be so able as now. 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming 

Ham. In happy time. [down. 

Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord. 

Hor. Y ou will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou would’st not think, how 
ill all’s here about my heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham. It is but foolery.; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

iaTor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it: I 
will forestal their repair hither, land say, you are 
not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury; there is a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be 
now, ’tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it will be 
now; if it be not now, yet it will come: the readi- 
ness is all: Siuee no man, of aught he leaves, 
knows, what is’t to leave betimes ? Let be. 

Enter King , Queen , Laertes, Lords , Osric, and 
Attendants , with foils, &c. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 

{The King puts the hand of Laertes into 
that of Hamlet. 

Ham. Give me your pardon, sir: I have done 
you wrong; 

But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence knows, and you must needs have 
heard. 

How I am punish’d with a sore distraction. 

What I have done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? Never, Hamlet: 
If Hamlet from himself be ta’enaway. 

And, when he’s not himself, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who does it then? His madness: If’t he so, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong’d ; 

His madness is poor Hamlet’s enemy. 

Sir, in this audience, 

Let ray disclaiming from a purpos’d evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts. 

That I have shot my arrow o’er the house, 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. # v I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but, in my terms of honour, 
l stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement. 

Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 

I have a voice and precedent of peace, 

To keep my name ungor’d : But till that time, 

I do receive your offer’d love like love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother’s wager frankly play. — 

Give us the foils ; come on, 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I’ll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your skill shall, like a star in the darkest night, 
Stick fiery oft' indeed. 

Laer. You mock me, sir. 


Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric. — Cousin 
Hamlet, 

You know the wager? 

Ham. Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o’the weaker side. 

King. I do not fear it: I have seen you both:—* 
But since he’s better’d, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham . This likes me well: These foils have all a 
length ? [They prepare to play.) 

Osr. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that ta- 
ble ; — 

Tf Hamlet give the first or second hit, 

Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 

1 he king shall drink to Hamlet’s better breath; 

And in the cup an union shall he throw. 

Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark’s crown have worn : Give me the cups: 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 

1 he trumpet to the cannoneer without. 

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet. — Come, begin;** 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, sir, 

Laer. Come, my lord, {They play.) 

Ham. * One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgment 

Osr. A hit. a very palpable hit. 

Laer. ) ; Well,— again. 

King. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is 
thine ; 

Here’s to thy health.-— Give him the cup. 

( Trumpets sound ; and cannon shot off' within.) 
Ham. i’ll play this bout first, set it bv awhile. 
Come. — Another hit ; What say you ? ( They play.) 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do - confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He’s fat, and scant of breath.— 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows ; 

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good madam,— 

King. . Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. 1 will, my lord I pray you, pardon me. 
King. It is the poison’d cup‘; it is too late. 

{Aside.) 

Ham. I dare not driuk yet, madam; by and by. 
Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My lord. I’ll hit him now. 

King . I do not think it 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience. 

Ham . Come, for the third, Laertes : l Fou do but 
dally; 

I pray you, pass with your best violence 
I am afeard, you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Sav you so? come on. (They ptay.) 

Osr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. 

{Laertes wounds Hamlet ; then , in scuf- 
fing, they change rapiers , and Hamlet 
wounds Laertes.) 

King . Part them, they are racens’d. 

Ham. Nay, come again. {The Queen falls.) 

Osr. Look to the queen there, hoi 

Hor. They bleed on both sides :■ — How is it, my 
lord? 

Os?. How is’t, Laertes? * 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe 
Osric; : ^ ' 

I am justly kill’d with mine own treachery 
Ham. How does the queen? 

King. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,— 0 my dear 
Hamlet !- 

The drink, the drink ; — T am poison’d 1 (Hies.) 
Ham. 0 villany 1— Ho! let the door be lock’d: 
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Treachery ! seek it out. { haertes jaus,) 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
la thee there is not half an hour’s life ; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

(Jnbated, and envenom’d: the foul practice 
Hath turn’d itself on me ; lo, here I lie, 

Never to rise again. Thy mother’s poison’d ; 
can no more; the king, the king’s to blame. 

Ham. The point 

Envenom’d too !— Then, venom to thy work. 

(Stabs the King*) 
Osr. §f Lords. Treason, treason ! 

King. 0, yet defend me, friends,. I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murd’rous, damned 
Dane, 

Drink off this potion Is the union here ? 

Follow my mother. ^ ^ (King dies*) 

Laer. He is justly serv’d ; 

It is a poison temper’d by himself. — 

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father’s death come not upon thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! ^ (Dies.) 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee. 
I am dead , Horatio : — Wretched queen, adieu *. — 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes or audience to this act, 


(Laertes falls.) 


Thou liv’st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hor. *• ^ Never believe it; 

l am more an antique Roman than a Dane. 

Here's yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou’rt a man,— 

Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven I’ll have it.— 

0 God ! — Horatio, what a wounded name, 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me ? 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 

Absent thee from felicity awhile. 

find in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain. 

To tell my story.— 

{March afar off, and shot within.) 
What warlike noise is this ? 

Osr . Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from 
Poland, 

To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. 0, I die, Horatio; 

The potent poison quite o’er-crows my spirit ; 

1 cannot live to hear the news from England : 

But I do prophesy, the election lights 

On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice ; 

So tell him, with the concurrents, more or less. 
Which have solicited,— The rest is silence. ( 

Hor, Now heart; — Good night, 


And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest! 

Why does the drum come hither? (March within} 

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors^ 
and others. 

Fort . Where is this sight? 

Hor. What is it, you would see ? 

I f aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 

FoU. This quarry cries on havoc? — O proud 
death ! 

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 

That thou so many princes, at a shot. 

So bloodily hast struck ? 

1 Amb. The sight is dismal ; 

And our affairs from England come too late : 

The ears are senseless, that should give us hearing, 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfill’d, 

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstem are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it the ability of life to thank you ; 

Hemever gave commandment for their death. 

You from the” Pollack wars j and you ?rom England, 
Are here arriv’d : give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 

And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world, 

How these things come about : So shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 

Of accidental judgments, . casual slaughters ; 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc’d cause ; 

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on the inventors’ heads : all this can t 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it. 

And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ; 

I hare some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak. 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw On more. 
But let this same be presently perform’d. 

Even while men’s minds are wild; lest more mis- 
chance. 

On plots, and errors, happen. 

Fort. f * Let four captains 
Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

To have prov’d most royally : and, for his passage, 
The soldier’s music, and the rites of war, 

Speak loudly tor him. — 

Take up the bodies:— Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shews much amiss. 

Go, bid the soldievs shoot. (J. dead march) 

[Exeunt, hearing the dead bodies ; afttf 
whieh t apsal ordnance is shot 
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OTHELLO, MOOR OF VENICE. 


The beauties of tins play impress themselves so strongly upon the attention reader, that they can dun* 

no aid from critical illustration. The fiery openness of Othello, magnanimous, artless, and credulous, boundless in his 
confidence, ardent m his aliection, inflexible in his resolution, and obdurate in his revenge ; the cool malignity of 
lago, silent in Ins resentment, subtle in his designs, and studious at once of his interest and his vengeance; the 
soft simplicity of pesdemona, confident of merit, and conscious of innocence, her artless perseverance in her suit, 
and her slowness to suspect that she can be suspected, are such proofs of Shakspeare’s skill in human nature, as, 
I . suppose, it is vain to^seek m any modern writer. The gradual progress which Iago makes in the Moor’s con* 
viction, and the circumstances Which he employs to inflame him, are so artfully natural, that, though it will, perhaps, 
tot be said of. him as he says of himself, that lie is a man not easily jealous, yet we cannot but pity him, when 
It last we find him perplexed in the extreme. 

is Riincr^r liacf wiolrcilnaso nAniAin^ i > -i 1 it. a »J 


n.ven uie inrenor cnaracters oi tins play would be very conspicuous in any other piece, not only for their justness, 
but . their strength. Cassio is brave, benevolent, and honest, ruined only by his want of stubbornness to resist an 
insidious invitation. Rouerigo’s suspicious credulity, and impatient submission to the cheats which he sees practised 
upon him, and which, by persuasion, be sutlers to be repeated, exhibit a strong picture of a weak mind betrayed, 
by unlawful desires, to a false friend; and the virtue of Emilia is such as we often find, worn loosely, but not cast 
cfl; easy to commit small crimes, but quickened and alarmed at atrocious villanies. 

The scenes, from the beginning to the end, are busy, varied by happy interchanges, and regularly promoting the pro- 
gression of the story; and the narrative in the end, though it tells but what is known already, yet is necessary to 
produce the death of Othello. 

Had the scene opened in Cyprus, and the preceding incidents been occasionally related, there had been little 
wanting to a drama of the most exact and scrupulous regularity. Johnson. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED . 


DUKE OF VENICE. 

BRABANTIO, a Senator ; 

Two other" Senators. 

GRATIANO, Brother to Brabantio. 
LODOVICO, Kinsman to Brabantio. 
OTHELLO, the Moor. 

CASSIO, Ms Lieutenant. 

[AGO, his Ancient. 

RODERIGO, a Venetian Gentleman. 


MONTANO, Othello's Predecessor in the Government of 
Cyprus. 

Clown, Servant to Othello, —Herald. 

DESDEMONA, Daughter to Brabantio, and Wife $* 
Othello. 

J EMILIA, Wife to Iago 
BIANCA, a Courtezan, Mistress to Cassio 
Officers, Gentlemen , Messengers, Musicians, Sailor*, 
1 Attendants , etc. 


Scene, for the First Act . in Venice ; during the rest of the Play, at a Sea-port in Cyprus . 


Scene I. — Venice. A Street. 

Enter Roderick) and Iago. 

Rod. Tush, never tell me, t take it much unkindly, 
That thou, Iago, — who hast had my purse. 

As if the strings were thine,— -should’st know of this. 

Iago. ’Sblood, but you will not hear me : — 

If ever I did dream of such a matter, 

Abhor me. # Jhate. 

Rod. Thou told’st me, thou didst hold him in thy 
Iago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones 
of the city, 

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 

Oft capp’d to him and, by the faith of man, 
l know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 

Evades thnrn, with a hombast circumstance. 

Horribly bluff’d with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; /or, certes , says he, 

I have already chose my officer. 

And what was he ? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician. 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife ; 

That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division oi a battle knows 

More than a spinster; unless the bookish theoric. 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 

As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice, 

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 

Anti I, — of whom his eyes had seen the proof, 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds, 
Christian and heathen, — must be be-lee’d and calm’d 
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster ; 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I, (God bless the mark!) his Moorship’s 
ancient. 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his 
hangman. [service ; 

logo* But there’s no remedy ; ’tis the curse of 


Preferment goes by letter, and affection. 

Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge your&I£ 
Whether I in any just term am aflhfd 
To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then* 

Iago. 0 , sir, content you ; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 

Wears out nis time, much like his master’s ass. 

For nought but provender; and, when he’s old, 
cashier’d; 

Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are. 
Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty. 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shews of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, w^en they have lin’d 
their coats, [soul; 

Do themselves homage: these fellows have some 
And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not oe Iago : 

In following him, I follow but myself ; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for ray peculiar end : 

For when ray outward action doth demonstrati 
The native act and figure of my heart 
Tn compliment extern, *tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at ; I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lip* owe 
If he can carry’t thus ! 

Iago. Call up her father • 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; mcense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy* 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on’t, 


OTHELLO, 


Act I 


As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father’s house ; I’ll call aloud. 
lago . Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire 
yell, 

As when ? by night and. negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. # [ho 1 

Rod. Wnat, ho I Brabantio ! signior Brabantio, 
lago* Awake ! what, ho! Brabantio! thieves! 
thieves ! thieves ! 

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags ! 
Thieves! thieves! 

Brabantio, above, at a window. 

Era. What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lago. Are your doors lock’d ? 

Bra* Why ? wherefore ask you this? 

lago* ’Zounds, sir, you are robb’d; for shame, 
put on your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise 
Awake the snorting, citizens with the bell, 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 
Arise, I say. 

Bra. What,, have you lost your wits ? 

Mod, Most reverend signior, do you know my 
voice? 

Bra. Not I ; What are you ? 

Rod. My name is— Roderigo. 

Bra. The worse welcome ; 

I have charg’d thee not to haunt about my doors : 

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say, 

My daughter is not for thee ,* and now, in madness, 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir. — 

Bra. . But thou must needs be sure. 

My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What telPst thou me of robbing ? this is 
Venice; 

My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come*to you. 

lago. ’Zounds, sir, you are one of those, that 
will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because 
we come to do you service, you think we are ruf- 
fians : You’ll have your daughter covered with a 
Barbary horse; you’ll have your nephews neigh to 
you; you’ll have coursers for cousins, and gennets 
for gcrmans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 
lago. T am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the^Moor are now making the beast 
with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

faff 0 * You are — a senator. 

Bra. inis thou shalt answer; I know thee, Ro- 
derigo. [y OU# 

-R°d' Sir, I will answer any thing. But I beseech 
Ift be your pleasure, and most wise consent 
» As partly, 1 find, it is,) that yonr fair daughter, 

At this odd-even and dull watch o’the night, 
Transported — with no worse nor better guard. 

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,— 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 

{fthis be known to you, and yonr allowance, . 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me, 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 
lliat, from the sense of all civility, 

P la y ant * trifle with your reverence : 
xtiiur daughter,— if you have not given her leave,— 

1 say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 
lying uer duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

*o an extravagant and wheeling stranger, 1 


Of here and 'every where : Straight satisfy yourself: 
If she be in her chamber, or your house, ’ 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho 

Give me.a taper call up all my people : — 

This accident is not unlike my dream, 

Belief of it oppresses me already 
Light, I say! light! [Exit from abovi 

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as, if I stay, I shall,) 

Against the .Moor : For, I do know, the state, — 
However this may gall him with some check, — 
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he’s embark’d 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus’ wars, 

(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls. 

Another of his fathom they have not. 

To lead their business : in which regard. 

Though I do hate him a« I do hell-pains. 

Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must shew out a flag and sign of love, 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 
find him, 

Lead to the Sagittary the rais’d search ; 

And there will I be with him. So, fare well. [Exit. 

Enter , below , Brabantto, and Servants , with 
torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is; 

And what’s to come of my despised time. 

Is nought but bitterness. — No\y, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her ? — 0, unhappy girl !— 
With the Moor, say’st thou?— Who would be a 
father ? [ me 

How didst thou know ’twas she ? — 0, thou deceiv’st 
Past thought !— What said she to you ?— Get more 
tapers; [you? 

Raise all my kindred — Are they married, think 
Rod. Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra. O heaven ! — How got she out? — 0 treason 
of the blood ! — 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ minds 
By what you see them act.— Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing? 

Rod* ^ i, Yes, 8 * r; * have Indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother.— O, that you had had 
her! — 

Some one way, some another.— Do you know 
Where we mav apprehend her and the Moor? 

Rod. I think, I can discover him ; if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray yon, lead, on. At every house I’ll call i 
1 may command at most Get weapons, ho ! 

And raise some special officers of night.— 

On, good Roderigo ; — I’ll deserve your pains. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IL— The same* Another Street . 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants . 
Japo. Though in the trade of war I have slain mem 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o’the conscience, 

To do no contriv’d murder; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under the ribs 
Oth. ’Tis better as it is. 
lago. Nav, but he prated* 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your hononr. 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir. 

Are you fast married ? for, be sure of this,— 

That the magnifico is much beloved ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke’s; he will divorce yon; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The daw (with all his might, to enforce it on,) 

Will give him cable. 
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THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


Otn. Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory, 

Shall out-longue his complaints. ’Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 

I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May sffcak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach’d : For know, Iago, 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

1 would not my unhoused free Condition 
Put into circumscription and coniine 
For the sea’s worth. Bn look ! what lights come 
yonder ? 

Enter Cassio, at a distance , and certain Officers 
with torches. 

Iago. These are the raised father, and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

Oth, ( Not I : I must be found ; 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul, 

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they? 

Iago, By Janus, I think no. , 

Oth. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends I 
What is the news? 

Cas. 4 The duke does greet you, general ; 
And he requires your haste*post-haste appearance, 
Even on the instant. 

Oth. What is the matter, think you? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
ft is a business of some heat : the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another’s heels; 

And many of the consuls, rais’d, and met. 

Are at the duke's already : You have been hotly 
call’d for; 

When, bring not at your lodging to be found, 

The senate hath sent about three several quests, 

To search you out. 

Oth ’Tis. well lam found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 

And go with you. [Exit. 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

Iago. ’Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land 
carack ; 

If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

Ia ( jo. He’s married. 

Cas. To who? 

Re-enter Othello. 

Iago. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go? 
Oth, Have with you. 

Cas. Here conies another troop to seek for you. 

flnter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of 
night , with torches and weapons. 

Iago. It is Brabantio : — General, be advis’d : 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla ! stand there ! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

( They draw on both sides.) 
Iago You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you. 
Oth. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew 
will rust them. — 

Good signior, you shall more command with years, 
Thau with your weapons. 

Bra. 0 thou foul thief, where hast thou stow’d 
my daughter? 

Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 

For I’ll refer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound, 

Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and happy ; 

So opposite to marriage, that she shunn’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 

Would ever have, to iucur a general mock, 

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom . 

Of such a thing as thou : to fear, not to delight. 
Judge mo the world, if ’tis not gross in sense, 


That thou hast practis’d on her with foul charms ; 
Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs or mineral^ 
That waken motion : — I'll have it disputed on ; 

’Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee. 

For an abuser of the "world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibitedand out of warrant : — 

Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist. 

Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. ' Hold your hands, 

Both yon of my inclining, and the rest: 

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you that i go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Era. To prison : till fit timr 

Oflavv, and course of direct session, 

Call thee to answer. 

Oth. What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied. 

Whose messengers are here about my side, 

Upon some present business of the state, 

To bring me to him ? 

Offi. ' ’Tis true, most worthy signior. 

The duke’s in council; and your noble self, 

I am sure, is sent for. 

Era. Row ! the duke in council ! 

In this time of the night! — Bring him away : 

Mine’s not an idle cause : the duke himself, 

Or any of my brothers of the state, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as ’twere their own: 

For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be. 

[Exeunt 

Scene III. — The same. A Council-Chamber. 
The Duke and Senators , sitting at a table; 
Officers attending. 

Dulce. There is no composition in these news, 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion^ ; 

My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. Ana mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred t 

But though they jump not on a just account, 

(As in ‘these cases, where the aim reports, 

’Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment; 

I do not so secure me in the error, 

But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

'Sailor. [Within.) What ho! what ho! what ho! 

Enter an Officer , with a Sailor . 

Offi. A messenger from the galleys. 

Duke. Now? the business? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes; 
So was I bid report here to the state. 

By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change? 

1 Sen. This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason ; ’tis a pageant, 

To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile question bear it. 

For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities [this. 

That Rhodes is dress'd in : — if vve make thought of 
We. must not think, the Turk is so unskilful, 

To leave that latest which concerns him firsl ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, 

To wake, and wage, a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhode* 
Offi. Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
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Have there injointed them with aq after-fleet, 
i Sen. Ay, so I thought;— How many, as you 
guess? 

Mees. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance 

Their purposes toward Cyprus.— Signior Montano, 
T our trusty and most valiant servitor, 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. ’Tis certain then for Cyprus.— 

Marcus Lucchese, is he not in town ? 

I Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us ; wish him post-post-haste ; 

despatch. [Moor. 

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago, Roderigo, 

* and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we mu3t straight employ 
you 

Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

I did not see yon; welcome, gentle siraior ; 

■ (To Brabantio.) 

We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. Bo did I yours : good your grace, pardon me ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business, 
Hath rais’d me from my bed; nor doth the general 
care 

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o’erdearing nature, 

That it engluts aud swallows other sorrows, 

And it is^still itself. 

Duke. ' Why, what's the matter? 

Bra. My daughter! 0, my daughter! 

Sen. Dead ? 

Ay, tome; 

She is abus d, stolen from me, and corrupted 
By spelts and medicines bought of mountebanks 
For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 

Sans witchcraft could not — [ing, 

Duke. Whoe’er he be, that, in this foul proceed- 
Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself, 

Kud you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 

After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
btood m your action. 

^ Humbly I thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 

Hath hither brought 

Duke &Sen. We are very sorry for it. 

Duke. What, m your own part, can yon say to 

„ xT hs J . . ( To Othello .) 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approv’d good masters,— 

Ifiat I have ta’en awaj this old man’s daughter. 

It is most true ; true, I have married her; 

Ihe very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 
And little bless d with tlm set phrase of’ peace ; 
tor since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith, 

I ill now, some nine moons wasted, they have us’d 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak, 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause, 
in speaking for myself; Yet, by your gracmas pa- 
tience, y 

r will a round unvarmsh’d tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what 
charms. 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
l* or such proceeding i am charg’d withal,) 

I won his daughter with. 

. . A maiden never bold ; 

stl11 h« motion 

, Blush d at herself ; and she.— in spite of nature, 


[ Of years, of country, credit, every thing, — 

I To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on? 

It is a judgment maim’d, and most imperfect. 

That will confess — perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning bell. 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch agair, 

That with some mixtures powerful o’er the blood, 
Or with some dram conjur’d to this effect. 

He wrought upon her. 

_Duk e . To vouch this, is no proof T 

W ithout more certain and more overt test. 

Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming, do prefer against him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak ; — 

Did v ou, by indirect and forced courses, 

Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections? 

Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul aifordeth? 

Oth. I do beseech yon, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittarv, 

And let her speak of me before her father; 

If you do find me foul in her report, 

The trust, the office, I do hold of you, 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. _ Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the 
z-n P/ ace * — [Exeunt Iago and Attendant *. 
Anu, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 

So justly to your grave ears I’ll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love. 

And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father lov’d me ; oft invited me; 

Still question’d me the story of my life, 

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 

1 hat 1 have pass’d. 

I ran it through, even from my bovish days. 

To the very moment that he bade'me tell it. 

Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i’the imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my travel’s history : 

Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle. 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 
heaven, 

It was my hint to speak, such was the process; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to 
hear. 

Would Desdemona seriously incline: 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 

S>he d come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up ray discourse: Which I observing, 

I ook once a pliant hour ; and found good means 
¥ r a P ra y er of earnest heart, 
l hat I would ail my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 

But not mtentively : I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

Wnen I did speak of some distressful stroke. 

That my youth suffer’d. My story being done, 

Bhe gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 
ohe swore, — In faith, ’twas strange, ’twas passing 
strange; 

Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful: 

She wish’d, she had not heard it; yet she wish’d 
1 hat heaven had made her such a man : she thank’d 
■ . me; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

1 should but teach him how to tell my story. 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake t 
ij tt d ^ for the dangers 1 had pass’d; 

And I Iov d her, that she did pity them. 
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This only is the witchcraft l have us’d ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it 

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants * 
Dube. I think, this tale would win my daughter 
Good Brabantio, [too. — 

Take up this mangled matter at tho best : 

Men do their broken weapons rather use. 

Than their bare hands. 

Bra* I pray you, hear her speak; 

If she confess, that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man !— Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Do you perceive, in all this noble company, 

Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. # My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 

To you, I am bound for life, and education ; 

My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter : But here’s my husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother shew’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. Goa be with you I— 1 have done : — 

Please it your grace, on to the state affairs ; 

I had rather to adopt a child, than get it, — 

Come hither, Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 

Which, but thou hast already, with ail my heart 
I would keep from thee.— For your sake, jewel, 

I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 
Dube . Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sen- 
tence, 

Which, as a grise, or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The rob b’d, that smiles, steals something from the thief; 
He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra . So let the Turk of Cyprus iis beguile ; 

We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow, 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow 
These sentences, to sugar or to gall, 

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 

But words are words; I never yet did hear 
That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the ear. 
I h mbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus : — Othello, the fortitude of the 
place is best known to you : And though we have 
there a substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet 
opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, throws a more 
safer voice on you : you must therefore be content to 
slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with this more 
stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

Oth* The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down ; I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity. 

I find in hardness; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomite3. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 

Due reference of place, and exhibition; 

With such accommodation, and besort. 

As levels with her breeding. 

Dube . If you please, 

Be’t at her father’s. 

Bra* I’ll not have it so. 


r Oth. Nor I. 

! Des. Nor I; I would not there reside* 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 

To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ; 

And let me find a charter in your voice, 

To assist my simpleness. 

Dube. What would you, Desdemona? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him. 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ; my heart’s subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind ; 

And to his honours, and his valiant parts. 

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rights, for which 1 love him, are bereft me. 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

Oth . Your voices, lords: — ’beseech you, let het 
Have a free way. f will 

Vouch with me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat, the young affects. 

In my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant. 

For she is with me : No, when light wing’d toys 
Of feather’d Cupid seel with wanton dulness 
My speculative and active instruments, 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business. 

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 

And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation ! 

Dube. Be it as yon shall privately determine. 
Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries— haste. 
And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-nigbi. 
Des. To-night, my lord ? 

Dube. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart, 

Dube. At nine i’the morniDg here we’ll meet again, 
Othello, leave some officer behind. 

And he shall our commission bring to you ; 

With such things else of quality and respect. 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A ntan he is of honesty, and trust ; 

To his conveyance I assign my wife. 

With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Dube. Let it be so. — 

Goodnight to every one.— And, noble signior, 

(To Brabantio.) 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

1 Sen . Adieu, brave Moor! use Desdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor ; have a quick eye to see ; 
She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee. 

[. Exeunt Dube , Senators , Officers, &c. 
Oth. My life upon her faith* — Honest Iago, 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee; 

I pr’ythee, let thy wife attend on her; 

And bring them after in the best advantage.- 
Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction. 

To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Des&MtMS* 

Rod. Jago. 

Iaqo. What say’st thou, nobie heart? 

Rod * What will l do, thinkest thou ? 

Iago. Why, go»to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 

Iago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee 
after it. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a tor- 
ment: and then have we a prescription to die, when 
death is our physician. 

Iaqo. 0 \ illanous ! I have looked upon the world 
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for four times seven years ; and since I could dis- 
tinguish between a benefit and an injury, I never 
found a man that knew how to love himself. Ere 
I would say, I would drown myself for the love of 
a Guinea-hen, I would change my humanity with a 
baboon. 

Rod. What should I do ? I confess, it is my 
shame to be so toad; but it is not in virtue to 
amend it. 

Iago. Virtue? a fig! ’tis in ourselves, that we 
are tnns, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to 
the which, our wills are gardeners: so that if we 
will plant nettles, or sow lettuce; set hyssop, and 
weed up thyme ; supply it with one gender of herbs, 
or distractit with many; either to have it steril with 
idleness, or manured with industry ; why, the power 
and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills. If 
the balance of our lives had not one scale of reason 
to poise another of sensuality, the blood and base- 
ness of our natures would conduct us to most pre- 
posterous conclusions: But we have reason to cool 
our raging motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted 
lasts ; whereof I take this, that you call— love, to 
be a sect, or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be, 

Iago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per- 
mission of the will. Come, be a man : Drown thy- 
self? drown cals, and blind puppies. I have pro- 
cessed me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy 
, deserving with cables of perdurable toughness; I 
could never better stead thee than now. Put money 
in thy purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favour 
with an usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy 
purse. It canhot be, that Desdemona should long 
continue her love to the Moor,— put money in thy 
purse;— nor he his to her: it was a violent com- 
mencement, and thou shalt see an answerable se- 
questration put but money in thy purse. — These 
Moors are changeable in their wills ; — fill thy purse 
. with money : the food, that to him now is as luscious 
as locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as colo- 
qaintida. She must change for youth : when she is 
sated with his body, she will find the error of her 
choice. — She must have change, she must: there- 
fore put money in thy purse.-— If thou wilt needs 
damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than drown- 
ing. Make all the money thou canst : if sanctimony 
and a frail vow, betwixt an erring barbarian and a 
supersnbtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, 
and all the tribe of hell, thou shall enjoy her ; there- 
fore make money. A pox of drowning thyself! it 
is clean out of the way : seek thou rather to be 
hanged in compassing thy joy, than to be drowned 
and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend 
on the issue ? 

Iago. Thou ai t sure of me ; — Go, make monejr : 
—I -have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate the Moor: My cause is hearted ; 
thine hath no less reason: Let ns be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him: if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. 
There are many events in the Womb of time, which 
will be delivered. Traverse ; go; provide thy 
money. We will have more of this to-morrow. 
Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we rneeti’the morning? 

Iago. At my lodging. 

Rod. I’ll be with thee betimes. 

Iago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo ? 
Rod. What say you ? 

Iago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 

Rod. I am changed. I’ll sell all my' land. 

Iago, Go to ; farewell: put money enough in 
your purse. [Exit Roderigo. 

Thus do 1 ever make my fool my purse : 

F dr I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane, 

If I ‘would time expend with such a snipe, 

But for my sport and profit. I bate the Moor; 

And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets 


! He has done my office : I know not if it be true ; 
j But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 

! Will do, as if for surety . He holds me well ; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio’s a proper man : Let me see now 5 
To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 

A double knavery, — How? how r— Let me 
After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear. 

That he is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 

To be suspected ; fram’d to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose. 

As asses are. 

I have’t ; — it is engender’d : — Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light 

. . iJEarc#, 

ACT II. 

Scene I.— A Sea-port Town in Cyprus. A Plat- 
form. . . 

Enter Montano and Two Gentlemen. 

Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea ? 

1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought 

flood ; 

I cannot, ’twixt the heaven and the main, 

Descry a sail. ■ 

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at 
land ; 

A fuller blast ne’er shcok our battlements : 

If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise? what shall we hear of this? 

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet: 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 

The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 

The wind-shak’d surge, with high and monstrous 
main. 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 

And quench the guards of the ever fixed pole ; 

I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not inshelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d; 
It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a Third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lords ! our wars are done ; 

The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks, 
That their designment halts : A noble ship of Venics 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 

On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How ! is this true ? 

3 Gent, The ship is here put in, 

AVeronesA; Michael Cassio. 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on shore: the Moor himself’s at sea, 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon . I am glad on’t ; ’tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, — though be speak 
of comfort. 

Touching the Turkish loss, — yet he looks sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

. Mon . . Pray heaven he he ; 

For P have serv’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let’s to the sea-side, bo 
As well to see the vessel that's come in, 

As throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 

Even till we make the main, and the aerial hill# 

An indistinct regard. 

3 Gent. * Come, let’s do so 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of mere arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle. 
That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens 
Give him defence agaiust the elements. 
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For I hare lost him on a dangerous sea, 

Mon. Is he well shipp’d ? 

Cus. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv’d allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 

Stand in bold cure. 


Stand in bold cure. 
{Within.) 


A sail, a sail, a sail ! 


Enter another Gentleman . 

Cas. What noise ? 

4 Gent . The town is empty ; on the brow o’the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry — a sail. 

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 

*2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy ; 

( Guns heard!) 

Our friends, at least. 

Cas. I pray you v shy go forth, 

And give us truth who ’tis that is arriv’d. 

2 Gent. I shall. ^ [Exit 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv’d? 
Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achiev’d a maid, 
That paragons description, and wild fame ; 

One, that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 

And in the essential vesture of creation, [in? 

Does bear all excellency. — How now? who has put 

Re-enter Second Gentleman. 

2 Gent. ’Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cas . He has had most favourable and happy 
speed : 

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands,— 
Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel,— 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she? 

Cas. She, that J spake of, our great captain’s 
captain, 

Left in the conductof the bold lago; 

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A se’nnight’s speed.— Great Jove, Othello guard, 
Amd swell his sail with thine own powerful breath; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 

Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms. 

Give renew’d fire to our extincted spirits, 

Aud bring all Cyprus comfort ! — O, behold, 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Rodebigo, 
and Attendants. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees : — 

Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round! 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas. He is not yet arriv’d ; nor know I aught 
But that he’s well, and will be shortly here, 

Des. O, but I fear;— How lost you company ? 
Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Farted our fellowship *. But, hark ! a sail. 

(Cry within : A sail, a sail! Then guns heard.) 
2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. 

[Exit Gentleman. 
Good ancient, you are welcome Welcome, mis- 
tress: — (To Emilia.) 

Let it not gall your patience, good lago, 

That I extend my manners; ’tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold shew of courtesy. ^ 

(Kissing her?) 

lago. Sir, would she gi ve you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 

You’d have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no speech. 

lago. In faith, too much ; 
l find it still, when I have list to sleep * 

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 


She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 

And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. 

lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out oi 
doors, 

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 

Players in your housewifery, and housewives k 
your beds. 

Des. 0, fy upon thee, slanderer ! . 
lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk; 

You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You shall not write my praise. 
lago. No, let me not 

Des. What would’st thou write of me, if thou 
should’st praise me ? 

lago. 0, gentle Jady, do not put me to’t ; 

For I am nothing, if not critical. 

Des. Come on, assay : — There’s one gone to the 
harbour? 

lago. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 

Come, how would’st thou praise me? 

lago. I am about it; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize, 

It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours, 
Aud thus she is deliver’d. 

If she be fair and wise, — fairness and wit, 

The one’s for use, the other nseth it. [witty ? 
Des. Well prais’d 1 How if, she be black and 
lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She’ll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and foolish ? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair; 

For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes, to make fools 
laugh i’the alehouse. What miserable praise hast 
thou for her that’s foul and foolish ? 
lago. There’s none so foul, and foolish there 
unto, 

But does foul pranks, which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. 0 heavy ignorance !— thou praises! the worst 
best. But what praise could ’st thou bestow on a 
deserving woman indeed ? one, that, in the autho- 
rity of her merit, did justly put on the vouch of very 
malice itself? * 

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 

•Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay ; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said, — now I may , 

She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh. 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly ; 

She that in wisdom Dever was so frail, 

To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail ; 

She that could think, and ne’er disclose her mind,. 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; 

She was a wight, — if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what? 

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer!. 
Des. 0 most lame and impotent conclusion I— Do 
not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband. 
— How say you, Cassio ? is he not a most profane 
and liberal counsellor ? 

Cas. He speaks home, madam ; you may relish 
him more in the soldier, than in the scholar. 

lago. (Aside.) He takes her by tlie palm :. Ay, well 
said, whisper : with as little a web as this, will I 
eusnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, 
do; I will gyve thee in thine own courtship. Yon 
say true: ’tis so, indeed : if such tricks as these strip 
you out of your lieutenantry, it had been better yon 
had not kissed your three fingers so oft, which now 
again you are most apt to play the sirin. Very.good ; 
well kissed ! an excellent courtesy l ’tis so, indeed. 
Yet again your fingers to your lips? would 1 , they 
were clyster-pipes for your sake ! (Trumpet) The 
Moor, I know his trumpet, 

Cas . ’Tis truly so. 
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Des. Let’s meet h:m, and receive him* 
Vas. Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Oth. 0 my fair warrior ! 


My dear Othello ! 


Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my content, 
To see you here before me. 0 my soul’s joy 
If after every tempest come such calms, 

Mav the winds blow till they have waken’d death I 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olvmpus-high; and duck again as low 
As* hell’s from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
’Twere now to be most happy: for, I fear. 

My soul hath her content so absol jte. 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid, 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow I 

Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers !— 

I cannot speak euough of this content, 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be^ 

( Kissing her.) 

That e’er our hearts shall make ! 

Iago. 0, you are well tun’d now! 

But I’ll set down the pegs that make this music, 

As honest as I am. (Aside.) 

1 Oth. fcome, let’s to the castle. — 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are 
drown’d. 

How do our old acquaintance of this isle ?— 

Honey, you shall be well desir’d at Cyprus, 

I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 

In mine own comforts. — I pr’ythee, good Iago, 

Ho to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 

Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 

He is a good one, and his worthiness 

Does challenge much respect.— Come, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Oth. Des. and Attend. 

Iago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come hither. 7f- thou be’st valiant, as (they say) 
base men t being in love, have then a nobility in their 
natures more than is native to them,— list me. The 

lieutenant to-night watches on the court "of guard : 

First, 1 must tell thee this — Desdemona is directly 
in love with him. 

Rod. With him! why ’tis not possible. 

. -%o. Lay thy finger— thus, and let thy soul be 
instructed. Mark me with what violence she first 
loved the Moor, but for bragging, and felling her fan- 
tastical lies : And will she love him still for prating 9 
let not thy discreet heart think it. Her eye must 
be fed ; arid what delight shall she have to look on 
the devil t When the blood is made dull with the 
act of sport, there should be, — again to inflame it, 
and to give satiety a fresh appetite,— loveliness in 
favour; sympathy in years, manners, and beauties ; 
all which the Moor is defective in : Now, for want of 
these required conveniences, her delicate tenderness 
will find itself abused, begin to heave the gorge 
disrelish and abhor the Moor: very nature will 
instruct her in it, and compel her to some second 
choice. Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most 
pregnant and unforced position,) who stands so emi- 
nently in the degree of this fortune, as Cassio does ? 
a knave very voluble; no further conscionable, than 
in putting on the mere form of civil and humane 
seeming, for the better compassing of his salt and 
most hidden loose affection? why, none; why, none* 
A slippery and subtle knave; a finder out of oc- 
casions ; that has an eye can stamp and counterfeit 
advantages, though true advantage never present 
itself: A devilish knave ! besides, the knave is hand- 1 
tome, young; and hath all those requisites in him, ' 
that folly and green minds look after : A pestilent 



complete knave ; and the woman hath found him 
already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she is full of 
most blessed condition, 

Iago. Blessed fig’s end ! the wine she drinks is 
made of grapes : if she had been blessed, she would 
never have loved the Moor : Blessed pudding ! Didst 
thou not see her paddle with the palm of his hand ? 
didst not mark that t 

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy. 

Iago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index, and cb. 
scure prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. 
They met so near with their lips, that their breaths 
embraced together. Villanous thoughts, Roderigo ! 
when these mutualities so marshal the way, hard at 
hand comes the master and main exercise, the incor- 
porate conclusion ; Pish ! — But, ir, be you ruled by 
me : I have brought you from Venice. Watch you 
to-night ; for the command, I’ll lay’t upon you • 
Cassio knows you not;— I’ll not be far from you i 
Do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by 
speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline; or 
from what other course yon please, which the time 
shall more favourably minister. 

Rod. Well. m 

Iago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler ■ 
and, haply, with his truncheon may strike at you • 
Provoke him, that he may: for, even out of that, will 
I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qualification 
shall come into no true taste again, but by the 
displanting of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter 
journey to your desires, by the means I shall then 
have to prefer them ; and the impediment most pro- 
fitably removed, without the which there were no 
expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any op- 
portunity. ■ 

Iago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at 
the citadel: I must fetch his • necessaries ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. rj Exit 

Iago. That Cassio loves her, I do well belie ve it : 
That she loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit: 

The Moor— howbeit that I endure him not,— 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

And, I dare think, he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now I do love her too; 

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leaped into my seat : the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw ray inwards ; 
And nothingcan or shall content my soul. 

Till I am even with him, wife for wife : 

Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong. 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,— 

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 

I II have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,— 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egregiously an ass, 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 
liven to madness. ’Tis here, hut yet confus’d ; 
knavery’s plain face is never seen, till us’d. [Exil 

Scene If— A Street. 

Enter a Herald , with a proclamation ; People 
following. 

Her . It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and va- 
liant general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, 
importing the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, 
every man put himself into triumph ; some to dance, 
some to make bonfires, each man to what sport and 
re\els his addiction leads him; for, besides these 
beneficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptials : 
No much was Ins pleasure should be proclaimed. Ail 
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offices are open ; and there is fall liberty of feasting, 
from this present hoar of five, till the bell hath told 
eleven. Heaven bless the isle of Cy prus, and our 
*noble general, Othello I {Exeunt, 

Scene III.- — A Hall in the Castle, 

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and 
Attendants. 

Oth . Good Michael, look you to the guard to- 
night: 

Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cas. Iago has direction what to do; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to’t 
Oth. Iago is most honest 

Michael, good-night : To-morrow, with our earliest, 
Let me have speech with you. — Come, my dear 
love. 

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

{To Desdemona.) 

That profit’s yet to come ’twixt me and you.— 
Good-night {Exeunt Oth. Des. and Attend. 

f Enter ! ago. 

Cas. Welcome, Iago : We must to the watch. 
Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; ’tis not yet ten 
o’clock: Our general cast us thus early, for the love 
of his Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore blame ; 
he hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and 
she is sport for Jove. 

Cas. She’s a most exquisite lady. 

Iago. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 

Iago. What an eye she has I methinks it sounds a 
parley of provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right 
modest* . . [love? 

Iago. And, when she speaks, is it. not an alarm to 
Cas. She is, indeed, perfection 
Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine : and here without 
are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have 
a measure to the health of the black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good Iago ; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking: I could well 
wish courtesy would invent some other custom of 
entertainment. 

Iago. 0, they are our friends ; but one cup : I’ll 
drink for you. 

Cas . I have drunk but one cup to-night, and 
that was craftily qualified too, ana, behold, what 
innovation it makes here : I am unfortunate in the 
infirmity, and dare not task my weakness with any 
more. 

Iago. What, maul ’lis a night of revels; the gal- 
lants desire it. 

Cas. Where are they? 

Iago. Here at the door; I pray you, call them in. 
Cas. I’ll do it, but it dislikes me. _ [Exit. 
Iago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him. 

With that which he hath drunk to-night already. 
He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence 
As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick fool, 
Roaerigo, [ward, 

Whom love has turn’d almost the wrong side out- 
To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d 
Potations pottle deep ; and he’s to watch : , 

Three lads of Cyprus,— noble swelling spirits. 

That hold their honours in a wary distance. 

The very elements of this warlike isle, — 

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, ’mongst this flock of 
drunkards, 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isle : — But here they come : 

If consequence do but approve my dream, 

My boat sails freely both with wind and stream. 


Re-enter Cassio/ with him Montano, and Gen* 
tlemen . 

Cas. ’Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse 
already. 

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as 
I am a soldier. 

Iago. Some wine, ho ! 

And let me the canakin clink , clink; [Sings., 

And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier's a man ; 

A life's but a span ; 

Why then , let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! ( Wine brought in. ' 

Cas. ’Fore heaven, an excellent song. 

Iago . I learned it in England, where (indeed) they 
are most potent in potting : your Dane, your German, 
and your swag-bellied Hollander,— Drink, hoi— are 
nothing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ? 

Iago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your 
Almain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the 
next pottle can be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general. (justice. 

Mon . I am for it, lieutenant; aud I’ll do you 

Iago. 0 sweet England ! 

Kina Stephen teas a worthy peer. 

His breeches cost him but a crown ; 

He held them sixpence dll too dear 
With that he call'd the tailor — (own. 

He teas a wight of high renown , 

And thou art but of loiv degree : 

*Tis pride that pulls the country down, 

Then take thine aidd cloak about thee. 
Some wine, bo ! 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the 
other. 

Iago. Will you hear it again ? 

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does those things.— Well, — Heaven’s 
above all ; and there be souls that must be saved, 
and there be souls must not be saved. 

Iago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own part, — no offence to the ge- 
neral, nor any man of quality, — I hope to be saved. 

Iago. And so do l too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me : the 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let’s 
have no more of this ; let’s to our affairs. — Forgive 
tis our sins ! — Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. 
Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk this is my 
ancient : — this is my right hand, and this is my left 
hand I am not drunk now; I can stand well 
enough, and speak well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Cas. Why, very well, then: you must not think 
then that I am drunk. [Exit, 

Mon. To the platform, masters; come, let's set 
the watch. 

Iago. You see this fellow that is gone before 
He is a soldier, fit to stand by Csesar 
And give direction ; and do but see his vice ; 

’Tis to his virtue a just equinox. 

The one as long as the other : ’tis pity of him. 

I fear, the trust Othello puts him in,’ 

On some odd time of his infirmity, 

Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often. thus ? 

Iago. ’Tis evermore the prologue to his’ sleep j 
He’li watch the horologe a double set, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. * It were well. 

The general were put in mind of it. 

Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 

And looks not on his evils : Is not this true ? 
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Enter Roderigo. 

lago . How now, Roderigo ? Aside.) 

I pray yon, after the lieutenant ; go. 

{Exit Roderigo.) 

Mon . And ’tis great pity, that the noble Moor, 
Should hazard such a pjace, as his own second 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 

It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

Iago, Not I , for this fair island : 

I do We Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark! what noise? * ' 
( Cry within , — Bel p ! h elp !) 
j Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo. 

Cas. You rogue ! you rascal ! 

Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant 
Cas, A knave ! — teach me my duty ! 

I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

Rod, Beat me 1 

Cas, Dost thou prate, rogne ? 

{Striking Roderigo.) 
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant; {Staying him.) 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cas. Let me go, sir, 

Or I’ll knock you o’er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you’re drunk. 

Cas. Drunk! {They fight.) 

lago . Away, I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny. 

{Aside, to Rod. who goes out.) 
Nay, good lieutenant,— alas, gentlemen,— 

Help, no !— Lieutenant, — sir, Montano,— sir ; — 
Help, masters !— Here’s a goodly watch, indeed! 

{Bell rings.) 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? — Diable, ho ! 

The town will rise : God’s will, lieutenant ! hold ; 
You will be sham’d for ever. 

Enter Otiiello, and Attendants. 

Oth. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death; — he 
dies. 

Oth. Hold, for your lives. 
lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano, — 
gentlemen, — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 

Hold, hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, for 
shame 1 {this ? 

Oth. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth 
Are we turn’d Turks; and to ourselves do that. 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 

For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He thatstirs next to carve for his own rage, 

Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety.— What is the matter, mas- 
ters ? — 

Honest lago, that look’st dead with grieving, 

Speak, who began this? on thy love I charge thee. 
lago. I do not know; — friends all but now, even 
now, 

f n quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Divesting them for bed : and then, but now 
(As if some planet had imwitted men,) 

Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast, 

In opposition bloody. 1 cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 

And ’would in action glorious I had lost 
These legs, that brought me to a part of it ! 


The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
Tn mouths of wisest censure ; What’s the matter, 
That yon unlace your reputation thus, 

And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler? Give me answer to it. 

Mon . Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer lago, can inform you— [me— 

” bde I&paie speech which something now offends 


Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night* 

Unless self-charity be sometime a vice; 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin. 

When violence assails us. 

Oth. ) Now, by hea?e% 

My blood, begins my safer guides to rule ; 

And passion, having my best judgment collied# 
Assays to lead the way s if I once stir, 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to kuow 
How this foul rout began, who set it on 
And he that is approv’d in this offence, 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 
Shall lose me. — W*hat! in a town of wai\ 

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear, 

To manage private and domestic quarrel, 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 

’Tis monstrous. — lago, who began it ? 

Mon. If partially affin’d, or leagu’d in office. 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 

Thou art no soldier. 

lago. . Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — Thus it is, genera 
Montano and myself being in speech, 

There comes a fellow crying out for help; 

And Cassio following him with determin’d sword. 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,) 

The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot. 
Outran my' purpose ; and I return’d, the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 

I ne’er might say before : When I came back, 

(For this was brief,) I fouud them close together 
At blow and thrust ; even as again they were, 
When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report 

But men are men * the best sometimes forget 

Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 

As men in rage strike those that wish them best,— 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, receiv’d, 

From him that fled, some strange indignity. 

Which patience could not pass. 

Oth* . . I know, lago, 

I hy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Cassio Cassio, I love thee ; 

But never more be officer of mine.— 

Enter Desdemona, attends 
Look, if my gentle love be not rais’d up ;~ 
ril make thee an example. 

-5 e f* . .. What’s the matter, dear ? 

Oth. All s well now, sweeting ; Come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts. 

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

_ _ ■ ■ . , (To Montano , who is led oK) 

lago, look with care about the town ; 

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.— 
Come, Desdemona ; ’tis the soldiers’ life, 

To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife, 
r ytt* [Exteunt all hut lago and Cassio, 
lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 

Cas. Ay, past all surgery. 
lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I 
have lost my reputation ! I have lost the immorla\ 
part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bestial.— 
Mv reputation, lago, my reputation. 

logo. As I am an honest man, I thought you had 
received some bodily wound; there is more offence 
m that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and 
most false imposition; oft got without merit, and 
lost without deserving : You have lost no reputation 
at all, unless you repute yourself tuch a loser 
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What, man ! there are ways to recover the general 
again : You are but now cast in his mood, a punish- 

I nieut more in policy than in malice ; even so as 
one would beat his offenceless dog, to affright an 
imperious lion sue to him again, and he’s your’s. 

Cas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to 
deceive so good a commander, with so slight, so 
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and 
speak parrot ?^aud squabble? wagger ? swear ? and 
discourse fustian with one’s own shadow ?— O thou 
invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to be 
known by, let us call thee — devil! 

lago. What was he that you followed with your 
sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Cas. I know not. 

Iago. Is it possible ? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.— -O, 
that men should nut an enemy in their mouths, to 
! steal away their Drains 1 that we should, with joy, 
revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves 
into beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now' well enough : How 
came you thus recovered ? 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to 
give place to the devil, wrath : one imperfectness 
shews me another, to make me frankly despise my- 
self. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler: As 
the time, the place, and the condition of this coun- 
try stands, I could heartily wish this had not be- 
fallen ; but since it is as it is, mend it for your own 
good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again; he shall 
tell me, I am a drunkard 1 Had I as many mouths as 
Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To be 
now a sensible man, by and by a Tool, and presently 
a beast 1 O strange! — Every inordinate cup is un- 
blessed, and the ingredient is a devil. 

lago . Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used ; exclaim no more against 
it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you think 1 love 
you. 

Cas. I have well approved it, sir. — I drunk ! 
lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 
some time, man. Til 'tell you what you shall do. 
i Our general’s wife is now the general I may say 
j so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and given 
up himself to the contemplation, markka denote- 
ment of her parts and graces: — Confess yourself 
freely to her ; importune her ; she’ll help to put you 
in your place again : she is of so free, so kind, ^so 
apt, so blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice 
in her goodness, not to do more than she is requested : 
This broken joint, between you and her husband, 
entreat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes against any 
lay worth naming, this crack of your love shall grow 
stronger than it was before. 

Cas. You advise me well. 
lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and ho- 
nest kindness. 

Cas. I think it freely; and, betimes in the morn- 
ing, I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to un- 
dertake for me : lam desperate of my fortunes, if 
i they check me here. . , .. 

lago. You are in the right. Good-night, lieute- 
nant ; I must to the watch. , 

Cas. Good-night, honest lago. [Exit, 

lago . And what’s he then, that says,— I play the 
■ villain? # # 

When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 

! Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 

j. To win the Moor again ? For ’tis most easy 

! The inclining Desdemona to subdue 

• In any honest suit ; she’s fram’d as fruitful 

j As the free elements. And then for her _ 

' To win the Moor,— were’t to renounce his aptism. 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,— 

His so!ul is so enfetter’d to her love, 

That she may make, unmake^ do what she list, 


Even as her appecite shall play the god 

With his weak function. How am 1 then a villai^ 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell ! 

When devils will their blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shews, 

As I do now : For while this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair 1 ms fortunes, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I’ll pour this pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals him for her body’s lust ; 

And, by how much she strives to do him gootl, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make the net, 

That shall enmesh them all.— -How now, Roderigo ? 

Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a 
hound that hunts, hut one that fills up the cry. My 
money is almost spent; I have been to-night ex- 
ceedingly well cudgelled ; and, I think, the issue 
will be — I shall have so much experience for my 
pains: and so, with no money at all, and a little 
more wit, return tu Venice. 

lago. How poor are they, that have not patience!— 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ? 

Thou know’st we work by wit, and not by witch- 
craft ; 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does’t not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier’d Cassio : 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 

Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe : 
Content thyself awhile.— By the mass, ’tis morning ; 
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short. — 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billetted ; 

Away, I say ; thou ahait know more hereafter. 
Nay,*get thee gone. [Exit Rod.) Two things are to 
be done, — 

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 

I’ll set her on; 

Myself, the while, td draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : — Ay, that’s the way ,* 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Before the Castle. 

Enter Cassio, and some Musicians . 

Cas. Masters, play here, I will content your pains. 
Something that’s brief; and bid— good-morrow 

general. {Music.) 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been 
at Naples, that they speak i’the nose thus ? 

1 Mus. How, sir, how? [ments? 

Clo. Are these, I pray you, called wind instru- 
1 Mus . Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. 0, thereby hangs a tail. 

1 Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument that 
I know. But, masters, here’s money for you : and 
the general so likes your music, that he desires you 
of all loves, to make no more noise with it. 

1 Mus. Well, sir, we will not 
Clo. If you have any music that may not be heard, 
to’t again : hut, as they say, to hear music, the general 
does not greatly care. 

1 Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for Til 
away : Go ; vanish into air ; away. 

[Exeunt Musicians 
Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend? 

Clo . No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear you. 
Cas. Pr’ythee, keep up thy quillets. There’s a 
poor piece of gold for thee ; if the gentlewoman, that 
attends the general's wife, be stirring, tell her there’* 
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one Cassio entreats her a little favour of speech ; 

Wilt thou do this? 

Clo . She is stirring, sir; if she will stir hither, I 
shall seem to notify unto her. [Exit. 

Enter lAGO. 

Cas . Do, good my friend.— In happy time, Iago. 

Iago. You have not been a-bed, then ? 

Cas. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago. 

To send in to your wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 


lago . ^ J.’il send her to you presently ; 

And I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. [Exit. 

Cas. I humbly thank yon for’t. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good-morrow, good lieutenant: I ana sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well. 

The general, and his wife, are talking of it ; 

And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies, 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, . 

And great affinity ; and that, in wholesome wisdom, 
lie might not but refuse you : but, he protests, he 
loves you ; 

And needs no other suitor, but his likings. 

To take the safst occasion by the front. 

To bring you in again. 

Cas. Yet, I beseech you,— 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, — 

Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil Pray you, come in ; 

I. will bestow yon where ydh shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cas. I am much bound to you. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A Room in the Castle . 

Enter Othello, ■ Iago, and Gentlemen. 

Oth. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot; 

And, by him, do my duties to the state: 

That done, I will be walking ou the works ; 

Repair there to me. 

lago. * Well, my good lord, 1TI do’t. 

Oth. This fortification, gentlemen, — shall we see’t? 
Gent. We’ll wait upon your lordship. [ Exeunt . 

Scene III. —Before the Castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia 
Des. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in tby behalf. [husband, 

Emil . Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my 
As if the case were his. [Cassio, 

Des. O, that’s an honest fellow. — Do not doubt, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were, 

Cas. Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

Pie’s never any thing but your true servant. 

J Des* 0, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord: 
Yon have known him long; and be you well assur’d, 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than ih a politic distance, 

Cas» Ay, but, lady 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 

That, I being absent, and my place supplied. 

My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 

I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee 
If I do vow a friendship, I’ll perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 

TU watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 

*‘U intermingle every thing he does 


With Cassio’s suit : Therefore be meny, Cassio, 
For thy solicitor shall rather die, 

Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance, 

Emil. Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

Ees. Why, sl&jj 

And hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, well, 

Do your discretion. [Exit Cassio, 

lago. Ha ! I like not that. » 

Oth. What dost thou say ? 
lago. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not what 
Oth. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife ? 
lago. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think 
That he would steal away so guilty-like. 

Seeing you coming. 

Oth. I do believe ’twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord ? t 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Oth. Who is’t you mean ? 

Des. Why, your lieutenant Cassia Good my lords, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 

His present reconciliation take ; 

For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 

I have no judgment in an honest face : 

I pr’ythee, call him back. 

Oth . Went he hence now? 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled^ 

That he hath left part of his grief with me; 

I suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time 
Des. But shali’t be shortly ? 

Oth. The sooner, sweet, for you, 

Des. Shall’t be to-night at supper ? 

Oth. No, not to-night 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. * 1 shall not dine at home; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. [morn; 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday 
Or Tuesday noon, or night; or Wednesday morn 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he’s penitent; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 

(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check : When shall he come * 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul, 

Wlrnt you could ask me, that I should deny. 

Or stand so mammering on: What I Michael Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time. 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 

Hath ta’en your part; to have so much to do 
To bring him in 1 Trust me, I could do much,— 

Oth . Pr’ythee, no more ; let him come when he 
I will deny thee nothing. [will; 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

’Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 

Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 

To your own person : Nay, when I have "a suit, 

Wherein I mean to touch your love. indeed. 

It shall be full of poise and difficulty, 

And fearful to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you? no: Farewell, my lord. 
Oth. Farewell, my Desdemona* I will come to 
thee straight. [you ; 

Des. Emilia, come: — Be it as your fancies teach 
Whate’er you be, 1 am obedient. 

[Exit, with Emilia. 
Oth. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul* 
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! Scene 3, 

at I do love thee ! and, when I love tnee nut, 

CJbans is come again, 
j Iago. My noble lord, — 

I Oth. m t What dost thou say, Iago? 

f. latfo Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my 

\ lady, 

{ Know ol your love? [ask? 

I Oth. He did, from first to last : Why dost thou 

iago. But for a satisfaction of my thought; 

No further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, Iago ? 

iago. I did not think, he had been acquainted with 
her. 

Oth. 0, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

Iago. Indeed? ^ [in that? 

Oth. Indeed ! ay, indeed :— Discern’st thou aught 
Is he not honest? 

Iago. Honest, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay, honest. 

'j Iago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think? 

Iago Think, my lord ? 

Oth. Think, my lord ! 

By heaven, he echoes me. 

As if. there were some monster in his thought, 

* Too hideous to be shewn. — Thou dost mean some- 
thing : 

I heard thee say but now, — Thou lik’dst not that, 
When Cassio left my wife : What did’st not like ? 
And, when I told thee*— he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry’dst, Indeed? 
And did’st contract and purse thy brow together, 
As if thoirthen had’st shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit: If thou dost love me, 

Shew me thy thought. 

Iago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think, thou dost ; 

And,— for I know thou art full of love and honesty, 
And weigh’st thy words before thou giv’st them 
breath, — 

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave. 

Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that’s just, 
They are close denotements working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 

Iago . # For Michael Cassio, — 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest 
j Oth. I think so. too. 

Iago . Men should be what they seem : 

Or, those that be not, ’would they might seem none ! 

! Oth . Certain, men should be what they seem. 

Iago. Why, then, 

I thiuk that Cassio is an honest man, 

Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this : 

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 

As thou dost ruminate; and give thy worst of 
The worst of words. [thoughts 

Iago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

C am not bound to that all slaves are free to ! 
litter ray thoughts! Why, say they are vile and 
false, — 

As where’s that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful ? 

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, Iago, 
If thou butthink’st him wrong’d, and mak’st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

Iago. I do beseech you, — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess, 

As, I confess, it is my nature’s pla 
To spy into abuses; and oft, ray jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you then. 
From one that so imperfectly conjects, 

You’d take no notice : nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance * 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom. 
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To let you know my thoughts. ■ 

Oth. What dost thou mean ? 

Iago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my 
lord. 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 

Who steals my purse, steals trash ; ’tis something, 
nothing ; 

’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to thousands : 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Oth. By heaven, I’ll know thy thought 
Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

Oth. Ha ! 

Iago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 

It is the green-ey’d monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on: That cuckold lives in bliss, 
Who. certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 

But, 0, what damned minutes tells he o’er. 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves ! 
Oth. 0 misery ! * 

Iago. Poor and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter, 

To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

Oth. Why ? why is this ? 

Think’st thou, I’d make a life of jealousy, 

To follow still theehanges of the moon 

With fresh suspicions? No: to be once in doubt. 

Is — once to be resolv’d : Exchange me for a goat. 
When I shall turn the business of mfy soul 
To such exsufilicate, and blown surmises, 

Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make me jealous. 
To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 

Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt; 

For she had eyes, and chose me : No, Iago ; 

I'll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this,— 

Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

Iago. lam glad of this ; for now I shall have reason 
To shew the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me: — I speak not yet of proof.. 

Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye— thus, not jealous, nor secure : 

I would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abus’d ; look to’ t : 

I know our country disposition well ; 

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not shew their husbands ; their best con- 
science 

Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

Oth. Dost thou say so ? 

Iago. She did deceive her father, marrying yon ; 
And, when she seem’d to shake, and fear your looks. 
She lov’d them most. 

Oth, And so she did. 

, Iago. Why, go to, then ; 

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming. 
To seel her father’s eyes up, close as oak, — 

He thought, ’twas witchcraft : — But I am much t« ... 
blame ; 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 

For too much loving you. 

Oth . I am bound to thee for ever.. 

Iago. I see, this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 
Oth. Not a jot, not a jot 

Iago, Trust me, I fear it Lin., 

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love ; — But I do see you are mov’d - 
I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach, 

Than to suspicion. 

I Oth. 1 will not 

1 Iago. Should you do so, m lorck. 
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My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio’s my worthy 
friend 

My lord, I see you are mov’d. 

Oth. No, not much mov’d : 

I do not think but Desdemona’s honest. 
lago , Lqn^ B ^ e 80 * anc * * on £ ^ ve you to 

OIL And yet, how natpre erring from itself, — 
lago. Ay, there’s the point: — As, — to be bold 
with you, — 

Not to affect many proposed matches, 

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree; 
Whereto, we see, in all tilings nature tends; 

Foh ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank. 

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 

But pardon me ; I do not, in position, 

Distinctly speak of her: though I may fear, 

Her wilt, recoiling to better judgment, 

May fall to match you with ner country forms. 

And (happily) repent . 

Oth. Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 

Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 
lago. My lord, I take mv leave [Going.) 

Oth. Why did I marry r— This honest creature, 
doubtless, 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 
lago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your 
honour 

To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 

And though it ‘be fit, that Cassio have his place, 

(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 

Yet, If you please to hold him off awhile, 

You shall by that perceive him and his means ; 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity; 

Much will be seen in that In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 

(As worthy cause I have, to fear— I am,) 

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 

lago. X once more take my leave. [Exit. 

Oth. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty, 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 

Of human dealings: If J do prove her haggard. 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 
I’d whistle her off, and let her down the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ; 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of years yet that’s not much 
She’s gone ; I am abus’d ; and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. O curse of marriage, 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites 1 1 had rather be a toad 
And live fipon the vapom of a dungeon. 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love. 

For others’ uses. Yet, ’tis the plague of great ones: 
Frerogativ’d are they less than the base : 

I is destiny unshunnable, like death ; 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 

When we do quicken. Desdemona comes : 

Enter Desdemona and Emilia. 

If she be false, 0, then heaven mocks itself !- 
1 11 not believe it 

% r Des \. , How now, my dear Othello? 

Y our dinner, and the generous islanders 
Hy you invited, do attend your presence. 

n t0 - bkme * , [well ? 

Des. Why is your speech so faint? are you not 
'have a P ain upon my forehead here. 

Des. Faith, that’s with watching: Twill awav 
again : 3 

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
At will be well. 

Your napkin is too little ; 
puts the handkerchief from him , and it 
■ drops.) 


Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you. 

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well 

[Exeunt Oth. and Ties 

■ Emil. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 

This was her first remembrance from the Moor ; 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to steal it: but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjur’d her she would ever keep it,) 

That she reserves it evermore about her, 

To kiss, and talk to. I’ll have the work ta’en out 
And give it lago : 

What he’ll do with it, heaven knows, not I; 

I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago, 

lago. How now ! what do you here alone? 

Emil. JDo not you chide ; I have a thing for you 
lago. A thing for me ?— -It is a common thing. 
Emil. Ha I 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

Iagg. What handkerchief? 

Emil. What handkerchief ? 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 

That which so often you did bid me steal. 
lago. Hast stolen it from her ? 

Emil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence $ 
And, to the advantage, I being here, look’t up. 

Look, here it is. 

lago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Emil . What will you do with it, that you have 
been so earnest 
To have me filch it? 

lago. Why, what’s that to you ? 

( Snatching it) 

Emu. If it be not for some purpose of import. 
Give it me again: Poor lady ! she’ll run mad. 

When she shall lack it. 

lago. Be not you known oft; I have use for it. 
G°,. leave me. [Exit Em \L 

I will m Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin, 

And let him. find it : Trifles, light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 

P r ?°^ s °* holy writ. This may do something. 

I he Moor already changes with my poison 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons. 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste : 
But, with a little act upon the blood. 

Burn like the mines of sulphur.— I did say so: 

Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragoni, 
£'°r ■all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
tiri ev ® r medicine thee to that sweet sleep, 

Which thou ow’dst yesterday. 

« Qth. Ha ! ha 1 false to me ? 

lo me r 

how now, general ? no more of that 
Uth. Avaunt! be gonel thou hast set me on the 
rack:— 

I swear, ’tis better to be much abus’d. 

Than but to knew’t a little. 

\ » , r How now, my lord ? 

Vth. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust? 

I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
r 5 e P j" 1 ® h£ x t P’ffht well, was free and merry : 

I round not Cassio’s kisses on her lips : 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is jjfolen. 

Let him not know it, and he’s not roffb’d at all 
AfSp* 1 am sorry to hear this. 

Oth. 1 had been happy, if the general camp. 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet bodv, 
fco 1 had nothing known : O now, for ever, 
rare we |1 the tranquil mind: farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 

That make ambition virtue! O, farewell! 

F arewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump 
i he spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
lhe_ royal banner; and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war I 
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Scene 4. 


Anti O, you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit 
farewell ! Othello’s occupation’s gone ! 

Iago. Is it possible ? — My lord, — 

OtL Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 

(Taking him by the throat.) 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 

Thou had’st been better have been born a dog. 

Than answer my wak’d wrath. 

Iago . Is it come to this ? 

Oth . Make me to see it ; or (at the least) so prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 

To hang a doubt on ; or, woe upon thy life! 

Iago. My noble lord,— 

Oik. If thou dost slander her, and torture me* 
Never pray more: abandon all remorse: 

On horror’s head, horrors accumulate. : 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d. 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 

Greater than that. 

Iago. 0 grace! 0 heaven defend me! 

Am you a man ? have you a soul or sense ? — 

God be wi’ you ; take mine office.— 0 wretched fool. 
That liv’st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

0 monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world, 
To be di-eet and honest, is not safe.— 

1 thank, you for this profit ; and, from hence. 

I’ll love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 
Oth. Nay, stay : — Thou should’st be honest 
Iago. I should be wise ; for honesty’s a fool. 

And loses that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 

I think that thou art just, and think thou art not; 

I’ll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or knives. 
Poison, or fire, or suflbcating streams, 

I'll not endure it. — Would 1 were satisfied! 

Iago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion ; 

I do repent me, that I put it to you. 

You would be satisfied ? 

Oth. Would ! nay, I will. 

Iago. A nd may : But, how ? how satisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on V 
Behold her tupp’d? 

Oth. Death and damnation ! O l 

Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 

To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then. 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster, 

More than their own ? What then V how then? 
What shall I say ? Where’s satisfaction ? 

It is impossible you should see this, 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet I say, 

If imputation, and strong circumstances,— 

Which lead directly to the door of truth,— 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 

Oth. Give me a living reason she’s disloyal. 

Iago. I do not like the office : I 

But, sith I am enter’d, in this cause so far, — 

Prick’d to it by foolish honesty and love, — 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; ; 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs ; 

One of this kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard him say, — Siveet Desdemona , 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! 

And then, sir, yvould he gripe, and wring my hand. 
Cry, — 0, sweet creature / and then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots, 

That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, ana sigh’d, and kiss’d ; and then, 
Cry’d, Cursed fate / that gave thee to the Moor ! 
Oth. 0 monstrous ! monstrous! 

Iago. Nay, this was but his dream. 


_ Oth . But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 

’Tls a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

Iago. And this may help to thicken other proofs. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oth. I’ll tear her all to pieces 

Iago. Nay, but be wise; yei we see nothing done 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief. 
Spotted with strawberries, «in y our wife’s band ? 

Oth. I gave her such a one ; ’twas my first gift. 
Iago. I know not that : but such a handkerchief, 
(I am sure it was ycnr vyife’s,) did I to*day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If* it be that*— 

Iago. If it be that, or any that was her’s, 

It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oth. 0, that the slave had forty thousand lives j 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 

Now do I see ’tis true.— Look here, Iago ; 

All my fond love thus 1 do blow to heaven: 

’Tis gone.— 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 

Yield up, 0 love, thy crown and hearted throne 
i: To tyrannous hate! swell, bosom, with thy fraught, 
For ’tis of aspics’ tongues ! 

Iago. Pray, be content. 

Oth . * 0, blood, Iago, blood ! 

Iago. Patience, I say ; your mind, perhaps, may 
change. 

Oth . Never, Iago. Like to the Pontic sea, 

Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic, and the Hellespont ; 

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 

Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — Now, by yond’ marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow (Kneels.) 
I here engage my words, 

Iago. Do not rise yet.—(Kneels.) 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above ! 

You elements that clip us round about ! 

Witness, that here Iago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wrong’d Othello’s service I let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse. 

What bloody* work soever. 

Oth. I greet thy love. 

Not with vain thanks,but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to’t: 

Within these three days let me hear thee say, 

That Cassio’s not alive. [quest: 

Iago. My friend is dead ; ’tis done at your re- 
But let her live. 

Oth. Damn her, lewd minx ! 0, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart: I will withdraw, 

To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant; 
Iago. I am your own for ever. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV.— The same. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Chum* 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant 
Cassio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not say, he lies any where-. 

Des. Why, man ? 

Clo. He is a soldier; and for me to smya>s©ldier 
lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go, to ; where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is- to tell you 
where I lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this V 
Clo . I know not where he lodges ; and for me to 
devise a lodging, and say — he- lies here, ox he lief 
there, were to he in my own throati 
Des. Can you enquire him out^and be edified by 
report ? 

Clo. I will catechise the world for him ■ that if 
make qu s.tions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him. come hither: tell hist, V 
50 
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%h\<* moved mj lord in his behalf, and hope, all 
will be well. 

Clo. To do this, is within the compass of man’s 
wit; and therefore I will attempt the doing it. 

[Exit. 

Des . Where should I lose that handkerchief, 
Emilia? 

Emil 1 know not, madam. 

Des. Belie ve me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of crusadoes. And, but my noble Mora- 
ls true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
■*’ To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who, he ? I think the sun, where hewas born. 
Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to him.— How is’t with you, my lord ? 

Enter Othello. 



th. Well, mv good lady:— [Aside.) 0, hard- 
ness to dissemble !— 

How do you do, Desdemona ? 

Des. Well, my good lord. 

Oth. Give me your hand: This hand is moist, 
my lady. [row. 

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sor- 
Oth. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart ; — 
Hot, hot, and moist: This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 

Much castigation, exercise devout; 

For here’s a young and sweating devil here, 

That commonly rebels. Tis a good hand, 

A frank one. 

Des . You may, indeed, say so; 

For ’twas Chat hand that gave away my heart 
Oth. A liberal hand: The hearts, of old, gave 
hands; 

But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your 
promise. 

Oth. W hat promise, chuck ? [you. 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with 
Otk. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. t have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth. That is a fault : 

That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give : 

She was a charmer, and could almost read [it, 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept 
’Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it. 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 

Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 

After uew fancies : She, dying, gave it me : 

And '.id me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it*her.. I did so: and take heed oft, 

Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

To lose or giv’t away, were such perdition, 

As nothing else could match, 

Des. Is it possible ? 

Oth. ’Tis true : there’s magic in the web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses; 

In her prophetic fury sew’d the work : 

The worms were hallow’d, that did breed the silk; 
And it was died in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv’d of maidens’ hearts. 

Des. * Indeed ! is’t true ? 

Oth. Most veritable; therefore look to’t well. 
Des. Then would to heaven, that I had never 
seen it . 

Oth. Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 


Oth. Is’t lost? is’t gone ? speak, is’t out of the 
Des. Heaven bless us ! ‘ [way? 

Oth. Say you ? 

Des . It is not lost; but what an* if it were ? 

Oth. Ha! 

Des. I say, it is not lost. 

Oth. Fetch’t, let me see it 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now; 

This is a trick, to put me from ray suit ; 

I pray, let Cassio be receiv’d again. . [gives. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief ; my mind mis- 
Des. Come, come ; 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchief! — 

Des. I pray, talk to me of Cassio. 

Oth. The handkerchief! — 

Des. A man that, all his time. 

Hath founded his good fortune on your love; 

Shar’d dangers with you 
Oth. The handkerchief!— 

Des. In sooth, 

You are to blame. 

Oth. Away ! [Exit. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne’er saw this before. 

Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief: 

I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. ’Tis not a year or two shews us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungrily, and when they are full, 

They belch ns. Look you! Cassio, and my husband. 

Enter Iago and Cassio. 

Iago. There is no other wav ; ’tis she must do’t; 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio? what’s the new* 
with you? 

Cas. Madam, my former suit. I do beseech yoa, 
That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 

Entirely honour; I would not be delay’d; 

If my offence be of such mortal kind. 

That neither service past, nor present sorrows. 

Nor purpos’d merit in futurity, 

Can ransome me into his love again* 

But to know so must be my benefit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forc’d content. 

And shut myself up in some other course. 

To fortune’s alms. 

-Des. > Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter’d. 

So help me, every spirit sanctified; 

As I have spoken for you all my best ; 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure, 

For my free speech! You must a while be patient: 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will, 

Than for myself T dare : let that suffice you. 

Iago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emil. , t He went hence but now. 

And, certainly, m strange unquietness. 

\TT\ a y° m ^ an k® angry? I nave seen the cannon. 
When it hath blown his ranks into the ah ; 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff’d his Wn brother And can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then: I will go meet him ; 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr’ythee, do so.— Something, sure cf 
p.,. r stat J>~ f , [Exit lag* 

Either from Venice; or some unhatch’d practice. 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,— 

Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and, in such case «, 
Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Though great ones are their objects. ’Tis even so, 
For let our finger ache, and it endues 
Our other healthful members ev’n to that sense 
Of pain : Nay, we must think, men are not god* ; 
Nor of them look for such observance* 
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As fit the bridal.— Beshrew me much, Emilia, 

I was (unhandsome warrior as 1 am.) 

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 

Bat uow 1 find, I had suborn’d the witness, 

And he’s indited falsely. 

Emil • Fray heaven, be state matters, as you 
think ; 

And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 

Concerning you. 

Dcs. Alas, the day! I never gave him cause. 
Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer’d so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 

But jealous, for they are jealous : ’tis a monster. 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 
j)es. Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s 
mind I 

EmiL Ladv,amen! _ . [about: 

Des. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk here- 
If I do find him fit, I’ll move your suit, 

And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia . 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Cas. hat make you from home ? 

How is it with you. my most fair Bianca ? 

Tfaith, sweet love/I was coming to your house. < 
Bian . And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights? 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers’ absent hours, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

0 weary reckoning ! 

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been 

press’d ; 

But I shall, in a more continoate time. 

Strike olf this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

{giving her Desdemona' s handkerchief.) 
Take me this work out. 

Bian. O, Cassio, whence came this ? 

This is some token from a newer friend. 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 

Is it come to this ? Well, well. 

Cas. v Woman, goto! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil’s teeth, ^ 

From whence you have them. You are jealous 
now, 

That this is from some mistress, some remembrance : 


No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it ? 

Cas. I know not, sweet ; I found it in my cham- 
ber. 

I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 

.As like enough it will,) I’d have it copied : 

Take it, and ao’t ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian . Leave you! wherefore? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish. 

To have him see me woman’d. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 

And say, if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas. Tir but a little way, that l can bring you, 

. For I attend here : but I’ll see you soon. 

Bian. ’Tis very good ; I must be circumstanc’d. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I .— The same . 
Enter Othello and Iaco. 


lago. Will you think so ? 

Oth* Think so, lago ? 

J lago. What, 

To kiss in private ? 

Oth. An unauthoriz’d kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked with her friend abed 


An hour, or more, not mtaning any harm ? 

Oth. Naked abed, lago, and not mean harm? 

It is hypocrisy against the devil : 

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so. 

The devil their virtue tempts and they tempt 
heaven. 

lago. So they do nothing, ’tis a venial slip : 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief, — 

Oth. What then? 

lago. Why, then ’tis hers, my lord ; and, being 
hers, 

She may, I think, bestow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is protectress of her honour too , 

May she give that? 

lago. Her honour is an essence that’s not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not: 

But, for the handkerchief, — 

Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have for- 
# got it : — 

Thou said’st, — 0, it comes o’er my memory, 

As doth the raven o’er the infected house, 

Boding to all,— he had my handkerchief. 
lago. Ay, what of that? 

Oth. t That’s not so good, now. 

lago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do 
you wrong ? 

Or heard him say,— As knaves be such abroad. 

Who having, by their own importunate suit, 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 

Convinc’d or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab — 

Oth. Hath he said any thing ? 

lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assur’d. 
No more than he’ll unswear. 

Oth. * What hath he said? 

lago. ’Faith, that he did, — I know not what he 
Oth. What, what? [did. 

lago. Lie — 

Oth. With her ? 

lago. With her, on her; ivhat you will, 

Oth. Lie with her! lie on her! — We say, lie on 
her, when they belie^ her : Lie with her ! that’s 
fulsome. — Handkerchief, — confessions, — hand ker- 
chief. — To confess, and be hanged for his labour. 
— First, to be hanged, and then to confess: — I 
tremble at it. . Nature would not invest herself in 
such shadowing passion, without some instruction. 
It is not words, that shake me thus: — Pish! — 
Noses, ears, and lips : — Is it possible ?— Con- 
fess!— Handkerchief i—0 devil! 

(Falls in a trance.) 

lago. Work on, 

My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are 
caught ; 

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus. 

All guiltless meet reproach. — What, ho ! my lord ! 

Enter Cassio. 

My lord, I say ! Othello! — How now, Cassio? 

Cas. What .is the matter? 

lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy ; 

This is his second fit; he had one yesterday. 

Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
lago. No, forbear 

The lethargy must have his quiet course : 

If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by, 

Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs: 

Bo you withdraw yourself a little while, 

He will recover straight; when he is gon?, 

I would on great occasion speak with you. — 

[Ex it Cassia 

How is it, general ? have yon not hurt your head ? 
Oth. Dost thou mock me ? 
lago. I mock you! no, by heaven 

’Would, you would bear your fortunes like a man. 
Oth. A horned man’s a monster, and a beast. 
lago. There’s many a beast then in a populon# 
city. 

And many a civil monster. 

Oth. Did he confess it*'’ 
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Iago, Good sir, be a man; 

hink, every bearded fellow, that’s but yok’d, 

May draw with yon : there’s millions now alive, 
at nightly lie in those unproper beds, 

WhUh they dare swear peculiar; your case is 
better. 

0, *ti s the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock. 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 

And, knowing what l am, I know what she shall be. 
Oth. O, thou art wise ; ’tin certain, 

Iago. ^ Stand you awhile apart; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 

Whilst you were here, erewhile mad with your 
, grief, 

A passion most unsuiting such a man,) 
assio came hither : I shifted him away 
And laid good ’scuse upon your ecstasy ; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me; 

*he which he promis’d. Do but encave yourself, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns. 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 

F-t A httill unrl l'i, orvoi'w +n . 



And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dost thou hear, 1 ago? 

1 will be found most cunning in my patience ; 

But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 

Iago. That’s not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

, T {Othello withdraws.) 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife, that, by selling her desires, 

Buys herself bread and clothes ; it is a creature, 

I hat dotes on Cassio,— as ’tis the strumpet’s plague, 
Jo beguile many, and be beguil’d by one 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
rrom the excess of laughter Here he comes : 

Re-enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour 
Quite in the wrong.— How do you now, lieute- 
nant ? 

Oas. The worser, that you give me the addition. 
Whose want even kills me. 

Iago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure oft. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power, 

How quickly should you speed ? ^ pea ^ n9 ^ ower -) 

rut r , i . , , ; Alas, poor caitiff! 

Oth. Look, how he laughs already 1 (Aside.) 
iago. I never knew a woman love man so. 

Las. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i'faitb, she loves 
me. 

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 
Iago. Do you hear, Cassio ? {Aside,) 

To tell it o’er: Goto; wefi 

o&jSate** tl,atyoa ,ha,ima ^^ 

Gas. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Oth. Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph? 


Cas. This is the monkey’s own giving out : she 
is persuaded I will marry her, out of her own lova 
ana flattery, not out of my promise. 

Oth. Iago beckons me; now he hegins the story. 

Cas. She was here even now : she haunts mlsfin 
every place. I was, the other day, talking on the 
sea-bank with certain Venetians : and thither cornea 
this bauble; by this hand, she falls thus about mi 
neck •— J 

Oth. Crying, O dear Cassio! as it were: hi* 
gesture imports it. , {Aside.) 

Cas. oo hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me : so 
hales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha ! — 

Oth. Now he tells, how she plucked him to mv 
chamber : O, I see that nose of yours, but not that 
dog I shall throw it to. (Aside.) 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

Iago. Before me! look, where she comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Cas. ’Tis such another fitchew! marry, a per- 
lumed one. — What do you mean by this haunting 
of me? 6 

_ Let the devil and his dam haunt you! 

What did you mean by that same handkerchief, you 
gave me even now? I was a fine fool to take it. I 
must take out the whole work?— A likely piece of 
work, that you should find it in your chamber, and 
not know who left it there! This is some minx’s 
token, and I must take out the work ? There, — give 
it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you had it. I’ll 
take out no work on’t. 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? how now ? 

how now ? 

Oth. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief ! 

(Aside.) 


Bzan. An you’ll come to supper to-night, you 
-.ay: an you will not, come wne“ — 
prepared for. 


len you are next 
[Exit 


may: an you will not, come 
“repared for. 

Iago. After her, after her. 

Cas. ’Faith J must, she’ll rail in the street else. 
Iago. Will you sup there? 

Cas. ’Faith, I intend so. 

Iago. MV ell, I may chance to see you ; for I would 
very f am speak with you. 

Cas. Priythee, come ; Will 


1 you : 


[Exit Cassio. 


(Aside.) 
r ! I pr’y- 


Cas. I marry her!— what? a customer! I pr’y. 
fiiee, bear some charity to my wit ; do not think it 
«o unwholesome. Ha, h,, ha ! 

Oth. So, so, so, so : They laugh that win. 

’FfUh, the cry goes, that you shalkmarry 

Cas. Pr’ythee, say true. 

1 am a very villain else. 

Oth. Have you scowd me? Well. (Aside.) 


Iago. Cxo to ; say no more. [E: 

Oth. How shall I murder him, Iago? 

Iago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his 
vice. 

Oth. O, Iago! 

^ ^u see the handkerchief? 

Oth. Was that mine ? 

Iago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he 
prizes the foolish woman, your wife! she gave it 
“Jm, and he hath given it his whore. 

Oth. I would have him nine years a killing 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 
iago. Nay, you must forget that 

rWrAf . P e i heT V r( if’ a , perish, and be damne 
to-night; tor she shall not live: No, my heart i 

oTht k stri ¥ ^ au<1 !t lla rts my hand 

U, the world hath not a sweeter creature: sh 
migM he by an emperor’s side, and command him 

Iago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

her! Ido but 5,-.y what she is:— So' 
d f) el, r^ ,hhW ,r dle !_An ^“irable musician ! 
u, she will sing the savageness out of a bear !— Of 
so high and plenteous wit and invention ! 
lam She’s the worse for all this. 

°/ T a thousand, a thousand rimes And then, 
of so gentle a condition I - ' 

Ay, too gentie. 

Iamft n Tr’ tha 4 t ? cerla!n /. Batyat the pity of it 
the P>ty of it, Togo ! 

go. if you are so fond over her iniquity # 

cornet 04 touch nof yo£ 

comes near nobody. ' 
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Oth. I will chop her into messes: — Cuckold me 1 
lago. O, ’tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer 1 
lago. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, lago; this night : — 
I'll not expostulate with her, lest her body and 
beauty unprovide my mind again : — this night, 
lago. 

lago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her 
bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; very 
good. 

lago. And, for Cassio,— let me be his undertaker : 
You shall hear more by midnight. 

[A trumpet within.) 
Oth. Excellent good. — What trumpet is that 
same?. 

lago. Something from Venice, sure. ’Tis Lodo- 
vico, . [him. 

Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants. 
Lod. ’Save you, worthy general 1 
Oth. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

(Gives him a packet.) 

Oth . I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

(Opens the packet, and reads.) 
Des. And what’s the news, good cousin Lodo- 
vico? 

lago. 1 am very glad to see you, signior , 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. £ thank you : How does lieutenant Cassio? 
lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there’s fallen between him and my 
lord 

An unkind breach : but you shall make all well. 
Oth. Are you sure of that ? 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will — 

(Reads.) 

Lod. He did not call ; he’s busy in the paper. 

Is there division ’twixt my lord and Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone them, for the love l bear to Cassio. 

Oik. Fire and brimstone ! 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. Are you wise ? 

Des. What, is he angry? 

Lod. ’May be, the letter mov’d him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. By my troth, I am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed? 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. How, sweet Othello ? 

Oth. Devil 1 (Striking her.) 

Des. I have not deserv’d this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ’d in Ve- 
nice, 

Though I should swear I saw it : ’Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Oth. * O devil, devil 1 

If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears, 
Each drop she fails would prove a crocodile 
Out of my sight l 

Des I will not stay to offend yon. 

(Going.) 

Lod, Truly, an obedient lady: 

I do beseech your lordship, call her hack. 

Oth. Mistress — 

Des . My lord? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay ; you did wish, that I would make her 
... ' ■; : turn ; 

Sir, she car* turn, and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again : and she can weep, sir, weep ; 

And she’s obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 


Very obedient Proceed you in your tears.— 
Concerning this, sir, — 0 well-painted passion ! 

I am commanded home : — Get you away; 

I’ll send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate, 

And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt ! 

[j Exit Desdemona. 

Cassio shall have my place. And,— -Sir, to-night, 

I do entreat that we may sup together. 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.- — Goats and 
monkeys ! [Exit. 

Lod, Is this the noble Moor whom our full se- 
nate . . [tare, 

Call — all-in-all sufficient? — This the noble na- 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue, 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 

Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
lago. _ He is much chang’d* 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain? 
lago. He is that he is; I may not breathe my 
censure. 

What he might be, — if, what he might, he is not,— 

I would to heaven, he were. 

Lod. What, strike his wife 1 

lago. ’Faith, that was not so well ; Yet ’would 
I knew, 

That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod. Ts it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

And new-create this fault ? 

lago. Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me, to speak [him ; 

What I have seen and known. You shall observe 
And his own courses will denote him so, 

That I may save my speech : Do but go after. 

And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry, that I am deceiv’d in him. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II,— A. Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello and Emilia. 

Oth. You have seen nothing then ? 

Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 

Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together. 
Emil. But then I saw no harm ; and then 1 heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 
02A‘What, did they never whisper ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o’the way? 

Emil. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 
nothing ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. , 

Oth. ' That’s strange. 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 
Lay down ray soul at stake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought: it doth abuse your bosom. 

If any wretch hath put this in your head, 

.Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse ! 

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 

There’s no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither : — go. — 

[Exit Emilia. 

She says enough ; — yet she’s a simple bawd, 

That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets . 

And yet she’ll kneel, and pray; I’ve seen her do‘L 

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona. 

Des. My lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray, chuck, come hithe*. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Oth. Let me see your eye* ; 

Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy’s this? 

Oth. Some of your function, mistress ; 

f (To Emilia^ 

Leave procreants alone, and shut the aoor ; 

Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come : 
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Your mystery, your mystery ; — nay, despatch. ] 
[Exit Emilia, | 

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your s eech i 
import ? _ I 

I understand a fury in your words. 

But not* the word s. 

Oth, Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true 

A nd loyal wife. 

Oth . Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Aest, being like oneof heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore he double- 
damn’d, 

Swear— thou art honest. 

Des . Heaven doth truly know it. 

Otk Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as 
hell. 

Des* To whom, my lord? with whom? How am 
I false? 

Oth . 0 Desdemona! — away I away ! away ! 

Des . Alas, the heavy day ! — Why do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord? 

If, haply, you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not vour blanm on me ! if you have lost him. 
Why, I have lost him too. 

Otk . Had it pleas’d heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had he rain’d 
All kind of sores, and shames, on my bare head ; J 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips ; 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 

I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience : but (alas i) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point nis slow tmmoving finger at,— 

O! 01 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well : 

But there, where I have garner’d up my heart; 
Where either I must live, or bear no life ; 

The fountain, from the which my current runs, 

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence I 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in ! — turn thy complexion there! 
Patience, thou young and rose-lipp’d cherubim ; 

Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

Des. I hope, my noble lord esteems me honest. 
Oth. 0, ay; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. 0 thou weed. 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell’st so sweet, 

That the sense aches at thee. — ’Would, thou hadst 
ne’er been born ! 

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 
Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon? What committed? 
Committed !— O thou public commoner! 

^should make very forges of my cheeks, 

That would to cinders burn up modesty, 

Did I but speak thy deeds. — What committed! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks; 
’I'lie bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 

Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth, 

And will not hear it : — What committed ! 

Impudent strumpet ! ¥ 

Des. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a stru mpet ? 

■Des. . No, as I am a Christian : 

If to’preserve this vessel for my lord. 

From any other foul unlawful touch, 

Be — not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 


Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Des. ' No, as I shall be saved. 

Oth. Is it possible ? 

Des. 0, heaven forgive us ! 

Oth. I cry you mercy, then; 

1 took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 

That married with Othello. — You, mistress. 

Re-enter Emilia. 

That have the office opposite to St. Peter, 

A nd keep the gate of hejl ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 


We have clone our course; there’s money for you* 
pains ; 

I pray you, turn the key, and keep oar counsel. 

[Exit, 

Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?— 
How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 
Des. ’Faith, half asleep. [lord? 

Emil. Good madam, what’s the matter with my 
Des. With who ? 

Emil . Why, with my lord madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord ? 

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady 

Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; 

I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none. 

But what should go by water. Pr’ythee, to-night, 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,— remember 
And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here is a change, indeed ! 

[Exit. 

Des. ’Tis meet I should be us’d so, very meet. 
How have I been behav’d, that he might stick 
The small’s t opinion on my great’st abuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia, with Iago. 

Iago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is 
it with you ? [babes, 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 

I am a child to chiding. 

Iago. What’s the matter, lady ? 

Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhor’d her, 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her. 

As true hearts cannot bear. 

Des. Am I that name, Iago? 

Iago. ^ What name, fair lady ? 

Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say I was. 
Emil. He call’d her, whore; a beggar, in his 
drink, 

Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 
Iago. Why did he so ? [such. 

Des. I do not know; I am sure, I am none 
Iago. Do not weep, do not weep ; Alas, the day! 
Emil. Has she forsook so many noble matches, 
Her father, and her country, and her friends. 

To be called— whore ? would it not make one weep? 
Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

Iago. # Beshrew him for it ! 

How comes this trick upon him ? 

Nay, heaven doth know. 
Emil . I will be hang’d, if some eternal villain, 
Some busy^ and insinuating rogue. 

Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office. 
Have not devis’d this slander ; I’ll be hang’d else. 
Iago. Fy, there is no such man : it is impossible. 
Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 
Emil. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw hia 
bones I [company f 

Why should he call her whore ? who keeps her 
What place ? what time ? what form ? what likeli 
hood ? 

The Moor’s abus’d by some most villanous knave 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow:— . 
0 heaven, that such companions thou’dst unfold ; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 

To lash the rascal naked through the world. 

Even from the east to the west! 

Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fy upon him ! some such squire he was 
That turn’d your wit the seamy side without. 

And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

Iago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Des • 0 good Iago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 

Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of be 
J know not how I lost him. Here I kneel s 
If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love. 

Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed ; 

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
Delighted them in an other form ; 
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Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will,— -though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement,— love him dearly, 
Comfort forswear me I Unkindness may do much ; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life, 

But never taint my love. I cannot say whore ; 

It does abhor me, now I speak the word ; 

To do the act that might the addition earn, 

N >t the world’s mass of vanity could make me. 

I ago. I pray you, be content ; ’tis but his humour ; 
The business .of the state does him offence, 

And he does chide with you. 

Res. \ If ’twere no other, — 

lago. It is but so, I warrant you, {Trumpets.) 
Hark, how these instruments summon to supper ! 
And the great messengers of Venice stay *. 

0 in, and weep not; all things shall be well. 

[ Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Roderick?. 

How now, Roderigo ? [me. 

Rod. I do not find, that thou deal’st justly with 
lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doffs! me with some device, 
lago ; and rather (as it seems to me now,) keep’s t 
from me all conveniency, than suppliest me with the 
least ad vantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer 
endure it: Nor am I yet persuaded, to put up in 
peace what already I have foolishly suffered. 
lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod, ’Faith, I have heard too much: for your 
words, and performance, are no kin together. 
lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted my- 
self out of my means. The jewels you have had 
from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half have 
corrupted a votarist: You have told me — she has 
received them, and returned me expectations and 
comforts of sudden respect and acquittance ; but I 
find none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man; 
nor ’tis not very well : By this hand, I say, it is very 
scurvy : and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 
lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, ’tis not very well. T will make 
myself known to Desdemona : If she will return me 
my jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my 
unlawful solicitation: If not, assure yourself, I will 
seek satisfaction of you. 
lago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I 
protest intendment of doing. 

lago. Why, now I see there’s mettle in thee ; 
and even, from this instant, do build on thee a bet- 
ter opinion than evdfr before. Give me thy hand, 
Roderigo : Thou hast taken against me a most just 
exception; but, yet, I protest, I have dealt most 
directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 
lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment. 
But, Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, 
which I have greater reason to believe now than 
ever, — I mean, purpose, courage, and valour, — 
this night shew it ; if thou the next night following 
enjoyest not Desdemona, take me from this world 
with treachery, and devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason, and 
compass? 

lago. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello’s place. 

1 od. Is that true ? Why, then Othello and Des- 
demona return again to Venice. 

lago. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and takes 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his 
abode be lingered here by some accident ; wherein 
none can be so determinate as the removing of 
Cassio. k v 

Rod . How do you mean— removing of him v 


lago. Why, by making him incapable of Othello’* 
place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me do? 

# lago . Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither 
will I go to him ; — he knows not yet of his honour- 
able fortune : if you will watch his going thence, 
(which I shall fashion to fall out between twelve 
and one,) you may take him at your pleasure; I 
will be near to second your attempt, and he shall 
fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but 
go along with me ; I will shew you such a necessity 
in his death, that you shall think yourself bound to 
put it on him. It is now high supper- time, and the 
night grows to waste : about it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

lago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt. 

Scene III . — Another Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, 
and Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no 
further. 

Oth. 0 pardon me ; ’twill do me good to walk. 

hod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 

Res. Your honour is most welcome. 

Oth. r Will you walk, sir? — 

0, — Desdemona, — 

Res. My lord? 

Oth. Get you to bed on the instant: I will be 
returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there ; 
look, it be done. 

Res. I will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Oth. Lod . and Attendants. 

Emil. How goes it now? he looks gentler than 
he did. 

Res. He says he will return incontinent ; 

He hath commanded me to go to bed, 

A,nd bade me tq dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me! 

Res. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 

We must not now displease him. 

Emil. I would, you had never seen him ! 

Res. So would not I ; my love doth so approve 
him, [frowns,— 

That even his stubbornness, his checks, and 
Pr’ythee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in 
them, [bed. 

Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the 

Res. All’s one : — Good father ! how foo'lish are 
our minds ! 

If I do die before thee, pr’ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk 

Res. My mother had a maid call’d— Barbara ; 

She was in love; and he, she lov’d, prov’d mad, 
And did forsake her : she had a song of— willow ; 

An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her fortune 
And she died singing it : That song, to-night, 

Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do. 

But to go hang my head all at one side. 

And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr’ythee, despatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown? 

Res. No, unpin me here.— 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Res. And he speaks welil. 

Emil. I know a lady in' Venice, who would have- 
walked barefoot to Palestine, for u touch of hi*; 
nether lip. 

T)es The poor sou. sat sighing hy a sycamom 
tree, 

Sing all a green loillow; ( Singing?) 

Her hand on her bosom , her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow. willow : 
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The fresh streams ranhy her, and murmur’d 
her moans; 

Sing willow, etc 

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d 
the stones ; 

Lay by these : 

Sing willow, willow, willow; 

Pr') thee, hie thee ; he’ll come anon. — 

Sing all a green willow must be my gar- 
land, 

XI 

Let nobody blame him. Ins scorn I approve , — 
Nav, that’s not next— Hark] who is it that knocks ? 
Emil, It is the wind. 

Des. X call’d my love, false love; hut what said , 
bmg willow , etc, * [he then? 

i/ i court mo wo en, you'll couch with mo men, 

£°» P * tbe L e P ne * £ ood Mine eyes do itch : 

Doth (hat bode weeping ? 

. ’Tis neither here nor there. 

Ues, I have heard it said so. — G, these men. 
these men I 9 

Dost thou in conscience think,— tell me. Emilia,— 
i hat there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

t J There be some such, no question. 
Des. Would st thou do such a deed for all the 
world? 

Binil, Why, would not you? 

Vxr t . , No, by this heavenly light! 
Enid. Nor T neither, by this heavenly light: 

I might do’t as well i’the dark. [world ? 

g w :, v ^ould’st thou do such a deed for all the 
Emil. rhe world is a huge thing : ’Tis a great 
price ° 

Tor a small vice. 

iy es : T D Good troth, I think thou would’st not. 
Emil. By my troth, X think X should; and un- 
dot, when X had done. Many, I would not do 
such a tiling for a joint-ring; nor for measures of 
lawn; nor fcr. gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor 

P e My exhibition : but, for the whole world. 

Why, who would not make her husband a cuckold, 
to make him a monarch? X should venture purga- 


Des. Bestow me, if I would do such a wrong 
for the whole world. b 

Emil Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’the 
world; and, having the world for your labour ’tis 

make°ifrighl° Ur ^ W ° rld ’ aud y ° U ™ ght ^ickly 

% e % 1 * 0 not ^ink there is any such woman. 
Emu. Yes, a dozen ; and as many [for 

I o the vantage, as would store the world they play’d 
put, I do think it is their husbands’ faults, * 7 
If wives do tall: Say, that they slack their duties, 
n i p0l L r ou f Measures into foreign laps ; 

Ur else break out in peevish jealousies, 

I nrowing restraint upon us; or, say, they strike us 
Or scant our former having in Sespfte ; 7 ’ 

VVhy, we have galls; and, though we have some 
grace, 

Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know, 

fh sme)i aVe SenSe ‘ ke them : ,hey see > 

And have their palates both for sweet and soar 
As hnsbands have. What is it that they do, 

lThi,tr^ e - y 0 ^"# e n "1 ‘^others ? Is it sport ? 

I !l-i -f ? , Al l d dot h affection breed it 
I thmk it doth ; 1s t frailty that thus errs ? 

At is so too : And have not we affections ? 

rulTl { Z? ?0rt * and as «en have ? 

fcr the . ni use uswell : else, let them know, 

1 he ills we do, their ills instruct us to. 

„ ^ge°^t S00d ° ight:HeaVen me 8 “ ch 

Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend ! 

[Exeunt. 


d ACT V. 

Scene I. — A Street. 

d Enter Iago and Roderigo. 

Iago. H.ere, stand behind this bulk: straight 
will he come : ^ 

W ear th v good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick; fear nothing : I’ll be at thy elbow: 
a m f? es us > or it mars us ; think on that. 

. And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in’t 
Iago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and fake thy 
_ sword. {Retires to a little distance!] 
Mod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 

And vet he has given me satisfying reasons :— 
f ^ 1S °ut a man gone:— forth, my sword; he dies. 

' Tft* n. t u MO ( Goes to his stand.) 

iago. J have rnbbd this young quat almost to 
the sense, 

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio 
Ur Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain : Live Roderigo, 

We calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb’d from him. 

As gifts to Desdemona ; 

It must not be : if Cassio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the oor 
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril; 
•No, he must die : — -But so, I hear him coming.' 

Enter Cassio. 

Rof-l know his gait, ’tis he Villain, thou diest. 
[Mushes from his post, and makes a pass at 
Cassio. 

That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 
Hut. that my coat is better than thou think’s t ; 

I will make proof of thine. 
r, , [Draws, and wounds Roderigo.) 

(°d. .6)1 am slain 1 

[Iago rushes from his post, cuts Cassio bihind 
T . i }l the leg, and exit.) 

Las. 1 am maim’d for ever : — Help, oh mur- 
der] murder! [Falls.) 

Enter Othello, at a distance. 

Oih. fj^voice of Cassio : — Iago keeps hi* 

Rod. O, villain that I am \ 

Rio* n u i » I ? i* i » » Hark I ’tis even so 
✓Tuf’ >or f P ob * kght! a surgeon! 

TiZfl’t 1 ! h V~P, brave Ia g°» honest, and just, 
£H, h . ast ? UC ? noble sense of thy friend’s wrong? 
Thou tearhest me,— Minion, your dear lies dead. 

And yonr fate hies apace Strumpet, I come : 

Forth of m^y heart those charms, thine eyes, are 

Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood be 
s * ,otted ’ [Exit Othello. 

Enter toDonco and Gratiano, at a dietance. 

^ d^mnrfe?! “° pa8Si * e? 

Gra. ’Tis some mischance; the cry is very dire- 

Cas. 0 help ! 

HarkI 

t°j t tx. O wretched vil n! 

Lod. 1 wo or three groans ;— it is a heavy night: 
rhese may be counterfeits ; let’s think’t unsafe 
»° 7 ie xT n , to , the CI T> with out more help. 

Mod. Nobody comes? then shall I bleed to death. 

Enter Xago, with a light. 

Lod. Hark 1 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with light 

and wpannno ® 


- tu srnru W«n llgni 

and weapons. 6 

Who’s there ? whose noise is this, that 

S'?*** 9 * 


Iago. Who’s there* ? w 
cries on murder? 
Lod. W e do not know. 
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lago. Did yon not hear a cry ? 

('Cis. Here, here ; for heaven’s sake, help me. 

. «... „ , , What's the matter? 

(* ra ; yhis is Othello s ancient, as I take it 
hod- I he same, indeed; a very valiant feliow. 
lago. Wliat are you here that cry so grievously? 
Cos. lago ? 0 1 am spoil’ d, undone by villains! 
Give me home help ? 

lago. O me, lieutenant! what villains have done 
Gas. 1 think that one of them is hereabout, 

And cannot make away. 

Jago. 0 treacherous villains !— 

What are you there? come m, and give some help. . 
„ T „ , . (To Lodovico and Gratiano.) 
Mod. O, help me here ! * 

Gas. That’s one of them. 
lago. O murderous slave ! 0 villain ! 

r, J r\ a > j t T A tf ago sta P $ Roderigo.) 

Rod. O damn d lago ! O inhuman doir 1 

0! O! 0! h ' 

lago. Kill men i’the dark!— Where be these 
bloody thieves ! — 

How silent is this town !— Ho ! murder ! murder ! 
What may you be? are you of good, or evil? 
hod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
lago. * Signior Lodovico ? 

hod. He, sir. 

lago. ' I cry you mercy : Here’s Cassio hurt 
13y villains. 

Gra. Cassio ? 

lago. How is it, brother? 

Gas. My leg is cut in two. 

_ lago. Marry, heaven forbid!— 

Light, gentlemen ; I’ll bind it with my shirt 

Enter Bianca. 

Rian . What is the matter, ho? who is’t that cry’d? 
lago. Who is’t that cry’d ? 

Rian. O my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio! 

O Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio ! [suspect 

lago. 0 notable strumpet ! — Cassio, may you 
Who they should be, that have thus mangled you? 
Gas. No. 

Gra . 1 am sorry to find you thus : I have been 
to seek you. 

lago. Lend me a garter : So. — O, for a chair. 

To bear him easily hence ! 

Rian. Alas, he faints :—0 Cassio! Cassio! Cassio! 
lago . Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. — 

Patience a while, good Cassi#. — Come, come ; 

Lend me a light.— Know we this face, or no ? 

Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 

Roderigo ? no Yes, sure : 0 heaven ! Roderigo* 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 5 

lago. Even he, sir ; did you know him ? 

Gra. _ Know him ? ay. 

lago. Sigmor Gratiano ? 1 cry you gentle par- 
don ; 

These bloody accidents must excuse my manners, 
That so neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio?— 0, a chair, a chair ! 
Gra. Roderigo ! 

lago. He, he, ’tis he: — 0, that’s^ well said: — 
the chair : — ^ (A chair brought in.) 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 

I’ll fetch the general’s surgeon.— For you, mis- 
„ tress, (To Rianca .) 

Save you your labour.— He that lies slain here, 
Cassio, 

Was my dear friend: What malice was between 
you? 

Gas. None in the world;, nor do I know the mau. 
lago. (To Rian.) What, look you pale? — O, 
bear him Out o’ the air. — 

(Cassio and Rod. are borne off.) 
Stay you, good gentlemen : — Look you pale, mis- 
tress? .(To Rianca.) 

Do you perceive the ghastness of her eye? — 


Nay,!/ vou stare, we shall hear more anon - 
.Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her; 

Bo you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak, 

A hough tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

hmil. ’Las, what’s the matter ? what’s the matter, 
husband? 

lago. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark. 

By Kodengo, and fellows that are scap’d , 
almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Cassio! 
l a 9°' This is the fruit of whoring. — Pr’ythe«, ’ 

°f Cassio where he supp’d to-night: — 
What, do vou shake at that ? ^ [ s hake.not 
man. He supp d at my house ; but I therefore 
r' “ e so - I charge you go with me. 
ErraL by, fy upon thee; strumpet! 

Rian.limm strumpet; but of life as honest. 

As you that thus abuse me. 

r il V i AsV! foh ! % »POn thee ! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let’s go see poor Cassio 
dress’d:— 

Come, mistress, you must tell us another tale.— 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 

And tell my lord and lady what has happ’d.— 

Will you go on, I pray? This is the night, (Aside.) 

1 hat either makes me, or fordoes me quite. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II . — A Redchamher: Desdemona in bed> 
asleep. A light burning. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,— 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — * 

It is the cause.— Y et Til not shed her blood 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. 
v Takes off his sword) 

Y et she must die, else she’ll betray more mem 
Put out the light, and then put out the light: 

If I quench thee ? thou flaming minister, 

I can again thy former light restore, 

Should I repent me :— but once put out thine. 

Thou cunning’s! pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat, 

That can thy light relume. When I have pluck’d 
thy rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It needs must wither :— I’ll smell it on the tree.— 

0 balmy breath, that dost almost persuade”*^ ^ 
Justice to break her sword! — One more, one 

more. — 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after:— One more, and this the last 
So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 

But they are cruel tears : This sorrow’s heavenly 
It strikes, where it doth love. — She wakes — 

Res. Who’s there? Othello? 

0^* tTT Ay, Desdemona. 

Res. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

Oth. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona? 

Res. * Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime. 
Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven and grace. 

Solicit for it straight. 

Res. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by tbat? 
Oth. Well, do it, and be briet; I will walk by; 

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit; 

No,— Heaven forefend !— I would not kill thy soul 
Res. Talk you of killing ? 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

& es * Then, heaven 

Have mercy on me! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart! 

Res. If you say so, 1 hope you will not kill ms. 
Oth. Humph! 

Res. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then. 
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When vour eyes roll bo: Why 1 should fear, l 
'know not, 

Since guiltiness 1 know not; but yet, 1 teel, 1 f.ear. 
Gtk, Think on thy sins. 

Des . They are loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. [ing.— 

Des. That death's unnatural, that^ kills for lov- 
A las, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame: 

These are portents ; but yet I hope, 1 hope. 

They did not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be still I 

Des, I will so; What’s the matter? 

Oth. That handkerchief, which I so lov’d, and 
gave thee, t 
Thou gav’st to Cassio. 

Des. No, by my life and soul : 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed, 

Take heed of perjury; thou ’rt on thy death-bed. 
Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, presently : 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin; 

For to deny each article with oath, 

Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception, 
That 1 do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me ! 

Oth. I say, amen. 

Des. jAnd have you mercy too !— I never did 
Oftend you in my life : never lov’d Cassio, 

Bat with such general warranty of heaven 
As [ might love : I never gave him token. ; 

Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his 
hand. 

0 pequr’d woman ! thou dost stone my heart, 

And mak’st nm call, what I intend to do,— 

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. Be found it then ; 

1 never gave it him Send for him hither, 

And let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confess’d. 

Des. What, my lord ? 

Oth. That he hath — us’d thee. 

Des. How? unlawfully ? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. He’ll not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp’d : 

Honest Iago hath ta’en order for’t [dead ? 

Des. My fear interprets then, — What, is he 
Oth, Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas! he is betray’d, and I undone. 

Oth. Out, strumpet! Weep’st thou for him to 
my face? 

Des. 0, banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, strumpet ! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night 
Oth. Nay, if you strive, — 

Des. But half an hour. 

Oth. Beingdone, 

There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

Oth. It is too late. {He smothers her.) 

Emil. {Within.) My lord! my lord! what ho: 

my lord! my lord! [quite dead? 

Oth. What noise is this?— Not dead? not yet 
l, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; i 

I would not have thee linger in thy pain. — ! 

So, so. . / : 

Emil. [Within.) What ho I my lord ! my lord ! j 
Oth. ' Who’s there? 

Emil. ( Within.) 0, good my lord, I would speak | 
a word with you. 

Oth. Y es ; — 7 tis Emilia : — by and by. — She’s dead. 
*Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death ; 

The noise was high. — Ha ! no more moving? 

' Still as the grave. Shall she come in? Were’ t good ?..-. 
I think, sshe stirs again No.— What’s the best ? 

If she come in, shell sure speak to my wife : 


My wife I my wife N , what wife?— Ihave uo wif*: 

O, insupportable ! O heavy hour ! 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. [with you, 

Emil. {Within.) I do beseech you, I may speak 
0, good my lord*! 

Oth. I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilia : — 
Soft,— by and by: — Let me the curtains draw. — 
Where art thou? What's the matter with thee 
now? {Unlocks the door ) 

Enter Emilia. 

. Emil. 0, good my lord, yonder’s foul murder 
Oth. What? now? [done. 

Einil. But now, my lord ! 

Oth. It is the very error of the moon ; 

She comes more near the earth than she was wont, 
And makes men mad. [netian, 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, has kill’d a young Ve- 
Call’d — Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kill’d ! 

And Cassio kill’d? 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

Oth. Not Cassio kill’d ? Then murder’s out of 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. [tune 

Des. 0, falsely, falsely murder’d ! 

Emil. Alas ! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That! what? 

Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady’s voice 
Help 1 help ! ho I help ! — O lady ? speak again ! 
Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, speak ! 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil O, who hath done 

This deed? 

Des. Nobody, I myself; farewell: 
Commend me to my kind lord ; 0, farewell . {Dies.) 
Oth. Why, how should she be murder’d ? 

Emil. Alas, who knows ? 

Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not I. 
Emil. She said so ; I must needs report the truth. 
Oth. She’s, like a liar, ‘gone to burning hell * 
’Twas I that kill’d her. * 

Emil. _ O, the more angel she. 

And you the blacker devil ! 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore. 
Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 
Oth. She was false as water. 

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false ; 0, she was heavenly true ! 

Oth. Cassio did tup her: ask thy husband else. 
0, 1 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity : Thy husband knew it all. 

Emil. My husband ? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock ? 

Oth. Ay, with Cassio, 

Nay, had she been true, 

If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 

Td not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband ? 

Oth. Ay, ’twas he that told me first ; 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. ^ My husband ? 

Oth . What needs this iterance, woman ? I say, 
thy husband. . [love!— 

Emil. 0 mistress, villany hath made mocks with 
My husband say* that she was false ? 

Oth. He, woman ; 

I say, thy husband : Dost understand the word ? 

Mv friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago. 

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a gram a day ! he lies to the heart ; 

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

Oth. Hu! 

Emil Do thy worst ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven. 
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Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were best. 

Emil* Thou hast not half the power to do me 
harm. 

As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt 1 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,— 

I care not for thy sword ; I’ll make thee known, 
Though I lost twenty lives Help ! help, ho ! help ! 
The Moor has kill’d my mistress ; Murder 1 murder ] 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Iago. 

Mon. What is the matter?— How now, general? 
Emil. 0, are you come, Iago ? you have done well. 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter 9 

Emil . Disprove thw villain, if thou be’st a man : 

He says, thou told’st him that his wife was false : 

know, thou didst not, thou’rt not such a villain ; 
Speak, for my heart is full. [more 

Iago. I told him what I thought; and told no 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

Emil. But did you ever tell him, she was false? 
Iago. I did. 

Emil. Y on told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 

Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : — 

She false with Cassio I— Did you say with Cassio ? 
Iago. With Cassio, mistress : Go to, charm your 
tongue. [to speak : 

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound 
My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed. 

A//._ 0 heavens forefend ! 

Emil. And your reports have set the- murder on. 
Oth. Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, indeed. 
Gra. ’Tis a strange truth. 

Mon. O monstrous act ! 

Emil. _ Villany, villany, villany ! — 

l think upon’t, — I think, — 1 smell’t; — 0 villany ! — 

1 thought so then ; — I’ll kill myself for grief. — 

0 villany, villany I 

Iago. What, are you mad ? I charge you get 
you home. [speak; 

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
’Tis proper I obey him. but not now ; — 

Perchance, Iago, I will ne’er go home. 

Oth ; 010101 {Hanging over his wife.) 
Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar ; 

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent. 

That e’er did lift up eye. 

Oth. O, she was foul .!— 

{Rising.) 

1 scarce did know you, uncle: There lies your 

niece, [stopp’d: 

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly 
I know, this act shews horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemonal I am glad thy father’s 
dead ; 

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he live now. 

This sight would make him do a desperate turn. 

Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. ’Tis pitiful; but yet Iago knows. 

That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed : Cassio confess’d it : 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand ; 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

Emil. 0 heavens 1 O heavenly powers 1 
Iago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. ’Twill out, ’twill out ; — I hold my peace, 
sir? no; 

No, I will speak as liberal as the air ; 

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 

AIL ail, cry shame against me, yet I’ll speak. 

Laqo. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil I will not. 

{Iago offers to stab his wife.) 

FyJ 


Yonr sword upon a woman? 

Emil . 0 thou dull Moor 1 that handkerchief tkoa 
speak’st of, 

I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 

For often, with a solemn earnestness, 

(More than, indeed, belong’d to such a trifle,) 

He begg’d of me to steal it. 

Iago. Villanous whore 1 

Emil . She give it Cassio! no, alas; I found it, 

And I did give’t my husband. 

Iago. Filth, thou liest 

Emil. By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentlemen 
O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife? 

[Iago stabs Emilia , then runs out . 
Oth. Are there no stones in heaven, 

But what serve for the thunder? — Precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls ; sure, he has kill’d his 
. ■ ■ wife. 

Emil Ay, ay; 0, lay me by my mistress’ side ! 
Gra. He’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 

Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take yon this 
weapon, 

Which I have here recover’d from the Moor: 

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass. 

But kill him rather; I’ll after that same villain. 

For ’tis a damned slave. 

[ Exeunt Montano and Gratiano* 
Oth . . I am not valiant neither. 

But every puny whipster gets my sword 
But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

Emil What did thy song bode, lady ? 

Hark, can’st thou hear me? I will play the swan, 

And die in music ; — Willow , ivillow, willow . — 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov’d thee, cruel Moor} 

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 

So speaking as I think, I die, — 1 die. {Dies.) 

Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper; — 

0, here it is : — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. {Within.) If thouattempt it, it will costthe* 
■.■dear;’. 

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

Oth. Look in upon me then, and speak with me 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra . What is the matter ? 

Oth. Behold ! I have a weapon} 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier’s thigh : I have seen the day, 

That, w this little arm, and this good sword, 

I have made my way through more impediment* 
Than twenty times your stop But, O vain boa»t! 
Who can control his fate ? ’tis not so now. — 

Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d ; 

Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt, 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go back dismay’d? ’tis a lost fear; ' 

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast, 

And he retires : — Where should Othello go ?— 

Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr’d wench S 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt. 
This look of thine will hurl mv*soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it Cold, cold, my girl? 
Even like thy chastity. — 

O cursed, cursed slave !— Whip me, ye devils. 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur 1 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire I— 

O Desdemonal Desdemonal dead: 

Dead? 01 010! 

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a 
chair , and Officers, with Iago, prisoner . 
Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate 
man? 

Oth. That’s he, that was Othello ; here I am 
Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth, 
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Oth. 1 look down toMards his feet;— -bat that’ll 
a fabler 

f that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

(i Othello wounds lago- 
hod. Wrench his sword from him. 
lago. I bleed, sir; but not kill’d. 

dm. I am not sorry neither; I’d have thee live; 
For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die. 

Lod. 0 thou Othello, that was once so good, 
Fall’n in the practice of a cursed slave, 

What shall be said to thee ? 

Oth. Why, any thing „• 

An honourable murderer, if you will; 

For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

hod. This wretch hath part confess’d his villany : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death ? 

Oth Ay. 

Cas. Dear general, J never gave you cause. 

Oth. I do believe if, and I ask your pardon. 

Will you, I pray you, demand that demi-devik 
Why he hath thus ensnar’d my soul and body r 
lago. Demand me nothing: What you know, you 
know: 

From this time forth I never will speak word. 
hod. What? not to pray ? 

Ora. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best. 
hod. Sir, yon shall understand what hath befall’n. 
Which, as l think, you know not : Here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo; 

And here, another: the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

Oth. 0 villain! 

Cas. Most heathenish, and most gross ! 

hod. Now here’s another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 


Oth. U the pernicious caiti 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife’s? 

* ' I found it in my chamber: 

And he himself confess’d, but even now, 

That there he dropp’d it, for a special purpose. 
Which wrought to nis desire. 

?f h -m. • , „ ,0 fool! fool! fool! 

Vas. There is, besides, m Rodengo’s letter,— 
BOW he raids lago, that he made him 


0 the pernicious caitiff! — 



Brave me upon tne watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast: And even but now he spake, 
After long seeming dead,— lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

hod. You must forsake this room, and go with u*» 
Your power and your command is taken off, * 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave;— 

If there be any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It shall be his : You shall close prisoner rest. 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the V enetian state : — Come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know it: 
No more of that: — I pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aug t in malice : then must you spea* 
Of one, that lov’d not wisely, but too well ; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought. 
Perplex’d in the extreme ; of one, whose hand, 
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away, 

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdu’d eyes. 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian tre s 
Their medicinal gum : S^t you down this : 

And say, besides,— that m Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog. 

And smote him— thus. (Stabs himself,) 

hod* 0* bloody period ! 

r , . , All, that’s spoke, is marr’d. 

Oth. I kiss’d thee, ere I kill’d* thee No way 
but this, (Falling upon Desdemona.) 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies.) 

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no 
weapon; 

For he was great of heart. 

»/r O Spartan dog. 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 

Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; (To logo.) 
This is thy work ; the object poisons sight * — 

Let it be hid.— Gratiano, keep the house, 

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they succeed to you.— To you, lord governor. 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 

The time, the place, the torture, — 0 enforce it ! 
Myself will straight aboard; and, to the state, 
i his heavy act with heavy heart relate. Jj£x 



GLOSSARY 


or OBSOLETE WORDS, AND OP WORDS VARYING FROM THEIR ORDINARY SIGNIFICATION* 


tyate, to depress, sink, subdue. 

A B €, a catechism. 

Abhor, to protest against. 

Abjects, debased servile persons. 

Ab.e, to qualify or uphold. 

Abortive, issuing betore its time. 
Absolute, complete, perfect. 

Abuse, deception. 

Abused, deceived. 

Abv, to pay dear for, to rue, to suffer. 
Abysm, abyss. 

Aocite, to cite or suranon. 

Accuse, accusation. 

Achieve, to obtain. 

Acunitum, wnifs-bane. 

Acquittance, requital. 

Action, direction by mute signs, charge 
or accusation. 

Action taking, litigious. 

Actures, actions. 

Additions, titles or characters. 

'Address, to prepare, to make ready. 
Addressed, or addrest, ready. 
Admittance, favour 
Advance, to prefer. 

Advertising, attentive. 

Adversity, contrariety. 

Advertisement, admonition. 

Advice, consideration, discretion, 
thought. 

Advise, to consider, to recollect. 

Aery or Aiery. a hawk’s or eagle’s nest 
Affect the letter, to practise alteration. 
Affect, love. 

Affection, affectation, imagination. 
Affect ioned, affected. 

Affects, affections. 

Affoeteff confirmed. 

Allied, betrothed. i 

Affined, joined by affinity. ! 

Affront, to confront. 

Affy, to betroth. 

Aglet baby, a diminutive being, not 
exceeding the tag of a point, from 
aiguitieites. 

Agnize, acknowledge, confess, vow. 

-good, in good earnest. 

A 1m, guess, suspicion. 

Airy fume, mere verbal eulogy. 

4 ider liefest, best beloved. 

le. a merry-meeting. 

A ’life, at life. 

Allow, to approve. 

Allowance, approbation, 
insane, to perplex. 

Amazonian clnn, a beardless chin. 

Ames ace, the lowest chance of the 
dice. 

Amiss, misfortune. 

Amort, dispirited. 

An, as if. 

Anchor, a hermit, 

A ncieul , an ensign, or standard-bearer. 
Augle, a lishirtg-rod. 

Anight, iu the night. 

Answer, retaliation. 

Anthropophagi, cannibals. 

Aaiick, the foo! of the old play. 
Antiquity, old age. 

Antres, caves and dens. 

A p peach, to impeach. 

Appeal, to accuse. 

Appeared, made apparent. 

Apple-john, an apple that will keep 
for two years. 

Apply, to attend to, consider. 
Appointment, preparation. 
Apprehension, opinion. 

Apprehensive, quick of comprehension 
Approbation, entry or probation. 

A pproof, approbation, proof. 

Approve, to justify, prove, establish. 
Approved, experienced. 

Approvers, those who try. 

Aqua vitae, strong waters, probably 
usquebaugh. 

A rabian bird, the .phoenix. 

'Arch, chief* 

Argentine, silver. , 

Argentine, the goddess Diana. 

Argier, Algiers. 

Argosies, ships laden with great wealth 
Argument, subject for conversation, 
evidence, proof. 

Arm, to take up in the arms. 

Aroint, avaunt, begone, 

A row, successively. 

Art, practice as distinguished from 
theory ; also, theory. 

Articulate, to enter into articles, 
wtoffai, ingenious, artful. 


As, as if. 

Ascaunt, askew, sideways. 

Aspect, countenance. 

Aspersion, sprinkling. 

As point, completely armed. 

Assay, test. 

Ascapart, a giant. 

Assinego, a male ass. 

Astringer, a gentleman falconer. 
Assurance, conveyance or deed. 
Assured, affianced. 

Ates, instigate from Ate, the goddess 
of bloodshed. 

Atomies, minute particles v J sible in 
the sun’s rays. 

Attasked, taken to task. 

Attended, waited for. 

Aitent, attentive. 

Atone, to reconcile. 

Attest, attestation. 

Attorney, deputation. 

Attorneyship, the discretional agency 
of another. 

Attended, supplied by substitution of 
embassies. 

Audacious, spirited, animated. 

Audrey, a corruption of Ethelrea. 
Augurs, prognostications. 

Aukward, adverse. 

Aunts, strumpets. 

Authentic, learned. 

Awful, reverend. 

Awless, failing to produce awe. 

B. 

Baccare, stand back, give place. 

Bairn, brushwood. 

Baldrick, a belt. 

Bale, misery. 

Baleful, baneful. 

Balked, bathed or piled up. 

Ballase, ballast. 

Balm, the oil of consecration. 

Ban, qurse. 

Band, bond. 

Bandog, village-dog. 

Bandy, to exchange smartly. 

Bank, to sail along banks. 

Banning, cursing. 

Banquet, a slight repast. 

Bar, barrier. 

Barbasou, the name of a demon. 

Barbe, a kind of veil. 

Barbed, warlikely caparisoned. 
Barber-mongeavan associate of barbers. 
Bare, to shave. 

Bare, mere. 

Barful, full of impediments. 

Barm, yeast. 

Barn, or bairn, a child. 

Barnacles, a shell fish. 

Barns, keeps in a barn. 

Barren, ignorant. 

Base, dishonoured. 

Base, a rustic game called prison-base. 
Bases, a kind of loose breeches worn 
by equestrian knights. 

Basilisks, a species of cannon. 

Basta, ’tis enough. 

Bastard, raisin wine. 

Bat, a club. 

Bate, strife. 

Bate, to flutter as a hawk. 

Batlet.an instrument with which wash- 
ers used to beat clothes. 

Batten, to grow fat. 

Battle, army. 

Bawcock, a jolly fellow. 

Bay, the spree between the Jmain 
beams of a house. 

Bay -curtal, a bay docked horse 
Bay-window, a bow-window. 
.Beadsmen, religious persons, main- 
tained to pray for their benefactor. 
Beak, the forecastle. 

Bear a brain, perfectly resemble. 
Beard, to defy. 

Bearing, demeanour. 

Bearing-cloth, a mantle used at christ- 
enings.:- 

Beat, (in falconry) to flutter. 

Beating, hammering, dwelling upon. 
Beaver, helmet in general. 

Beck, a salutation made with the head. 
Becomed, becoming. 

Beetle, to hang over the base. 

Behave, to manage. 

Behests, commands. 

Beholding, viewing with regard. 
Behov/1, to howl at. 

I Being, abode, 
i Beldame, ancient mother, 


Be lee’d, becalmed. 

Belongings, endowments. 

Be- mete, be- measure. 

Be- moiled, bedraggled, bemiraft 
Bending, unequalto the weight. 

Benefit, beneficiary. 

Bent, utmost degree of any passion 
Benumbed, inflexible. 

Beshrew,may ill .befall. 

Besmirch, to foul or dirty. 

Best, bravest. 

Bestowed, stowed away, lodged, 
Bestraught, distracted. 

Beteem, to give, pour out, permit 
suffer. ’ 

Bewray, betray. 

Bezomam, a mean fellow. 

Bias-cheek, swelling out like the biat 
of a bowl. 

Bid, to invite. 

Biff the base, to challenge in a contest 
Bdold, two-fold. 

Biggin, a cap. 

Bilberry, the hortleberry. 

Bilbo, a Spanish blade, made at Bilboa. 
Bilboes, fetters. 

Bill, articles of accusation. 

Bill, a weapon, formerly carried by 
watchmen, 

Bin, is. 

Bird-bolt, an arrow shot at birds from 
a cross-bow. 

Bisson, blind. 

Blank, the white mark in a target. 

Blank and level, mark and aim (terms 
oi gunnery). 

Blaze of youth, the spring of early life. 
Blear, to deceive. 

Blench, to start off, to fly off. 

Blent, blended. 

Blind -worms, the caecilia, or slow- 
worm. 

Btood-boltered, daubed with blood. 
Blown, puffed-up, swollen. 

Blows, swells. 

Bloody, sanguine. 

Blue caps, the Scotch. 

Blunt, stupid, insensible. 

Blurt, blurted, an expression of cc*. 
tempt. 

Board, to accost. 

Bobb, to trick. 

Bodged, boggled, clumsy. 

Bodkin, a small dagger. 

Bolted, sifted. 

Bolting-butch, the receptacle in w hi ch 
the meal is bolted. 

Bombard, or bumbard, a barrel. 
Bombast, the stuffing of clothe* *’ 
Bona-robas, strumpets. 

Bond, bounden duty. 

Bony or bonny, handsome. 

Book, paper of conditions. 

Boot, profit, something over and above 
Bore, demeaned. 

Bore, the calibre of a gut*. 

Bores, stabs. 

Bosky, woody. 

Bosom, wish, heart’s desire. 

Bots, worms in a horse’s stomach. 
Bourn, boundary, rivulet; 

Bow, yoke. 

Bolds, emboldens^ 

-Boltered, bedaubed. 

Borne in hand, deceived. 

Bot tled -spider, a large bloated spider. 
Boulted, sifted. 

Bowlins, or bowlines, tackle of a ship. 
Bollen, swollen. 

Bordered, restrained. 

Bower, a chamber. 

Brace, armour for the ana. 

Brach, a bound. 

Brack, to salt. 

Braid, crafty, deceitful. 

Braiu’s-flow, tears. 

Brake, an instrument of torture $ aVm 
a thicket. 

Brands, a part of the andirons on whocb 
the wood for the fire was supported 
Brasier, a manufacturer of brass ; also, 
a vessel in which charcoal is burned. 
Brave, to defy, also to make fine 
Bravely, splendidly, gallantly, 
Bravery, nuery. 

Brawl, a kind of dance. 

Braying, harsh, grating. 

Break, to begin. 

Break up, to carve. 

Break with, to break the mattei to. 
Breast, voice. 

1 Breath, speech. 
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Breath mg -courtesy, mere verbal cor' greons, eatei 
pliment. * Cautel, subtlety 

Breeched, foully sheathed, mired, Cautel or cantf 
Breeching’, liable to be flogged. of anything, 

Breathed, inured by constant practice. Cautelous, insit 
Breathe, to utter. Cearmeut. the 

Brer d-bate, an exciter of quarrels. balmed bodj 

Bribe-buck, a buck sent as a bribe. Cease, decease, 
Bridal, the nuptial feast. Censure, to giv 

Bring, to attend or accompany. Centuries, com 

Brize, the gad, or horse-fly. men each. 

Broach, to put on the spit, to transfix. Ceremonious, s' 
Brock, the badger. Certes, certain! 

Brogues, a kind of shoes. Cess, measure. 

Broken, communicated. Chair, throne. 

Broker, a match-maker, a procuress. Chaliced, J, e. fl 
Bfoocked, adorned. calix 

Brought, attended. Challenge, the l 

Brow of youth, the height of youth. man. 

Brown-bill, a battle-axe. Chamber, ancie 

Brownist, a follower of Brown, sec- also, apiece 

tarian. Chamberers, ini 

Bruising-irons, an allusion to the an- Champian, an o 
eient mace. Chantry, a smal 

Bruit, report with clamour. - Character, hanc 

Brush of time, decay of time. Charactery, the 

Bug, bugbears, false terrors. ters are ma< 

Bumbard, a large drinking vessel. Chares, task-w< 

Bung, a cut-purse. Charge-house, f 

Bunting, a bird. Chariest, most c 

Burgonet, a helmet. Chariness, caut 

Husky, woody. Charitable, deai 

Butt-shaft, an arrow to shoot at shafts Charles- wain, t 

• with. the bear. 

Buxom, obedient. Charm your tor 

By’rlaken, by our lady. Charmer, one w 

Charneco, a sw< 

C. Chance, fortuni 

Caddis, worsted lace. Chary, cautiom 

Cade, a barrel. Chases, a term 

Cadent, falling, Chaudron, entr 

Cage, a prison. Cheater, for es 

Cain-coloured, yellow. the Excheqr 

Caitiff, a scoundrel. Checks, probab 

Calculate, to foretell. Cheer, counten 

Caliver, a musket. Cherry-pit, a ga 

CaJ}, to visit. Cheverif, soft le 

Callet, a woman, a witch. Chew, to rumir 

Calling, appellation. Chewct, a chatl 

Calm, qualm. Chide, to resoi 

Camelot, a place where King Arthur is scold, be ch 
supposed to have kept his court. Chiding, sound 
Canary, a dance. Child, a knight, 

Candle-wasters, those who sit up aft Child, a female 
night to drink. Childing, unsea 

Canker, the dog-rose. Chopine, a high 

Caustick, candlestick. Chough, a bird < 

Cantons, cantos. Christom or ch 

Canvas, to sift. putonanev 

Canvas-climber, a sailor. Chuck, chicken, 

Cap, the top, the chief. Chuff, rich, avai 

Cap, to salute by taking off the cap. Chopping, jabbe 

Capable impressure, hollow mark. Cicatrice, the sc 
Capitulate, to make head against. Circummured, \ 
Capoechia, a sot. Circumstance, c 

Capon, metaphor for a letter. locution. 

Capricious, lascivious. Cite, incite 

Captious, capacious. C-ital, recital. 

Carack, a ship of great bulk. Civil, grave, solemn. 

Caraets, characters. Civil, human. 

Carbonado, a piece of meat cut cross- Cittern, a musics * * 
ways for the gridiron. Clack- dish, a bei 

Card, a sea-chart, perhaps also the Camour, a term 

r*-.. i£?* pa ? 8 * . Clap-in, fall to. 

Carded, mixed. Clapped i’theclo 

Care, inclination. Clap, to join han 

Careires, the motion of a horse; to Claw, to flatter, 
pass the careires, means to overstep Clean, complete] 
decoranu Clean kam, awry 

Carkanet, a necklace. Clear, pure. 

Carl, clown, boor. Clearest tmrest 

Carlot, peasant. Cleoe to call • 

Carnal, sanguinary. Clerkly learned 

Carowses, drinks. Clinff.Yodrv^w 

C?4T«X1id. Clipt *embracecf 

Case, skin, outward garb. Clouted hobnail 

Cai'aS'hXu! °^™’ COa cor l fedSte 0 ' 

Cassock, a- horseman’s loose coat. Coasting , condii 

8* jsfflsa g-a5«3 

cSmllowSnSt’&.f con- SSct’antta 

* ma11 lutestril1 ^ made of Caflfnfthe ca?ity 

Cavalero- justice, a cant term. Ccfnfzance^bad! 

Cavaleroes, gay fellows. Col riS Mnr ^ 

Caviare, too good for, or above the cS 1 ofv^ukg. 
comprehension of; so called from Coignes comers 

• delicacy made of t be roe of stur- Coifbustle rtir 


geons, eaten by the quality. 

Cautel, subtlety. 

Cautel or cantle, the comer, or piece 
of any thing. 

Cautelous, insidious, cautions. 
Cearmeut. the wrapping of an em- i 
balmed body. 

Cease, decease. 

Censure, to give an opinion. 

Centuries, companies of an hundred 
men each. 

Ceremonious, superstitious. 

Certes, certainly. 

Cess, measure, tax or subsidy. 

Chair, throne. 

Chaliced, 1. e. flowers, with cups, from 
calix 

Challenge, the right of refusing a ;ury. 
man, 

Chamber, ancient name fo- London; 

also, a piece of ordnance. 
Chamberers, intriguers. 

Champian, an open country. 

Chantry, a small chapel in a cathedral. 
Character, hand-writing. 

Charactery, the matter with which let- 
ters are made. 

Chares, task-work. 

Charge-house, free-school. 

Chariest, most cautious. 

Chariness, caution. 

Charitable, dear, endearing. 

Charles- wain, the constellation called 
the bear. 

Charm your tongue, be silent. 

Charmer, one who deals in magic. 
Charneco, a sweet wine. 

Chance, fortune. 

Chary, cautious. 

Chases, a term in tennis, 

Chaudron, entrails. 

Cheater, for escheatour, an officer in 
the Exchequer. 

Checks, probably for ethics. 

Cheer, countenance. 

Cherry -pit, a game with cherry-stones. 
Cheveril, soft leather ; also, conscience. 
Chew, to ruminate, consider. 

Chewct, a chattering bird. 

Chide, to resound, to echo; also, to 
scold, be clamourous. 

Chiding, sound; noisy. 

Child, a knight, a hero. 

Child, a female infant. 

Childing, unseasonably pregnant. 
Chopine, a high shoe. 

Chough, a bird of the daw species. 
Christom or chrisom, the white cloth 
put on a new baptized child. 

Chuck, chicken, a term of endearment. 
Chuff, rich, avaricious. 

Chopping, jabbering. 

Cicatrice, the scar of a wound. 
Circummured, walled round. 
Circumstance, conduct, detail, circum- 
locution. 

Cite, incite. 

C-ital, recital. 


Cittern, a musical instrument. 

Clack- dish, a beggar’s dish. 

Camour, a term in bell-ringing 
Clap-in, fall to. 

Clapped i’the clout, hit the white mark. 
Clap, to join hands. 

Claw, to flatter. 

Clean, completely. 

Clean kam, awry. 

Clear,, pure. 

Clearest, purest. 

Clepe, to call. 

Clerkly, learned, scholar-like 
Cling, to dry, or shrink up. 

Clinquant, glittering. 

Clipt, embraced. 

Clout, the white mark at which archers 
shoot. 

Clouted, hobnailed. 

Coachrfellow, one who draws with a 
confederate. 

Coasting, conciliatory. 

Codling, an unripe apple. 

Cob-loaf, a crusty, uneven loaf. 

Cock, cock-boat. 

Cock-and-pye, a vulgar oath. 
Cockshut-time, twilight. 

Cockle, a corn-weed. 

Cockle- hat, a pilgrim’s hat. 

Codding, amorous. 

Codpiece, a part ofthe dress. 

Coffin, the cavity of a raised pie. 

Cog, to cheat with dice, to lie. 
Cognizance, badge or token. 

Cogging, lying. 

Coigne of vantage, convenient comer. 
Coignes, corners. 

Coif, bustle, stir. 


Cold, naked 

Collection, consequence, creoyiarv 
Collied, black, smutted. " 

Colt, to trick. 

Co-mart, a joint bargain. 

Come of, to pay. 

Come of will, to sncceedL 
Co-meddled, mingled. 

Combinate, betrothed. 

Comfort, to aid, 

Comforting, abetting. 

Comma, connection. 

Commission, authority. 

Commend, commit. 

Committed, Iain with. 

Commodity, self interest 
Commonty, a comedy. 

Compact, made up of. 

Companies, companions. 

Compare, comparison. 

Comparative, a dealer in comparisons. 
Compassed, round. 

Compassed cape, a round cape. 
Compassed window, a bow-window. 
Compassionate, plaintive. 

Compose, to come to a composition. 
Composturo, composition. 
Composition, bargain; also, const* 
„ tency. 

Competitors, confederates. 
Complements, accomplishments. 
Complexion, humour. 

Comply, to compliment 
Comptible, submissive. 

Conceit, imagination, wit, idea. 
Conceited, ingenious. 

Concent, connected harmony. 
Conclusions, experiments. 

Concupy, concupiscence. 
Condolement, sorrow. 

Conduct, conductor. 

Coney- patched, tricked. 
Coney-catcher, a cheat. 

Confession, profession. 

Confineless, boundless. 

Confound, t o destroy. 

Conject, conjecture. 

Consent, will, conspiracy. 

Consider, reward. 

Consigned, sealed. 

Consist, stand. 

Consort, company. * 

Conspectuity, sight. 

Constancy, consistency. 

Constantly, certainly. 

Contemptible, contemptuous, 
Continuate, uninterrupted. 

Continue, to spend. 

Continent, containing. 

! Contraction, marriage-contracl- ^ 

Contrarious, different. m 

Contrary, to contradict. 

Contrive, to spend, to wear out. 
Control, confute. 

Convents, agrees, is convenient. 
Convented, summoned. 

Conversion, change of condition. 
Converse, associate, interchange 
Convertite, a convert. 

Convey, to steal. 

Conveyance, slight of hand, theft. 
Conveyers, thieves. 

Conveyed himself, derived his title. 
Convicted, overpowered, baffled. 
Convince, to convict, to subdue. 
Convive, to feast. 

Copatain bat, a hat with a conical 
crown. 

Cope, encounter, covering. 

Copped, rising to a top or head. 

Copy, theme. 

Coragio, courage, he of good cheer. 
Corinth, a brothel. 

Corinthian, a wencher. 

Corky, dry, withered. 

Corollary, surplus. 

Corporal, corporeal. 

Corrigible, corrected 
Costara-monger, a’flealer in costers Of 
„ apples. 

Cote, to overtake. 

Coted, quoted, regarded, 

Cotsale, Cotswood in Gloucst. 

Couch, to lie with. 

Count, to reckon upon. 

Countenance, favour; also, false 
_ pearance, hypocrisy. 

Counter, a hunting term. 
Counter-caster, one who reckons 
_ counters; 

Counter-check, a term ic chess. 
Counterfeit, a portrait. 

Counterpoints, counterpanes. 

Country, count, earL 
Couplement, a couple. 

Courses, the mainsail and foiesslt 
Court-cupboard, sideboard. 
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Cowrt boly- water, flattery. 

Covered, hollow. 

Cowed, awed. . 

Cower, to sink down. 

Cowlsrtr.ff, a staff used in carrying a 
basket. 

Coy, to soothe. 

Coved, yielded reluctantly, 

C oystrii, a coward cock, a poltroon. 
Cozier, a tailor, a botcher. 

Crack, dissolution ; also a boy-child. 
Cranks, windings* 

Cranking or crankling, the rush of a 
river. 

Grants, garlands. 

Crare, a small trading vessel. 

Crash, to be merry over. 

Craven, a cowardly cock, mean, cow- 
ardly. , , 

Create, compounded, made ud of. 
Credent, credible. 

Credit, account, information, credu- 
lity. 

Cressets, lights set upon a beacon. 
Oessive, increasing. 

Crest, the summit. 

Crestless, those who hare no right to 
armorial bearings. 

Crewel, worsted. 

Crisp, curled, winding. 

Critic, cynic. 

Critical, censorious. 

Crone, a very old woman. 

Crosses, money stamped with a cross. 
Crow-keeper, a scarecrow. 

Crownet, last purpose. 

Crulentious. cruel. 

Crusado, a Portuguese coin. 

Crush, to drink. 

Crush a cup, to crack a bottle. 

Cry, a pack of bounds. 

Cry aim, to encourage. 

Crystals, the eyes. 

Cub-drawn, alluding to a bear who?e 
dugs are dry. 

Cue, a theatrical term, the last woi*d 
of the preceding speech. 

Cuisses, armour for the thighs. 
Cullion, a paltry fellow. 

Cunning, knowledge. 

Curb, to bend or truckle. 

Curiosity, curiousness, finical delicacy. 
Curious, scrupulous. 

Curled, ostentatiously dressed. 
Currents, occurrences. 

Cursed , under the influence of a male- 
diction. ... 

Curst, petulant, ill-tempered, crabbed, 
harsh. 

Curstness, ill-humour. 

Curtail, a little cur. 

Curtal, a docked horse. 

Curtle-axe, a cutlass, broad-sword. 
Customer, a strumpet. 

Cut, a horse. 

Cut and longtail, poor and rich. 
Cuttle, a knife used by sharpers. 
Cyprus, a transparent stuff. 


D. 


Oaff, or doff, to put off. 

Dally, to trifle. 

Damu, to condemn. 

Danger, controul. 

Dank, wet, rotten. 

Damkers, natives of Denmark. 
Darkling*, in the dark. 

Darraing, to arrange. 

Daub, to disguise. 

Daubery falsehood, counterfeit. 
Day-bed, a couch. 

Day-light, broad day. 

Day- woman, dairymaid. 

Dealt, fought by proxy. 

Dear, immediate, consequential. 
Dearn, direful, lonely, solitary. 

Dea h-tokens, spots on those infected 
with the plague. 

Death’s-man, executioner. 

Debitor, debtor. 

Deboshed, debauched. 


Decay, poverty , misfortunes. 
Deck of cards, a pack. 


Becked, sprinkled. 

Decline, to run through (asm gram- 
mar) from first to last 
Declined, the fallen. > 

Deem, opinion, surmise. 

Deer, animals in general. 

Default (in the), at a need. 

Defeat , to free, to disembarass. 
Defeature, alteration of features. 
Defence, art of fencing; 

Defend, to forbid. 

Deftly, adroitly, dexterously. 

Defy, to reject. 

Degrees, steps. 

Delay, to let slip 


Demerits, merits 
Demurely, solemnly. 

Denajr, denial. 

Denayed, denied. 

Denier, a coin. 

Denude, to strip, divest, 

Deny, to refuse. 

Depart, to part. 

Departing, separation. 

Depend, to be in service. 

Deprive, to disinherit. 

Deracinate, to root up. 

Derogate, degraded. 

Descant, to harangue upon; also, a 
term in music. 

Deserved, deserving. 

Design, to mark out. 

Despatched, bereft. 

Detected', suspected. 

Dick, do it. 

Diekon, Richard. 

Die, gaming. 

Diet, to compel to fast. 

Diffused, wild, irregular. 

Digress, to deviate from what is right. 
Digression, transgression. 

Dildos, the burthen of a song. 

Dint, impression. 

Disable, to undervalue. 

Disappointed, unprepared. 

Discandy, to dissolve. 

Disclose, to hatch. 

Discontentents, malcontents. 
Discourse, reason. 

Disease, uneasiness, discontent. 
Diseases, sayings. 

Disgrace, hardship, injury. 

Disnabited, dislodged. 

Dislike, displease. 

Dislimn, to unpaint, obliterate. 

Dismef, tenth, or tithe. 

Denatured, wanting natural affection. 
Dispark, to destroy a park or inclo- 
sure. 

Disperge, to sprinkle. 

Disponge, to discharge as a sponge. 
Dispose, disposal, command. 

Dispose, to make terms. 

Disposition, frame. 

Disseat, displace, depose. 

Dissemble, to glossover, disguise. 
Dissembling, putting dissimilar things 
together. 

Detained, unstained. 

Distaste, to corrupt. 

Distemper, intoxication. 
Distemperature, perturbation. 
Distempered, out of humour. 
Distraught, distracted. 

Distractions, detachments, separate 
bodies. 

Divert, to turn aside. 

Division, a term in music. 

Doff, to put off. 

Dole , alms, distribution, lot. 

Dolphin, the dauphin. 

Don, to put on, to do on. 

Done to death, killed. 

Done, expended, consumed. 

Done upon the gad, suddenly. 

Dotant, dotard. 

Double, full of duplicity. 

Double vouchers, a law term. 

Doubt, to fear. 

Dout, to do out, extinguish. 

Dowle, a feather. 

Down- gyved, hanging down, like what 
confines the fetters round the 
ancles. 

Draught, the jakes. 

Draw, to withdraw. 

Drawn, embowelled. 

Drawn fox, one which is trailed over 
the ground, to deceive the hounds. 
Drachmas, a Greek coin. 

Dressings, appearances of virtue. 
Drew, assembled. 

Drive, to fly with impetuosity. 
Drollery, a pnppet-shew. 

Drugs, drudges. 

Dramble, to act lazily. 

Ducdame, (due ad me) bring him to 
me, the burthen of a song. 
Dudgeon, the handle of a dagger. 

Due, to endue, to deck. 

Dullard, a stupid person. 

Dump, a mournful elegy. 

Dup, to do up, to lift up. 

Dull, gentle soothing. 

Dumb, to make silent. 

Duke, a leader. 

Durance, some lasting kind of stuff. 


.,/* slight, inconsiderable, 

Eche, to eke out. * 

Ecstasy, madness. 

Effects, affections ; also, actions, deeds 
effected. 

Eftest, readiest. 

Esvpt, a gipsy. 

Eid, old time; also, aged perton*. 
Element, initiation. 

Elf, done by elves, or fairies. 
Elvish-marked, marked by elves. 
Emballing, distinguished by the 
the emblem of royalty. 

Erabare, to expose. 

Embarquements, impediments 
Embossed, inclosed, swollen, pxdtf, 
Embowelled, exhausted. 

Embraced, indulged in. 

Empericutick, empirical. 

Empery, sovereign power. 

Emulous, envious, jealous. 

Emulation, envy, 

Encave, to hide. 

Endart, to dart forth. 

Enfeoff, to invest with possession. 
Engross, to fatten 
Engaged, delivered as an hostage. 
Engrossments, accumulation. 

Enkindle, to stimulate. 

Enmesh, to inclose, as in meshes. 
Enmew, (in falconry) to force to lie in 
cover. 

Enridged, bordered. 

Ensconce, to secure in a safe place, to 
fortify. 

F.nseamed, greasy. 

Enseer, to dry up. 

Enshield, concealed. 

Ensteeped, immersed. 

Entertainment, pay; also, being re- 
ceived into service. 

Entreatments, favours; also, objects of 
entreaty. 

Envy, aversion, malice. 

Enviously, angrily. 

Ephesian, a cant term. 

Erring, errant, wandering. 

Escape, illegitimate child. 

Escoted, paid. 

Esil, or Eisel, a river. 

Esperance, motto of the Percf tanfik, 
Espials, spies. 

Essential, existent, real. 

Estimate, price. 

Estimation, conjecture. 

Estridges, ostriches. 

Eterue, eternal. 

Even, to make even, or evident, 

Even Christian, fellow- Christian. 

Evils, jakes. 

Examined, doubted. 

Excellent differences, distinguished ex- 
cellencies. 

Excrement, the beard. 

Execute, to use or employ. 

Executors, executioners. 

Exercise, exhortation. 

Exhale, to breathe one’s last* 
Exhaust, to draw forth. 

Exhibition, allowance. 

Exigent, end, exigency. 

Exorcism, the raising of spirit*. 
Expect, expectation. 

Expedience, expedition. 

Expedient, expeditious. 

Expediently, expeditiously. 
Expostulate, to discuss. 

Exsufliicate, bubble-like. 

Extend, to seize. 

Extent, violence, seizure. 

Extern, external. 

Extremity, calamity. 

Expiate, to end. 

Exposture, exposure. 

Express, to reveal. 

Expulsed, expelled. 

Extracting, distracting. 

Extravagant, wandering. 

Eyas musket, a young hawk* 

Eyases, nestlings. 

Eyliads, eyes. 

Eyne, eyes. v 

Eyry, a nest of hawk*. 

Eysel, vinegar. 


Eager, (from aigre. Ft.) sour, harsh. 
Eanlings, lambs. 

Ear, to plough. 

Ew kimng, whispering. 


F. 


Face, to carry a foolish app« 
Face-royal, a privileged face. 
Facinorous, wicked. 

Fact, guilt. 

Factious, active. 


Faculty, exercise of po^ar. 
Fadge, to suit. 


Fadings, a dance. 
Faith, tldehty. 
Faithfully, fervently. 
. Fain, fond. - 
l Fair, for faimeii. 
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Paitors, traitors. 

Falsing. falsifying. 

Falsely, illegally, dishonestly. 
Familiar, a demon. 

Fancies and good-nights, little poems 
so called. 

Fancy, love. 

Fancy-free, clear of love. 

Fang, to seize. 

Fans, ancient. 

Fantastical, imaginative. 
Fanlastieoes, affected persons 
Fap, beaten, drunk. 

Farced, stuffed. 

Fardel or Fartbel, a burthen. 

Fashions, the farce nu ,a disease ofhorses. 
Fat, dull. 

Favour, countenance. 

Favours, features. 

Fear, to intimidate, danger. 

Feared, afraid. 

Fearfctl, timorous ; also, formidable. 
Feat, dexterous. 

Feated, made neat. 

Feature, beauty. 

Federacy, confederate. 

Fee-grief, a peculiar sorrow. 

Feeder, a dependant. 

Feeding, maintenance. 

Feere, or pheere, a companion. 

Feet, footing, 

Fell, skin. 

Fell of hair, capilitium, any part co- 
vered with hair. 

Fell feats, savage actions. 

Fence, the art of self defence. 

Feodary , a confederate. 

Festiuately, hastily. 

Festival terms, elegant phrase. 

Fet, fetched. 

Few, in brief. 

Fico. a term of contempt. 

Fielded, in the field of battle. 

Fights, clothes hung round a ship to 
conceal the men from the enemy. 
File, a list. 

Tiled, defiled. 

Filed, gone an equal pace with. 

Fills, the shafts. 

Filths, common sewers. 

Finch egg, a gaudy fellow. 

Fine, t£e conclusion, to make shewy, 
41‘tful. 

* Fine issues, great consequences. 
Fineless, boundless, endless, 
xiner, tidal* 

Firago for Virago. 

Fire-drake, will- o’-tbe- wisp, or a fire- 
work. 

Fire-new,, quite new. 

Firk, to chastise. 

First* house, chief branch of the family. 
Firstlings, first produce. 

Fit, a division ofasong. 

Fitchew, a polecat. 

Fit o’ the face, a grimace. 

Fits o* the season, disorders of the 
, season. 

Fives, a distemper in horses, 
rrxure, position. 

Flap-dragon, infiainmable stuff awal- 
lowed by topers. 

Flap -jack, a pancake. 

Flaw, a sudden gust of wind. 

Flecked, spotted, streaked. 

Fleet, tor fioat. 

Fleshment, performance. 

Fiewed, deep-mouthed. 

Flibbertigibbet, a fiend. 

Flickering, fluttering. 

Phght, sort of shooting. 

Flourish, to ornament j also, to sanc- 
t ion. 

Flout, to wave in mockery. 

Flush, mature, 

Foeroaa, an enemy in war. 

Foni, to thrust in fencing. 

Foizon, plenty. 

Folly, depravity. 

Fond, foolish. 

Fools’ zanies, baubles surmounted with 
a fool’s head. 

Foot-cloth, home cover ing . 

For, because. 

Force, to stuff. 

Forced, false. 

Forbid, accursed. 

Fordid, destroyed. 

Fordo, to undo, 
foredune, overcome. 

Forfeuded, forbidden. 

Fore past, already had. 

Fore-slow, to loiter. 

Forgetive, inventive. 

Forked, horned. 

Formal , inform. 

1 uroucr. foremost. 


Forspent, exhausted. 

Forspoke, contradicted. 

Forslow, delay. 

Forweavieil, worn out. 

Fox, a sword. 

Foxship, mean, cunning. * 

Frarapoid, peevish. 

Frank, a sty. 

Franklin, a small freeholder. 

Frayed, frightened. 

Free, artless. 

Fret, the stop of a musical instrument. 
Friend, a lover. 

Friend, for friendship, to befriend. 
Frippery, an old clothes shop. 

Frize, a Welch cloth. 

From, in opposition to. 

Fronted, opposed. 

Frontier, forehead. 

Frontlet, a forehead cloth. 

Frush, to break or bruise. 

Fulham, false dice. 

Fulsome, obscene. 

Furnishings, colours, pretences. 
Fustilarian. fusty fellow. 

Fulfilling, filling to the brim. 

Full, complete. 

Fumiter, fumitory. 

Furnished, dressed. 

G. 

Gabardine, a loose cloak. 

Gad, a skarp-pointed instrument. 
Gam-giving, misgiving. 

Gamester, a wanton. 

Gait, passage. 

Galiiard, a dance. 

GaUiasses, ships. 

Gallimaufry, a medley. 

Callow, to scare. 

Gallow-glasses, Irish foot-soldiers, 
Garboils, commotions. 

Gaping, shouting. 

Garish, gaudy. 

Garnered, treasured up. 

Gasted, frighted. 

Gaudy, a festival. 

Gaunt, meagre. 

Gawd, a bauble. 

Gaze, attention. 

Gear, things or matters. 

Geek, a fool. 

General, generality. 

Generosity , high birth. 

Generous, nobly born. 

Gennets, Spanish horses. 

Gentle, noble, high born. 

Gentry, complaisance. 

German, akin. 

Cermins, seeds begun to sprout, 

Gest, a stage or journey. 

Gib, a cat. 


Giglot, a wanton. 

Gilder, a coin, value 2s. 

Gilt, gold money. 

Gimrnal, a ring or engine. 

Ging, a gang. 

Gird, a sarcasm. 

Glaire, a sword. 

Gleek, to joke. 

Glib, to geld. 

Glooming, gloomy. 

Gloze, to expound. 

Glut, to swallow. 

Gnarled, knotty. 

God ’iehl you, God Yield yon. 
Gongarian, Hungarian. 

Good-deed, indeed. 

Good-den, good evening. 

Good-jer, the venereal disease. 
Gorbellied, corpulent. 

Gospelled, puritanic, 
i Goss, furze. 

Gossamer , atoms that float in the sun 
beams. 

Guards, dice. 

Gouts, drops. 

Go your gait, go away. 

Grained, furrowed, like the grain of 
wood; also, died ingrain. 
Gramercy, great thanks 
Giange, a lone farm-house. 

Gratulity, gratuity. 

Grats, pleases. 

Gratulate, to be rejoiced in. 

Grave, to entomb. 

Grave-man, a man in his grave. 

Graves or Greaves, leg- armour. 
Greasily, grossly. 

Greek, a bawd. 

Greenly, unskilfully 
Green sleeves, an old song. 

Grise or Grize, a step. 

Grossly- palpably. 

Groundlings, those who sat or stood on 
the ground in the old theatres : tht 
common people. I 

Guard, to fringe ■ . ■ I 


Guarded, ornamca 
Guerdon, a reward. 

Gules, (in heraldry) rod. 

Gulf, the swallow, tbs 
Guiled, treacherous. 

Guinea-hen, a prostitute. 
Gun-stones, cannon b»U&. 

Gurnet, a fish. 

Gust, to taste. 

Gyve, to shackle. 

Gyves, shackles. 

H.''' 

Hack, to become cheap. 

Haggard, wild; also, wild 
Hair, complexion, or character 
Hall ! make room. 

Happily, accidentally. 

Happy, accomplished. 

Hardiment, bravery. 

Harlocks, wild mustard. 

Harlot, a male cheat. 

Harness, armour. 

Harrows, subdues. 

Harry, to harrass. 

Having, possession*. 

JHaviour, behaviour. 

Haught, haughty. 

Haughty, elevated. 

Halcyon, a bird. 

Hallidon, doom at judgment -day. 
Handsaw, hernshaw, (a hawk.) 
Hangers, that which suspends the 
sword. 

Harlotry, vulgar, filthy. 

Hatch, to engrave. 

Haunt, company. 

Hay, a fencing term. 

Heat, heated, 

Hebenou, henbane. 

Hefted, heaved, agitated. 

Hell, a dungeon in a prison. 

Helmed, steered through. 

Hence, henceforward. 

Henchman, a page of honour* 

Hent, to seize. 

Herb of grace, rue. 

Hermits, beadsmen, * 

Hest, command. 

Hight, called. 

Hilding, a poltroon. 

Hiren, a harict. 

His, often used for its. 

Hoar, hoary, mouldy. 

Hob nob, as it may happen 
Hoist, hoisted. ' 

Hold, to esteem. 

Hold taking, bear-handling. 

Holla I a term of the manege. 

Holy, faithful. 

Hoodman blind, blindmau’s be®. 
Horologe, clock. 

Hot house, a bagnio. 

Hox, to ham-string. 

Huggermugger, secretly. 

Hull, to float without guidance. 
Humming, o’erwbelmuig. 

Humorous, humid. 

Hungry, unprolitic. 

Hunt counter, worthless dog. 

Hunts up, a hunting tune. 

Hurly, noise. 

Hurtle, to dash against. 

Hurtling, boisterous merriment. 
Husbandry, tbriftiness. 

Huswife, a jilt. 

Hyen, hyteiia. 

. ' i. 

Icebrook, temper. 

Idle, barren 
Ifecks, in faith, 
igupiny, ignominy. 

Ill inhabited, ill lodged. 

Illustrious, without lustre. 

Images, children, representative 
unbare, to expose. 

Immanity, barbarity. 

Immediacy, close connexion. 

Imp, progeny. 

Impair, unsuitable, unequal. 

In. partial, partial. 

Impawned, wagered* 

Imperious, imperial, 

Impetticos, to impetticoot, OV \m 
: : , pocket, ' ■ 

Importance, importunity. 

Important, importunate. 

Impose, injunction. 

Impositions, commands. 

Impossible* incredible. 

Imp out, to simply the deflo 
Impress, a device or motto, 
incapable, unintelligent. 

Incarnadine, to dye red. 

Incensed, incited. 

Indio, to embrace. 

Include, to conclude. 

Inclusive, enclosed. 
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Licom.pt, subject to account. 

Incony or Kony, oelicate, pretty. 
Incorrect, ill regulated. 

Indent, to sign an indent ure. . 

Index, something preparatory. 
Indifferent, impartial. 

Indigest, shapeless. 

Indite, to convict. 

Induction, preface, prelude. 

Indurance, delay. 

Informal, deranged. 

Infinite, extent or power. 

Ingaged, unengaged. 

Ingraft, rooted. 

Inhabitable, not habitable. 

Inherit, to possess. 

Inhibit, to forbid, decline. 

In his eye, in his presence, 
lnhooped, inclosed. 

Ink-horn mate, a book- mate, 

Inkle, worsted tape. 

Initiate, young. 

Inland, civilized. 

Innocent, a fool. 

In place, present. 

Insane, that which makes insane. 
Insame, insanity. 

Insonce, to fortify, 

Insculped, engraven. 

Inseparate, inseparable. 

Instances, motives, 
f Insuit, solicitation. 

Integrity, consistency. 

Intend, to pretend. 

Intending, regarding. 

Intendment, intention. 

Intention, eager desire, 

Intentively, attentively. 

Interessed, interested. 

Intergatories, interrogatories. 

In that, because. 

Intrenchant, which cannot be cut. 
Intrinse, intricate. 

Inwardness, intimacy. 

Cron, clad in armour. 

Irregulous, licentious. 

Issues, consequences. 

Iteration, repetition. 

Itination, recitation. 

J. 

Jack-a-Lent, a puppet thrown at in 
Lent. 

Jack-guardant, a jack in office. 

Jack sauce, a saucy fellow. 

Jaded, worthless. 

Jar, the noise made by tbe pendulum of 
a clock. 

Jatmce, jaunt. 

Jamming, jaunting. 

Jay, a wanton. 

Jesses, straps of leather, fastened round 
hawk’s legs. 

Jest, to play a part in a mask. 

Jet, to strut. 

Jig, a ludicrous dialogue inverse. 
Journal, daily. 

Jovial, belonging to Jove. ! 

Jump, to suit, just. 

Justicer, a judge. 

Jut, to encroach. 

Jutty, to project, 

Juvenal, a youth. 

K. 

Kam. awry. 

Keech, a lump of tallow. 

Keel, to coo). 

Keisar, Csesar. 

Kernes, light armed soldiers. 

Key-cold, cold as iron. 

Kicksy-wicksy, term of endearment for 
a wife. 

Kindly, natural. 

Kinged, ruled. 

Kirtle, a woman’s garment. 

Knap, to break short. 

Knave, servant. 

Knots, figures planted in box. 

Know, to acknowledge. 

Know of, to consider. 

L. 

Labras, lips, 

Laced mutton , a prostitute, 
Lackeying, moving like a lackey. 

■ Lag , the rabble. 

Lakin, ladykin, or little lady. 

Lances, lance men. 

Lands, landing-places. 

Land-rakers, wanderers on foot. 
Large, licent ious. ! 

Lass-lorn, forsaken by his mistress. 
Latch, to lay hold of. 

Latched or .Le tched, licked over, 
Lated, benighted 
Latten, thin as a lath. 

Launch, lance. 

Laund, lawn, 

Laundering, wetting. 


Lavoltas, a kind of dances. 

Lay, a wager. 

Leaguer, a camp. 

Leasing, falsehood. 

Leather-coats, apples. 

Leavened, matured. 

Leech, a physician. 

Leer, feature, complexio . 

Leet, petty court of justice. 

Leg, obeisance. . 

Legerity, nimbleness. 

Leges, alleges. 

Leiger, resident. 

Leman, a lover or mistress. 

Leno, a pander. 

Lenten, spare. 

Let, to hinder. 

Lethe, death. 

L’JEnvoy, end of a poem. 

Lewd, idle. 

Libbard, or Luhbard, a leopard. 
Liberal, licentious in speech. 

Liberty, libertinism. 

License, licentiousness. 

Liefest, dearest. 

Lieger, an ambassador. 

Lifter, a thief. 

Light o’love, a dance tunc. 

Lightly, commonly. 

Like, to compare. 

Liking, condition of body 
Likelihood, similitude. 

Likeness, speciousness. 

Limbeck, a vessel used in distilling. 
Limbo, a place supposed near hell. 
Lime, bird lime ; to cement. 

Limited, appointed. 

Limits, estimates. 

Lined, delineated. 

Linstock, the staff to which the match 
is fixed when ordnance is fired. 
List, limit. 

Lither, flexible. 

Little, miniature. 

Livelihood, appearance of life. 

Livery, a law- phrase. 

Living, estate, property. 

Living, speaking, manifest 
Loach, k small prolific fish. 

Lob, a dullard, a looby. 

Lockram, a kind of linen. 

Lode star, the polar star. 

Loffe, to laugh. 

Log gats, a game. 

Long purples, a flower. 

Longing, belonging. 

Longly, longingly. ^ , . 

Looted, brought close to tbe wind. 
Loon, abase fellow. 

Looped, full of apertures. 

Lop, the branches. 

Lordiing. a little lord. 

Lot, a prize. 

Lottery, allotment. 

Love in idleness, a flower. 

Lover, sometimes for mistress. 

Lowt, a clown. , 

Lowted, treated with contempt. 

Lozel, a worthless fellow 
Lubbar, a leopard. 

Lullaby, cradle. 

Lunes', lunacy. 

Lurch, to win, to purloin. 

Lure, a decoy for a hawk. 

Lush, rank, luscious. 

Lust, inclination, will. 

Lustic, lusty, cheerful. 

Lusty, saucy. 

Luxurious, lascivious. 

Luxury, lust. 

Lym, or Lyme, a bloodhound. 

M. 

Mace, a sceptre. 

Mad, wild, inconstant. 

Magot-pie. a magpie. 

Magnifico, a Venetian potentate. 
Magnificent, boastful. 

Mailed, wrapt in armour. 

Make, to bar, to shut. 

Makeless, mateless, widowed* 

Male, a bag. 

Malkin, a trull. 

Mallecho, nnscliief. 

Maltworms, tipplers. 

Hammering, stammering. 

Mammets, puppets. 

Mammock, to tear. 

Man, to tame a hawk ; the devil 
Mandragora, a soporific plant. 
Mandrake, a root. 

Mankind, a wizard. 

Manacle, a handcuff. 

Manner, in the fact. 

Man-queller, a man-killer. 

Marches, confines. 

Marchpane, a sweetmeat. 

Margeut, margin. 


Martial hand, a careless scrawl. 
Martleraas, the latter spring. 

Mated, confounded. 

Material, full of matter. 

Maugre,in spite of, notwithstanding. 
Maund, a basket. 

MeacocL, a dastard. 

Mealed mingled. 

Mean, the middle, the tenor in music, 
Means, interest. 

Measure, the reach ; a solemn dance ; 
means. 

Meazels, lepers. 

Medal, portrait. 

Meddle, to mingle. 

Medicine, a she-pbysician. 

Meet, a match. 

Meiney, domestics. 

Memories, memorials. 

Memory, memorial. 

Mends, the means. 

Mepliistophilus, a familiar spirit. 
Mercatante, a merchant. 

Merchant, a low fellow. 

Mere, entire, absolute. 

Mered question, the sole question 
Merely, entirely. 

Merit, a reward. 

Mermaid, a syren. 

Metaphysical, supernatural. 

Mete- yard, measuring yard. 

Mewed, confined. 

Micher, a truant. 

Micliing Mallecho, a secret 
Mince, to walk affectedly. 

Mi n ding, reminding. 

Minnow, a very small fish. 

Minstrelsy, office of minstrel. 
Minute-jack, Jack-’o-lantem. 
Miscreate, illegitimate, spurioa*. 
Misdoubt, to suspect. 

Miser, a miserable being. 

M'sery, avarice. 

Misprised, mistaken. 

Misprising, despising. 

Missives, messengers. 

Mistempered, angry. 

Mistful, ready to weep* 

Misthink, to think ill. 

Mistress, the jack m bowling. 

Mo, more. 

Mobled, veiled, muffled* 

Model, mould. 

Modern, new-fangled. 

Modesty, moderation. 

Module, model. 

Moe, to make mouths 
Moiety, a portion. 

Moist star, the moon. 

Mollification, softening. 

Mome, a blockhead. 

Momeutany, momentary. 

Monster, to make monstrous. 

Month’s mind, a popish annivera&iy. 
Mood, anger, manner. 

Moody, melancholy. 

Moonish .variable. 

Mops and Moes, ludicrous nnticka. 
Moral, secret meaning. 

Moriseo Moorish. 

Morris- pike, Moorish pike. 

Mort of the deer, a tune on tbe dea&i *• 
the deer. 

Mortal, murderous, fatal. 

Mortal, abounding. 

Mortal-staring, killing by a I ok. 

Mortified, ascetic. 

Most, greatest. 

Mot, a motto. 

Mother, tlie hysteric passion. 

Motion, divinatory agitation. * 
Motion, desires. 

Motion, a puppet. 

Motions, indignation. 

Motive, a mover. 

Mouldwarp, the mol-e 
Mouse, to tear to pieces. 

Mouse, a term of endearment. 

Mouse - hunt, a weasel. 

Moy, a piece of money; alsoamea.*»»*Te 
of corn. 

Much, strange, wonderful. 

\ Muck-water, drain of a dunghill. 
Muffler , a wrapper for the 1 bw*r part 
of the face. 

Muleters, muleteers. 

Mulled, soffened. 

Multiplied, multitudinous> 
Multiplying, multiplied. 
Multitudinous, full of na attitudes* 
Mure, a wall. 

Murky, dark. 

Must, a scramble. 

N. 

Napkin, handkerchief. 

Napless, threadbare. 

Native, naturally. 
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Nature, natural parent. 

Naughty, unfit. * % 

Nay- word, a by-word. 

Neb, the mouth. 

Neefda, needles. 

Negloction, neglect. 

Neal the fist. 

Nephew, any lineal descendant* 
Nether-stock/*, stockings. 

Newness, innovation 
Newt, the eft. 

Next, nearest. 

Nice, trifling. 

Nick, to set the mark of foiy oi ; 

. Night-rule, frolic of the nigh;. 

Nighted, made dark as night. 

Nill, shall not. 

Nine men’s morris, a game. 


Noble, a coin. 

Nohiess, nobleness. 

Noble-touch, unalloyed metal. 

Noddy, fool, agame at card3. 

Noise, music. 

Nonce, on purpose. 

Non com, nonplus. 

Nook-shot ter, that which shoots intr 
'■ capes. 

Northern man, a clown. 

Note, notice. 

Nott-pated, round-headed. 

Nourish, to nurse. 

Nousle, to fondle as a nurse. 

Novum, a game at dice. 

Nowl, a head. 

Nut-hook, a thief. 

O. 

Odd -even, the interval bet ween twelve 
at night and one in the mo /2 ing. 
Od’s pitikins, God me pity. 

OeUads, glances of the eye. 

O’s, circles, pockmarks. 

Obligations, bonds. 

Obsequious, funereal. 

Observation, celebration. 

Obstacle, obstinate. 

Occurrents, incidents 
Occupation, mechanics. 

O'er-raught, over-reached. 

U’ercrow, overcome. 

0 ’erlooked, fascinated. 

Of, through. 

Offering, the assailant. 

Office, service. 

Offices, culinary apartments 
Of all loves, by all means. 

Old, frequent. 

Old age, ages past. 

Once, sometime. 

Oneyers, bankers. 

Opal, a preciou** stone. 

8 l*eraat, active. 

pinion, obstinacy, conceit 
Opposite, adverse. 

Opposition, combat. 

Or e’er, before. 

Orbs, fairy circles. 

Orchard, a garden. 

Ordinance, rank. 

Order, measures. 

Ot^&Ious, haughty. 

Osprey, an eagle. 

Oetent, ostentation, appearance. 
Ostentation, appearance. 

Overblow, to drive away. 

Overscntched, whipped at a cart’s tail!. 
Overture, opening, discovery 
Ounce, a tiger-cat. 

Ouph, fairy. 

Ousel cock, the cock blackbird. 

Out, full, complete. 

Outvied, defeated, a term at the game 
A ofgleek. 

Outward, not in the secret. 

Owe, to possess, to own. 

Oxlip, the great cowslip. 

P. 

Pack, to bargain with. 

Pack, an accomplice. 

Packing, plotting, fraud. 

Paddock, a toad. 

Pagan, a dissolute person. 

Pageant, a dumb shew. 

Paid, punished. 

Paiabras, words. 

Pale, dominions. 

Pale, to encirde with a crown. 

Pail, to wrap to invest. 

Palled, vapid. 

Palmers, pilgrims. 

Palmy, victorious. 

Paly. pale. 

Paber, to higgle, to cheat. 

PnDK.tQHjgfKd;. 

P-«per. to commit to writing. 

Pan c[, part , to reckon up, * 

Parcel, wtiw d, half-bawdv 


parcei-gut, partially gilt. 

Parish-top, a large top, formerly kent 
iu every village, to be whipped for 
exercise. 

Parle, parley* 

Parlous, perilous, shrewd, 

Part, to depart. 

Parted, endowed, shared. 

Particular, private. 

Partizan, a pike. 

Parts, party. 

Pash, to strike; a head 
Pashed, crashed. 

Pass, to d ide. assure, convey. 

Pass on, to decide. 

Passed, em -ent. 

Passing, surpassing. 

Passion, suffering. 

Passionate, grieving. 

Passioning, being in a passion. 

Passy Measure, a dance. 

Paritor, an apparitor, or officer of the 
bishop’s court. 

Pastry, the pastry room. 

Patch, a fool. 

Patched, in a fool’s coat. 

Path, to walk. 

Pathetical, promise -breaker. 

Patient, to soothe. 

Patine, a dish used with the chalice in 
administering the Eucharist. 
Paucas, few. 

Pavin, a dance. 

Pay, to beat. 

Peat, pet, darling. 

Pedascule, a pedant. 

Peer-out, to peep out. 

Peevish, foolish. 

Peize, to weigh, keep in suspense. 
Penthesiiia, Amazon, 

Pelting, paltry. 

Pennons, small flags. 

Perdu, one of the torlorn hope. 
Perdurable, lasting. 

Perdy, (Par Dieu) a French oath, 
Perfect, certain; well-informed. 
Perfections, liver, brain, and heart. 
Periapts, charms worn about the neck. 
Perjure, a perjurer. 

Person, parson. 

Perspectives, spy-glasses 
Pervert, to avert. 

P stilence, poison. 

P« r v follow, a companion 
Pheere, companion. 

Phisnomy, physiognomy. 

Pheeze, to tease, to currycomb 
Piiill-horse, shaft-horse. 

Pick, to pitch. 

Picka-xes, fingers. 

Picked, foppish. 

Pickers, the hands. 

Picking, insignificant. 

Piekt-batch, a place noted for brothels. 
Pick-thank, a parasite. 

Piece, a contemptuous term for a wo- 
man. i 

Pied ninny, a fool. 

Pieled, shaven. ! 

Fight, pitched, fixed. j, 

Pilcher, the scabbard. 

Pi ed, deprived of hair. 

Pilled, pillaged. 

Pin, a term- m archery. 

Pin and web, disorder of the eye. 
Pinfold, a pound. 

Pix, the box that contains the host „ 
Place, a mansion. 

Placket, a petticoat. 

Plague, punish. 

Plainly*, openly. 

Plaited, complicated. 

Plantage, plantain. 

Ptanched, made of planks 
Plant, the foot. 

Plates, silver money. 

Platforms, schemes. 

Plausive, gracious, applauded. 

: Pjuerisy, plethory. 

PI ched, folded. 

Plot, portion. 

Point, negative. 

Point, hooks used to fasten up bree- 
ches 

Point-de-vice, exactly 
Points, tags to laces 
Poize, weight. 

Polack, a Poiander 
Polled, bared. 

Pomander, a perfume bali 
Pomewater, an apple. 

Poor-john, salted fish. 

Popinjay, a parrot. 

Popularity, intercourse w!th the vul- 

Porpentine, porcupine, 

’Port, deportmeut. 

Port, a gate. 


Portable, bearable. 

Portance, behaviour. 

Possess, to inform. 

Potch, to push. 

Potents, potentates. 

Poulter, poulterer. 

Pouncet box, a perfume-toon. 

Power, an army. 

Practise, stratagems. 

Prank, to adorn. 

Percept, a justice’s warrant 
Percisian, a puritan. 

Preeches, flogged*. 

Prefer, to offer. 

Pregnant, ready. 

Prenominate, fore-named. 

Prest, ready. 

Pretend, to intend. 

Prevent, to anticipate. 

Pricket, a buck of the second yw, 
Prig, to pilfer* 

Prime, s prightliness of youth* 

Primer, of more consequence. 
Primero, a game at cards. 

Princox, a coxcomb. 

Probalj probable* 

Prodigious, portentous. 

Proface, much good may it do ym. 
Profane, grossly talkative. 

Progress , a royal journey of state 
Prognostication, almanack. 

Project, to shape. 

Prolixiow, coy, delaying. 

Proof, puberty. 

Prompture, suggestion. 

Prone, humble, also prompt. 
Propagate, to advance, to improve. 
Fro per, handsome. 

Proper- false, deceitful. 

Propertied, possessed. 

Properties, incidental necessaries te 
theatre. 

Property, due performance. 

Propose, to imagine, to converse. 
Proposing, conversing. 

Provand, provender. 

Provost, sheriff or gaoler. 

Prune, to plume. 

! Pugging, thievish. 

I Puke, a sort of russet colour. 
Purchase, stolen goods. 

Purchased, unjustly acquired. 

Purl, to curl. 

Purlieu, border. 

Pursuivants, heralds. 

Fusaei, a low wench. 

Put to know, forced to acknowledge 
Putter-out^ one who lends money m 

Putting-on, incitement. 

PuttocI, a hawk. 

Q. 

Quail, to sink, to faint, to be van* 
quished. 

8^o‘t'iy^S;-!'” l60£racefaL 
Quaint mazes, a game , 

Quaked, terrmed. 

Quality, confederates; condition. 
Quarrel, a quarreller. 

Quarry, the game afrer it is killed. 
Quart d’dcu, the fourth of a French 
crown. 

Quat.ascab. 

Queasy, squeamish. 

Quell, to murder. 

Quench, to grow cool. 

Quern, a haud-mill. 

Quest, pursuit. 

Question, conversation. 

Questrist, one who seeks another. 
Quests, reports. 

Quiddits, subtleties. 

Quietus, discharge. 

Quillets, law’ chicane. 

Quintain, a post set up for rertffiBi 
exercises. 

Quips, scoffs. 

Quire, to play in concert. 

Quiver, nimble, active. 

Quote, to observe. 


R, dog’s letter. 

Rabato, a neck ornament. 

Race, original disposition, also lavoar. 
Rack, wreck. 

Rack, to exaggerate. 

Rack, to harass by exactions. 

Rack, the fleeting away of the eloodta 
Racking, in rapid motfon. 

Rag, an opprobrious epithet. 

Ragged, rugged. 

Rake, to cover. 

Ram, rain. 

Hampallion, a strumpet. 

Rank, rate o» pace. 


k 
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Rank, rapidly grown. 

Rapt, en rap 'Ured- 
Rapture, a fit. 

Rarrly, curiously. 

Rascal, lean deer 

Rash, remonstrance, premature dis- 
covery. ■ 

Raught, reached. 

Ravin, to devour eagerly. 

Ravined, glutted with prey. 

Rawly, suddenly. 

Rayed, betrayed. 

Razed, slashed. 

Raze, a hale. 

Rear-mouse, a bat. 

Reason, discourse. 

Rebeck, a musical instrument. 

Recheat , a horn# a tune to call the 
dogs back. 

Receipt, receptacle. 

Receiving, ready apprehension. 
Receate, a hunting term. 

Reck, to care for. 

Reckless, careless. 

Record, to sing 
Recorders, a kind of flute. 

Recure, to recover. 

Red- lattice phrases, alehouse talk. 
Red-plague, the St. Antony’s fire* 
Reeciiy, discoloured with smoke. 
Reels# wheels. 

Refel, to confute. 

Refer, to reserve to. 

Regard, look. 

Regiment, government. 

R.egreet, exchange of salutation. 
Reguerdon, recompense. 

Rheumatic, capricious. 

Relume, to relight. 

Remorse, pity. 

Remotion, removal. 

Removes, journies. 

Render, to describe. 

Renege, to renounce. 

Reports, reporters. 

Reproof, confutation. 

Repugn, to resist. 

Reputing, boasting. 

Reserve, to preserve. 

Resolve, to be assured. 

Resolve, to dissolve. 

Respective, respectful. 

Respectively, respectfully. 

Resty, mouldy. 

Retailed, handed down. 

Retort, to refer back. 

Reverb, to reverberate. 

Revolt of mien, change of complexion. 
Revolts, rebels. 

Rib, to enclose. 

Ribald, a lewd fellow. 

Rid, to destroy. 

Rift, split. 

Biggish, wanton. 

Rigol, a circle. 

Rim, money. 

Ringed, encircled. 

Rivage, the bank or sh^re. 

Rivality, equal rank. 

Rivals, partners. 

Rive, to burst, to fire. 

Homage, rummage# bustle. 

Roayon, a drab. 

Mood, the cross. 

Rook, to squat. 

Ropery, roguery. 

Rope -tricks, abusiveness. 

Round, a diadem. 

Round, rough. 

Rounded, whispered. 

Roundel, a country dance. 

Hounding, whispering. 

Roundure, a circle. 

Rouse, carousal. 

Royuish, mangy. 

Royal, a coin. 

Ruddock, red-breast. 

Ruff*, the folding of the tops of boots. 
Ruffle, to be noisy. 

Raffling, rustling. 

Rump-fed, fed with offals. 

Ruth, pity. ^ ■ 

Sacarson, the name of a bea*. 

Sacred# accursed. 

Sacrificial, worshipping. 

Sacriug-beil# the bell announcing the 
approach of the host. 

Sad ostent, grave appearance, 
flag*, or Swag*, to sak ( own. 

Sallet, a helmet. 

Salt, tears. 

Saltiers, satyrs, 
flamingo, St. Demits*®, 

San died, sandy co^r 
Sans, withoiu. 

Saucy, la«i?i<?na. 

Savage, 


Savagenes3, wildness. 

Saw, tenor of a discourse. 

Say, silk. 

Say, a sample. 

Scaffbldage, the gallery of a theatre. 
Scald, beggarly. 

Scale, to disperse. 

Scaled, overreached. 

Scaling, weighing. 

Scail, scab. 

Scamble, to scramble. 

Scan, to examine nicely. 

Scantling, proportion. 

Scarfed, decorated with flags. 

Scath, destruction. 

Scathful# mischievous. 

Sconce, the head. 

Sconce, a fortification. 

Scotch, to bruise. 

Scrimers, fie ers. 

Scrip, a writing, a list. 

Scroyles, scurvy fellows. 

Scrubbed, stunted. 

Sculls, shoals of fish. 

Scutched, whipped. 

Seat, to strengthen, or complete. 

Seam, lard. 

Seamels, a bird. 

Sear, to stigmatize, to close. 

Season, to temper# to infix, to impress. 
Seat, throne. 

Sect, a cutting in gardening. 

Seel, to close up. 

Seeling, blinding. 

Seeming, seemly. 

Seen, versed, practised. 

Seld, seldom. 

Semblably resemblingly. 

Seniory, seniority. 

Sennet, a flourish on cornets. 

Sense, sensual desires. 

Septentrion, the north. 

Sequestration, separation. 

Sere, or sear, dry. 

Serpigo, a tetter. 

Serve, to fulfil. 

Setebos, a demon. 

Set of wit, a term at tennis. 

Sessa, be quiet. 

Several, separated. 

Several, or severell, a field set apart 
for corn and grass. 

Sewer, the placer of the dishes. 

Shame, modesty. 

Shard-borne, borne on scaly wings. 
Shards, beetle’s wings. 

Shards, broken pots or tiles. 

Shark up, to pick up. 

Shaven Hercules, Samson. 

Sheen, shining, gay. 

Sheer, transparent. 

Shent, to scold, rebuke 
Sherris, sherry. 

Shive, a slice. 

Shog, to go off. 

Shotten, projected. 

Shot ten-herring, a herring that has 
spawned. 

Shoulder-clapper, a bailiff. 

Shoughs, shocks, a species of dog. 
Shove-groat , a game. 

Shovel-boards, shillings used at the 
game of shovel hoard. 

Shrewd, shrewish. 

Shrift, auricular confession. 

Shrive, to call to confession. 

Side, purpose. 

Side-sleeves, long sleeves 
Siege, a stool. 

Sieve, a common voider. 

Sightless, unsightly. 

Sights.fhe perforated parts of a helmet. 
Sinew, strength. 

Single, weak. 

Sink-a-pace, cinque pace, a dance. 

Sir. the title of a parson. 

Sister, to imitate or re-echo. 

Sithence, thence. 

Sizes, allowances of victuals. 
Skain’s-mates, kin’s-mates. 

Skill, reason. 

Skills not, is of no importance. 
Skinker, a tapster. 

Skirr, to scour. 

Slave, to treat with indignity. 

Sleave, the knotty part of silk. 

Sledded, carried on a sledge. 

Sleided, untwisted. 

Slights, tricks. 

Slip, counterfeit coin. 

Slips, a contrivance in leather, to start 
two dogs at the same time. 

Sliver, to slice. 

Slops, loose breeches. 

Sloush, the skin which the serpent an 
nually throws off. 

Slower, more serious. 

Slubber, to do carelessly, to obscure. 


Sluggabed. sluggard. 

Smirched, soiled. 

Sneapt. rebuke. 

Sneaping, nipping. 

Sn^ck-up. go lmng yourself. 

Snipe, a poltroon 
Snuff, anaer. 

Snuffs, dislikes. 

Soil, spot, turpitude, reproach. 

Solicit, courtship. 

Soliciting, information. 

Solidares, a coin. 

Sometimes, formerly. 

Sooth, truth. 

Sooth, sweetness. 

Sorel, a deer during his third year. 

Sort, to happen, to agree. 

Sort and suit, figure and rank. 

Sot, a fool. 

Soud, sweet. 

Soul-fearing, soul appaling., 

Sound, to publish. 

Soused gurnet, a gudgeon, 

Sowl, to pull by the ears. 

Sowie, to drag down. 

Sowter, the name of a bound 
Spanielled, dogged. 

Specialty, particular rights. ; 

Speculation, sight. 

Speculative, seeing. 

Sped, the fate decided. 

Speed, event. 

Sperr, to shut up, defend by tare. 

Spill, to destroy. 

Spotted, wicked. 

Sprag. apt to learn, alert. 

Sprighted, haunted. 

Sprights, spirits. 

Springhalt, a disease of horses. 

Spurs, the greater roots of tree*. 
Square, to quarrel. 

Squarer, a quarreller. 

Squash, an immature peascod. 

Squiney, to look asquint. 

Squire, a rule, or square. 

Stage, to place conspicuously. 

Stale, a decoy for birds. 

Stannyel, a hawk, or stallion. 

Star, a sear. 

Stark, stiff. 

Starred, destined. 

Statists, statesmen 
Statue, a portrait. 

Stay, a hinderer. a supporter. 
Sticking-place, the stop in a machine. 
Sticklers, arbitrators, judges, party 
sans, umpires. 

Stigmatic, marked with deformltm 
Stigmatical, stigmatised, 

Stilly, gladly, lowly. 

Stinted, stopped. 

Stith, an anvil. 

Stithied, forged at the furnace. 

Stithy, a smith’s shop, 

Stoccata, a stab. 

Stock, a stocking. 

Stomach, pride. 

Stone-bow, a cross bow. 

Stover, thatch. 

Strain, descent, lin age. 

Strain, difficulty, doubt. 

Strait, narrow, avaricious. 

Strange, shy. 

Stratagem, great or dreadful erect. 
Strawy, straying. 

Striker, a borrower. 

Stuck or Stock, a term in fencing. 
Stuff, baggage, substance or essence. 
Stuffed, sufficiency, ample abilities. 
Subscription, obedience. 

Success, succession. 

Sufficiency, abilities. 

Suggest, to tempt. 

Suggestion, temptation. 

Suited, dressed. 

Sumpter, a horse that carries netessa- 
ries on a journey. 

Superfluous, over- clothed. 

Supposed, counterfeit. 

Sur- reined, over ridden. 

Suspire, to breathe. 

Surcease, an end. 

Swart, dark brown. 

Swashing, bullying. 

Swath, grass cut at one strotan 
Sway, weight. 

Sweeting, an apple. 

Sweltered, weltered. 

Swinge-bucklers, riotous felltfKft. 
Swounded, swooned. 

Swoop, the descentofabird of pro?* 
T. 

Table, the palm of the hand. 

Table, a picture. 

Tables, tablets, memorandum boo 
Tabouriue, a small drum. 

Take. t& strike with disease# to Mast- 
Take-in, to conquer 
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Take-up, to co s .radio* 

Talent, talon. 

Tall, courageous. 

Tallow-keech, tub of tallow. 

Tame, ineffectual. 

Tame-snake, a poltroon. 

Tarre, to excite, provoke. 

Tartar, Tartarus. 

Task, to keep busied with scruples. 

I assel Gentle, or Tercel Gentle, a spe- 
cies of hawk. 

Tasked, taxed. 

Taurus, sides and heart in medical 
_ astrology. 

Tawdry, necklaces worn by country 
m S ir ' s - 

Tawney coat, the dress of an apparitor. 
Taxation, censure, satire. 

Tear a cat, to bluster. 

Teen, grief, trouble. 

Temperance, temperature. 

Tender, to regard with affection. 

Tent, to take, up residence, to search. 
Tercel, the male hawk. 

Terms, the phraseology of couru. 
Tested, attested, brought to the test. 
Tcsterned, gratified with a tester, or 
sixpence. 

Tetchy, touchy, peevish. 

Tether, a string by which any animal is 
fastened. 

Tharborcmgh, a constable. 

Tneorick, theory. 

Thewes, muscular strength. 

Thick, pleached, thickly interwoven. 
Thill, the shafts of a cart. 

Thin helm, thin covering of hair. 
Thrasonical, boasting. 

Thread, to pass. 

Three-man-beetle, an implement for 
driving piles. 

Three-pile, rich velvet. 

Thrift, prosperity, economy. 

Thrum, the extremity of a weaver’s 
warp. 

Thrummed, made of coarse woollen. 
Tib, a strumpet. 

Tickle, ticklish. 

Tickle- brain, a strong drink. 
Tilly-vally, pooli! 

Tilth tillage. 

T imeless, untimely. 

Tire, to fasten. 

Tire, to he idly employed on. 

Tired, adorned. 

Tire-valiant, a head-dress. 

Tirra-iirra, the song of the lark. 


Toged, habited. 
Tokened, spotted. 


Unbarbed, beardless, unshaven. 

Unbal ed, not blunted. 

Unbitted, unbridled. 

Unbolt, to explain. 

Unbolted, coarse. 

Unbonetted, without dignities, 
unbookish, unlearned. 

Unbreathed, .unpractised, 
tinea pe, to dig out, a term in fox-lmnt- 
mg. 

uncharged, unattacked. 

Unclew, to unwind. 

Uncoined, unrefined, unadorned. 
Unconfirmed, unpractised in wordly 
craft. 

Uncurrent, irregular. 

Undercraft, to wear beneath the crest. 
Under-stinker, a tapster. 

Understand, stand under. 

Undertaker, the defender of another’s 
quarrel. 

Underwrite, to subscribe, to obey. 
Uneath, scarcely. 

Unexpressive, inexpressible. 

Unfair, to deprive of beauty. 
Urueriitured, without genitals. 
Unhaired, youthful. 

Unhappy, unlucky, mischievous. 

U nhoused, free from domestic cares. 
Unhouselled, without having the sacra- 
, T ment. 

Union, a species of pearl. 

Unlived, lifeless. 

Unlustrous, without lustre. 

Unmanned, a term in falconry. 
Unmastered, licentious. 

Unowed, unowned. 

Unpregnant, not quickened. 

Improper, common. 

Unqoalitied, unmanned. 
Unquestionable, averse to conversation. 
Unready, undrest. 

Unrespective, inconsiderate. 

Unrougli, beardless. 

Unsistnig, unresisting, unfeeling. 
Unsmirched, undefiled. 

Unsquared, unadapted. 

Unstancheii, incontinent. 

Untempering, not softening. 

Untentcd, not probed, virulent, 
Uutraded, not m common use. 
Untrimmed, undrest. 

Upspring, a dance. 

V. 

Vail, to bow, to sink, tolcondescend to 
look. 


Topless, supreme. 

Touches, features. 

Toward, in readiness. 

Toys, whims, rumours. 

Toze, to unravel. 

Trade, established custom. 

Trail, scent left by game. 

Traitress, a term of endearment. 
Trammel, to catch. 

Tranect, a ferry or sluice. 

Translate, to transform. 

Trash, to check. 

Traversed, across. 

Tray-trip, a game at drafts. 

T reackers, traitors. 

Trenched, carved. 

Trick, peculiarity of feature. 

Trick, to dress out. 

Tricksy, adroit. 

Trigon, Aries, Leo, and Sagittarius in 
the Zodiac. 

Trip, to defeat. 

Triple, one of three. 

Triumphs, revels. 

T rojan, cant term for thief. 
Trol-my-dames, the game, of nine holes. 
T roil, to sing trippingly. 

Tmsers, trousers. 

Trot, a term of contempt. 

Trow, to imagine. 

Truly-good, orturlupin, a gipsy. 
Trundle-tail, a dog. ^ 

Trusted, thrusted. 

Try conclusions, try experiments. 

Tub fast , the sweating process in the 
venereal disease. 

Tucket, or tucket sonnuance. a flou- 
rish on a trumpet. 

Turre, to whisper. 

Turlygood, or Turlupin , a gipsy. 
Twangling jack, a scurvy musician. 
Twicken- bottle, a wickered bottle. 
Twigging, wickered. 

Tytiimg, a district. 

U. 

Umbev, a dusky coloured earth. 

u,,ction ' 

■ 


I Wannion, vengeance. 

Ward, posture of deference. 

Ward, guardianship. 

Warden, a pear. 

Warn, summon. 

Wasselscandle.candleusedat festivals 

Wassels, rustic revelry. 

Watch, a watch-light 
Water-work, water colours. 

Wax, to grow. 


Waxen, increase. 

Waxen, soft, yielding. 

Wanton, a feeble or effeminate man. 
Wappened, decayed, diseased. 
Warder, a sentinel. 

Warp, to change from the natural state 
Wee, very little. 

Weeds, clothing. 

Ween, to imagine. 

Weigh, to value or esteem. 

Weird, prophetic. 

Welkm, the sky. 

Welkin- eye, blue eye. 

Weli-a-nearl lack-a-day! 

Well-liking, plump. 

VV end, to go. 

Westward hoe, the name of a bk* 
acted in Skakspeare’s time. 
Wether, used for a ram. 

Wear, the fashion. 

Whelked, varied with protuberance#. 
Whe’r, whether. 

Where, whereas. 

Whiffier, an officer in processions 
Whiles, until. 

Whinidst, mouldy. 

Whip, the crack, the best. 

Whipstock, the carter’s whip. 
Whirring, hurrying. 

Whist, being silent. 

White, the white mark in the target. 
White-death, the green sickness 
Whiting-time, bleaching time. 
Wlutsters, linen bleachers. 

Whittle, a pocket knife. 

Whpopmg, measure and reckoning. 
Wide, remote, from. 

Wilderness, wildness. 

Will, wilfulness, 
n imple, a hood or veil. 

Winchester goose, a strumpet. 
Wmkmg-gates gates hastily closed 
from fear of danger. 

Winnowed, examined. 

Winter -ground, to protect 
-winter. 

Wis, to know. 

Wise woman, a witch, a fortune-teller. 
W jsh, to recommend. 

Wit, to know. 

Witch, to bewitch. 

Withy, judicious, cunning. 

Wits, senses. 

WU°J» knowing, conscious of. 

Wittol, a contented cuckold. 

Woe, to be sorry. 

Woman, to affect deeply. 

Woman- tired, henpecked. 

Wondered, able to perform wonder*. 
Wood, crazy, frantic. 

Wooden thing, awkward business. 
World to see, wonderful. 

an ^e^ant on the forested, 
Woolward, wearing wool. 

Work, fortification. 

Workings, thoughts. 

Worm, a serpent. 

Worth, wealth. 

Worship, dignity. 

Wreak, to revenge ; resentment. 

Wrest, an instrument for tunia* 
harp. ^ 

Wrested, obtained by force. 

Wretch, a term of foudnew. 

Writ, writing. 

Write, to pronounce confidently* 
Writhled, wrinkled. 3 

Wry, to deviate* 

Wrong, hurt. 

Wroth, misfortune. 

Wrought, agitated. 

Wrung, pressed, strained. 

Y. 

Yare, nimble, handy. 

Varely, nimbly, adroitly. 

Yearn, to grieve or vex* 

Yeild, to inform of. 

Yellowness, jealousy. 

Yeoman, a bailiff’s follower. 

Yerk, to kick. 

Yesty, foaming, frothy. ; v 

Young, early. : 

-vv, v,, z.:; 

Z -mv, a buffoon. . 

Zealous, pious. " ■ ■ ■ , ■ . 

Zed, a term of contempt. 


Vailing, lowering. 
Vain, vanity. 


Vain, lying. ’ 

v alance, fringed .with a beard, 
vanity, illusion. 

V antage, opportunity, advantage. 
Vambrace, armour for the arm 
Varlet, a servant. 

Vast, waste, dreary. 

Vaunt, the avant, the fore-part. 

V award, the fore part. 

Velure, velvet. 

Venetian, admittance. 

Vent, rumour. 

Veutiges, holes of a flute. 

Verbal, verbose. 

Verify, to bear witness. 

Venew, a bout (in fencing.) 
Vengeance, mischief. 

Veneys, hits. 

V eronese, a ship from Verona. 
Versing, writing verses. 

Very, immediate. 

Via, a cant phrase of exultation. 

V ice, the fool of the old moralities, 
vice, grasp. 

Vie, to brag. 

Viewless, invisible. 

Villain , a worthless fellow, a servant, 
vild, vile. 

Violent eth, rageth. 

Virginal , a kind, of spinnet. 

Virtue, valour. 

V irtuous, healthy. 

Virtuous, well-bred.* 

Vixen, orFixen, a female fox. 
Vizament, advisement. 

Vox, tone or voice. 

Vulgar, common. 

V ulgarly, commonly. 

W. 

Waft, to bee 
Wage, to com at. 

Wages, is equal to. 

Waist, that part of a ship between th© 
w Ciual ’ t t er 4eck and the forecastle 
Waist, the middle. 

Walk, a district in a forest. 

Wanned, pale. 


EXPLANATORY NOTES 


TEMPEST. 


> A rotten carcass of a boat. Act I. Sc. 2. 
Shakspeare might have read the following in Holinshed* 
After this, was Edwin, the king’s brother, accused of 
some conspiracie by him begun against the king: where- 
upon he was banished the land; and sent out in a a old 
rotten vessel , without rowers or mariner, onlie accom- 
panied with one esquier, so that being launched forth 
from the shore, through despaire, Edwin leapt into the sea, 
and drowned himself.” 

“ Setebos.”—Act I. Sc 2. 

We learn from Magellan’s Voyages, that Sefehos was the 
supreme god of the Patagons. this fabulatts deity is also 
mentioned in Hackluyt’s Voyages, 1598. Earbet says, 
x The Patagons are reported todread a great horned devil, 
called Setebos.” And, in Eden’s Historye of Travavle, 
1577, we are told, that the giantes , when they found them- 
selves fettered, roared like bulls, and cried upon Setebos to 
help them. 

« For no kind of traffic 

Would I admit, no name of magistrate.”— Act XI. Sc. 1. 
Shakspeare has here followed a passage in Montaigne, 
as translated by JohnFlorio, 1603:— 1 “ It is a nation that 
hath no hind of trafficke, no knowledge of letters, no in- 
telligence of numbers, no name of magistrate, no, of politic 
superiorities no use of service, of'riches, or of poverties 
no contracts , no successions, no partitions, tco occupation, 
but idle »• no respect of kindred but common ; no apparel but 
natural ; no use of wine, corn, or metal. The very words 
that import lying, falsehood, treason, dissimulations, cove- 
tousness, envie, detraction, and pardon, were never heard 
amongst them.” 

“ Sometime like apes, that mow and chatter at me. 

And after bate me; then like hedge hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my barefoot way.”— Act II. Sc. 2. 
Perhaps taken from a passage in Harsnet’s Declaration 
of Popish Impostures, “They make antike faces, grin, 
tjovj and mop, like an ape ; tumble like an hedge-hog,”— 
S&OUCE. 

* A dead Indian”- Act II, Sc. 2. 

Sir 3fartin Frobisher, when he returned from his voyage 
i*f discovery, brought with him some native Indians. In 
ins History of the First Voyage for the Disco verie of Ca- 
taya, we have the following account of a savage taken by 
him Whereupon , when he founde himself in captiyitie, 
for very choler and disdain, he bit his tong in twaine, 
within his mouth: notwithstanding, he died not thereof, 
but lived untill he came in Englande, and then he died 
of colde, which he had taken at sea.”— 5TEEVENS. 

“Nor scrape trenchering.”— Act III. Sc. 1, 

In our author’s time, trenchers were in general use, and 
male domestics were employed in cleansing them, “ I have 
helped, (says Lyly in his History of his Life and Times, 
1620,) to carry eighteen tubs of water in one morning; all 
manner of drudgery, I willingly performed; scrape- 
trenchers,” &C.-MALONE. 

“ He were a brave monster indeed, if they were set in his 
tail.”— Net III. Sc. 2. 

Probably in. allusion to Stowe. It seems in the year 
1574 a whale was thrown ashore near Ramsgate, “ a mons- 
oons fish, but net so monstrous as some reported, for 
kis eyes were in his head , and not in his back.” 

« This is the tune of our catch, played by the picture of 
Nobody ”— Act III. Sc. 2, 

A ridiculous figure, sometimes painted on signs. West- 


waid for Smelts, a book which our poets seems to have read, 
was printed for John Trundle, in Barbican, at the sign ot 
the No -body ; or the allusion may be to the print ot Nth 
body, ,as prefixed to the anonymous comedy of No- body 
fc06 ^MALONE W ^° U ^ ^ ate ’ printed before the year 

“ One Wee, the Pkeenix' throne Act III. Sc. 3. 

In Holland’s Pliny, the following passage occurs : “ 1 
myselfe verily have heard straunge things of this kind of 
tree : and, namely, in regard of the bird Phoenix, which is 
supposed to have taken that name of this Date Tree: for 
Jt was assured unto me, that the said bird died with that 
tree, and revived of itselfe as the tree sprung agate.” 


' Mountaineers, 


Hew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging at them 
Wallets of flesh ?”-Act III. Sc. 3. 

, Whoever is curious to know the particulars relative to 
these mountaineers, may consult Maimdeville’s Travels, 
printed in 1503 : but it is yet a known truth, that the inha- 
bitants of the Alps have been long accustomed to such 
excrescences or t urn ours.— STE EVEN S. 

“Each putter-out of one for five Act III. Sc. 3. 

The custom here alluded to was as follows:— It was a 
practice of those who engaged in long and hazardous ex- 
peditions, to place out a sum of money, on condition of 
receiving great interest for it at their return home. So in 
Len Jenson’s Every Man in liis Humour “ I do intend 
this year of jubilee corning on, to travel ; and (because I 
will not altogether go upon expence) I am detennimed to 
put sorneytev thousand pounds, to be paid me five for one, 
upon the return of my wife, myself, and my dog, from the 
Turk’s court, in Constantinople.” 

u Like poison, given to work a great time after.” 

Act HI. Sc. 3. 

The natives of Africa were supposed to be possessed of 
the secret how to temper poisons with such ail, as not to 
operate till several years after they were administered. 
Italian travellers relate similar effects of the aqua t of ana, 
a subtle, colourless and tasteless poison, which ladies carry 
about them, and have at their toilets, among their perfumed 
waters, for the purpose of administering in the drink of 
faithless lovers. In the chapel at Arundel* is the effigy of 
a nobleman of the Howard family, who, having incurred 
the jealousy of an Italian lady during his travels, was poi- 
soned in this manner, and died after lingering many years. 
The effigy represents him nearly naked, his bones scarcely 
covered by his skin, and oresenting altogether a most de- 
plorable spectacle. 

“And all be turn'd lo barnacles, or to apes.— Act IV. Sc. 1. 

Caliban’s barnacle is the clakis or tree-goose. Collimi 
very simply tells us, that the barnacle which grows on 
ships was meant; and quotes the following passage to 
support his opinion There are, in the north parts of 
Scotland, oertainc trees, whereon do grow shed fishes, 
which, falling in the water, do become fowls, whom we call 
bamaclest in the north of England, brant-geese ; and in 
Lancashire, tree-geese. DO UC E. 

“ Some subtiltis o’ the isle.”— Act V. Sc. I. 

Tins is a phrase adopted from ancient cookery and con- 
fectionery, When a dish was so contrived as to appear 
unlike what it really was, they called it a subtil ft/. Dra- 
gons, castles, trees, &c. made out of sugar, had the like 
aenominat ion.— STEEVENS. 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


* Nay, give me not the boots.”— Act, I, Sc. 1. 

The boot was an instrument of torture used only in * 
Scotland. Bishop Burnet mentions one Maccacl, a preacher, 
:vho being suspected of treason, underwent the punishment 
so late as 166G. “ He was put to the torture, which, in Scot- 
tand, they call the foots? for they put a pair of iron boots 
close on the leg, and drive wedges between these and the 
kg. The common torture was only to drive these on the 
Mil? of the leg, but I have been told they were sometimes 
♦Irii on upon the shinbone.”— REED. 

* A laced mtdion.” — Act L Sc. I. 

A laced mwttonv/as, in our author’s time, so usual a term 
for a courtezan, that a street in Clerkenwell much frequent- 
ed by prostitutes, was called Mutton Lane.— MALONE. 
“I see you have a month's mind to them”— Act I. Sc, 2. 

A month’s mind was an anniversary in times of po- 
pery ; or a less solemnity directed by will. There was 
also a year's mind, and a week's mind. So in Strvpe’s 
iSemorials, “ July 1556, was the month's mind of Sir Wil- 
liam Saxtcn, who died the last month, liis hearse burning 


with wax, and the morrow mass celebrated, xnst a sermon 
preached.”— GREY. 

“ Sir Valentine, and servant.”— Act SI. Sc. I. 

Here Silvia calls her lover servant , and again below,, 
her gentle servant. This was the language of la Her b 
their lovers when Shakspeare wrote.— HAWKINS. 

“ A waxen image 'gainst a fire*— Act II. So. 4. 

Alluding to the figures made by witches, as represent* 
tives of those whom they designed to torment or destroy. 
King James ascribes these images to the devil, in his Trea- 
tise of Daemonologie : “ to some others at these times he 
teachetli kow to make pictures of v:axe. or claye, that by 
the roasting thereof, the persons that they bear the name 
of maybe continually melted, and dried away by continual 
sickaesse.”— WESTON. 

“ With a cod-piece-.”— Act II, Sc. 7. 

Whoever wishes to be informed respecting this particular 
relative to dress, may consult Buliver’s Artificial Change- 
ling. It is mentioned, too, in Tyro’s Roaring Megge, 1589.— 




explanatory notes. 


\ * Vpm whose orace llou von ’ d ’ s ‘ pu "£?‘ei ir £ , 

n i lc - A ’f° T apmcase, antique plowmen wore” | It was common informer ages for widowers and widows 
r ywiayiirtratm.may be had from the armour shewn as to make vows of chastity, in honour of their deceased wive* 
J min or Gaunt s, m the Tower of London. The custom of or husbands* In Duadale’s Anticmitips of Wormipir-t,:..* 


John of Gaunt s, m the Tower of Loudon. The custom of or husbands. InDugdale’s Antiquities of Warwickshire 
sticking pins in this ostentations piece of indecency was con- there is the form of a commission by the bishop of the dioi 
tn i , 'r^\ 7 ^vrL e 'Tower-wardens, till forbidden by authority, cese for taking a vow of chastity by a widow. It seems that 
a i it v besides observing the vow, the widow was for life to wear a 

« Saint Nicholas be thy speed)*- Act III. Sc. 1. I JSJ* *“ d * a mourning habit. The same distinction we m»w 
That this saint presided over young scholars, may be 1 EVENS * be6n * nade in resj)ect of 231810 votarrsts. 

oqnired to attend divine service at the cathedral on his •Andihteu her sun- expelling mask away ” — Act IV. isc. 4. 
nusvemry. The reason, probably * was, that the legend “When they use to ride abroad, they have masks or vi- 
ol this saint makes lum to have been a bishop, while he was ? ors > made o t velvet, wherewith they cover all their faces 
boy.— HAWKINS. having holes made in them against their eyes, whereou! 

« The cover of the salt hides the salt.*— kct III. Sc. I. E 1 ®/ X )k ,; , so , that , if 11 n,aa that knew not their guise be* 
The ancient Eng'ish u/t-aOar was very «Mi from 

the modern, being a large piece of plate, generally much but two broad holes against tlieir e??? with ’ 

nuamented, with a cover to keep the salt clean. tbem.*-ANATOMIE OF AEUSES, S ' g ^ m 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR, 


* How does your fallow greyhound, sir? I heard say he 
utas out-run on Cotsale.*—kct I. JSc. 1. 

He means Cotswold, in Gloucestershire. In the be- 
ginning of James the First’s reign, by permission of the 
king, one Dover, a public-spirited attorney of Barton- on- 
the-Heath, in Warwickshire, instituted on the hills of 
Cotswold an annual celebration of games, consisting of 
rural sports and exercises, These he constantly conducted 
in person, well mounted and accoutred in a suit of his ma- 


T. WAJRTON. 

“ Mill- sixpences *~~ Act I. Sc. 1. 

It appears from a passage in Sir William D’Avenant’s 
Nows from Pliraouth, that these mill sixpences were used 
by way of counters to cast up money : 

“ • • • . a few mill'd sixpences, with which 

My purser casts accompt. STEEVBNS. 

“ Edward shovel-boards Act I. Sc. 1 . 

* Edward shovel-boards * were the broad shillings of 
Elward VL faylor, the water-poet, in his Travel of 
Twelve-pence, makes him complain : 

„ r i . „ T “ . the unthrift every day 

IVitfi my face doumwards do at shoave- board ptays 

that had 1 had a beard, youmay suppose. 

They had worne it off, as they have done m y nose ” 

FARMER. 

* Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait "upon my 
‘tcus&n Shallow .”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

Ikis passage shews that it was formerly the custom in 
iauuurJ, as it is now in France, for persons to be attended 
M ISON r by theif own servants » wherever they dined. 

“A master offence .*— Act I. Sc. 1. 

Fencing was taught as a regular science. Three degrees 
were usuahy taken m this art, a master's, a provost’s, and 
a scholar’s. For each of these a prize was played, as exer- 
cise* are kept in Universities for similar purposes. The 
weapons they used were the axe, the pike, rapier and tar- 
iff ‘' a fli e rHnd cloak, two-swords, the two-hand sword, 
the bastard sword, the dagger and staff, the sword and 
buckler, the rapier and dagger, &c. The places where 
they exercised were, commonly, theatres, halls, or other 


u.,ed. Sir Jolm Sm y the, m Certain Discourses, 4to. isso 
th f J iabjt .?* drinking to excess was introduced 
into England from the Low Countries, “by some of our 
such men of warre within these verie few years : whereof 
it is come to passe that now- a- day es "there are very few 
least es where our said men of warre are present, but thev 
do invite and procure all the companie, of what calling 
soever they he, to cayowshig and quailing; and because 
they will not be denied their challenges, they, with manie 
new conges, ceremonies, and reverences, drinke to the 
healthe and prosperity of princes; to the heal the of coun- 
sellors, and unto the healthe of their greatest friends, both 
at home and abroad : in which exercise they never cease till 
tliey _be deade drunke, or, as the Flemings say, doot 
fronhejiS .He adds, « and this aforesaid detestable vice 
hath, withm these six or seven years, takeu wonderful 
j? ur * 1 En » li $ nation, that in times past was 
soberest b ^REED bei: watl0US m Christendome one of the 

l “ My long sword.*— Act II. Sc. I. 

Before the introduction of rapiers, the swords in use 
i ■ en 8r m ,? us ' le, ?SL^» and sometimes raised with 
noth hands. Shallow, with an old man’s vanity, censures 
the innovation by which lighter weapons were introduced. 

* J? 1 ® 1 , 11 ® ? ou ?<* once nave done with his long sword, 
and ridicules the terms and rules of the rapier. Shakspeare 
commits a great anachronism in making Shallow talk of the 
rapier in Henry IV.’s reign, an hundred and seventy years 

before it was used m England.— JOHNSON. 

“ When Mistress Bridget lost the handle of her fan,* 
r . . ... , Act II. Sc. 2 

It should he remembered that fans, in our author’s time 
S o T ec0 , # “ y than they are at present, as well as of a 
?£*l£ ntcon / truc P, OQ - ? bey consisted of ostrich feathers, 
(or others ot equal leng' Ii and flexibility,} wiiich were stuclc 
into handles. The richer sort of these were composed of 
gfjd, silver or ivory, of cunous workmanship, and fre- 
nlaH^in ^^ntecfwith precious stones. Mention ij 
Em dne ^ r ^Pcrs, of a fan presented to Queen 
ye T s gift ’ the handle of which vS 
redded with diamonds. It was not uncommon among th* 


“ S acker son *—& ctl. Sc. 2. 

S ackers on or Sacarson was the name of a bear, exhibited 
m our author’s time, at Paris Garden. See au old bonk of 
Epigrams by Sir John Davies : 

'‘Publius, a student of the common law. 

To Paris Garden doth himself withdraw ; 

Leaving old Ploy den , Dyer, and Broke, alone, 

1,1 <>'d Harry Banket t and Sacarson*— MALONE. 

Vist ourses, she carves, she gives the leer of invito- 

Crt* *^Al * I. SC. 3. 

Anciently, u»e young of both sexes were instructed in 
carving, as a necessary accomplishment. It seems to have 
been considered a mark of kindness when a lady carved to 
» gentleman. So in Vittoria Corombona : « Your husband 
is wondrous discontented. I did nothing to displease him* 

WELD t0Mm al supper-time*— STEEVENS' and BOS- 

— r-~- for gourd andfullam holds , 

And high and low beguile the rich and poor* 

„ .. ■ Act I. Sc. 3. 

Gourds were, probably, dice in which a secret cavity had 
tfeen mader Fullams, (so called because chiefly made at 
fulhant,) those whichhad been loaded with a small bit of 
iea a. High men and low men, which are also cant terms 
explain themselves High numbers on the dice, at hazard* 
MALONE Ve t0 tWe ve Juclusive 5 /ow > from aces to four.— 

“Flemish dmnkard* Act II. Sc. 1. 

It is not without cause that this reproachful phrase, is 


ofefeminacy f or 

I « Bed lattice phrases.*— Act II. Sc. ?. 

I II* e doors and windows were formerly the 

xternal denotements of an ale-house. Hence the present 
chequers. In one of Shackerley Marmion’s plavg we read 

Sonthwnr? aa ft^ 5dOWa - t the f the hedHatticet 

I<: 13 a curious circumstance, that the sign or 
the Chequers was common among the Romans. It was 
found in several of the streets excavated 5 Pompeii 

„ , . STEEVENS. 

“Amatmon— Barbason*.— Act II. Sc. 2. 

Reginald Scott informs us, that “the demon Amaimox 
of ii be r, E ? st ’ anti B ar bates a great countie or 
earle » Randle Holme, however, in his Academy of Ar- 
mory and Blazon, tells us that, u Amaymon is the chi**! 
whose dominion is on the north side of the hiferna guh h * 

cf vSMSSSuSfA 

extravagance of female dress is here satirized Wi 
por a ry 1 aufhors l . ract or two 011 this sub J e ct from contem- 

,“^ e ^ eads ’ with their t0 P and top-gallant lawne babv 
caps, and snow-resembled silver curlings thev mnk** o 
£ ia 9 ff P £^e , of * Their breasts embuThe Tp 

/ be,r round roseate buds thev immodest lv lav 
5> rtb > to shew at their hands there is Mit to be IoLh 

“mdm1f2’„ a ,'ik I , k “ 0w not ' vha ! sy**. but a ” wM H o? 
Spamsli, and her foolish fashions, that he wh^made he? 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


when lie looks upon her, shall hardly know her with her 
plumes, her fans, and her silken vizard, with a ruffe like a 
sails ; yea , a ruffe like a rainbow, with a feather in her 
cap, like a flag in her top, to ted ( I thinke) which way the 
wind will blow . It is proverbially said, that far-fetcht and 
dear bought is fit test for ladies ; as now a-daies what 
groweth at borne is base and homely ; and wliat everie one 
eates ismeateior dogs ; and wee must have breade from 
another ; and wee must have meate from Spaiue, and sauce 
out of Italy ; and if wee weare anything, it must be pure 
Yeniliah, Roman, or barberian ; but tine fashion of all 
must be French.* The Mervhani Roy all, a sermon preached 
at White hall, before the kings matestie, at the imptiaiU 
cf Lord gay and his lady, Twelfth-day, 1607.— -HEED. 

« And smell like Bucklersbury, in simple time * 

, ,, , Act III. Se. 3. 

Bucklersbury, m the time of Shakspeare, was chiefly in- 
Imid ed by druggists, who sold all kinds of herbs, green as 
wed as d ry . — STEEV EN S . 


u Let the sky rain potatoes ; hall kissing-comfits, and 
enow eringoes ; let there come a tempest of provocation ,* 

Act V. Sc. 5 . 

Potatoes, when they were first introduced in England, 
were supposed to be strong provocatives. Kissing -comfits 
were sugar-plums, perfumed to make the breath sweet. 
hringves, like potatoes, were esteemed to be stimulaiives. 
But Shakspeare, probably, had the following artificial 
tempest in his thoughts, when he wrote the above passage 
liolinshed informs us that in the year I&s3, for the enter- 


described in a marchpane patterne ; the tempest wherein 
ti hailed small confects, rained rose-water, and snew an 
artificial kind of snow, all strange, marvellous, and abun- 
dant.*— STEEVENS. 


TWELFTH NIGHT. 


* Thou shall present me as an eunuch to him. —Act l. Sc. 2. 

When the practise of castration was adopted first, solely 
to improve the voice, is uncertain. The first regular opera 
was performed at Florence, in 1600. Till about 1653, musical 
dramas were only occasionally performed in the palaces 
of priuces, and consequently before that period eunuchs 
could hot abound. The first eunxich that was suffered to 


Her love to't, and m akes him weare yellow hose,’* 

THE WOULD TOSS’i) A T TENNIS. 

■ And in the Honest Whore, by Decker : u What stockings 
have you put on this morning, madam? if they be not yel- 
low, change them.*— STEEVENS. 

* Clovmtcith a tabor Act III. Sc. 1. 

Tarleton, the celebrated fool or clown of the stage before 


as gentlemen do. 0 that I had been gelded ! I should then 
have been a fat fool for a chamber, a squeaking fool for a 
tavern, and a private fool for all the ladies.*— MALONE. 

“ Like a parish top.*— Act I. Sc. 3. 

A large top was formerly kept in every village , to be 
whipped in frosty weather, that the peasants might be kept 
warm by exercise, and out of mischief when they could not 
work.-STEEVENS. 

u Mistress Mali's picture.”— Act I. Sc, 3. 

The real name of the woman here alluded to was Mary 


. MALONE. 

* Jf thou thau'st him some thrice , it shall not be amiss,* 

Act II. Sc. 2. 

Alluding to a passage In the speech of the attorney general 
Coke, at the trial ot Sir Walter Raleigh. “ All that be did 
was by thy instigation, thou viper; tor 1 thou thee, thou 
traytor. ”— THEOBALD. 

“He does smile his face into more lines, than are in t*e 
new map , with the augmentation of the Indies. * 

Act HI. Sc. 3. 

A clear allusion to a map engraved for Linschoten’s 


Frith. The title she was commonly known by was Mall Voyages, an English translation of which was published in 
Cutpurse. She was at once an hermaphrodite, a prostitute, 1598. This map \% multilineal in the extreme, and is the 
a bawd, albully, a thief, a receiver of stolen goods, &c. first in which the Eastern Islands are included. 

On the books of the Stationer’s Company, August, 1610, is STEEVENS. 

entered, * A Booke called the Madde Francks of Merry <* Why dost thou smile so, and kiss thy hand so oft?” 
Mall ot the Bankside, with her walkes m Men’s Apparel, Act. u|, «j c 4 

andto what purpose. Written by John Day * Middleton fantnatirfil rn«tnwi tot-pr, nAtw rfhvP^s,.' 

and Decker wrote a play called the Roaring Girl, of which R ice in FauftT and NotSim butlaults 1006 “^ndthSJ 
she is the heroine, and the frontispiece of this drama, §&$! orcMoSS* mslhlv are fufl of so 

Si 1 S J ^ lit f G ^ ? 5* S f in r the tiiey n0 5ess ( onna * tlie . 5r speeches, full of fustian phnv- 
tndii s.'dotA' 0 Sf smoking toto&cco* x iicrc is n SIS* in tiic oac in&nv tiniM purges HYiHAtrucr 

British Museum, in which anti lay open their masters’ ignorance ; and tiiey are sofre- 

douig penance at St. I aul s Cross. J^travagant con- quent with the kiss on the hand, that word shall not passe 
duct and shameless vices seem to have rendered her mfa- their mouthes, till they have clapt their fingers over their 
mously public. lippes.”— RE^D. 

“A most weak pia-mater.”— Act 1. Sc. 5. “ He is a knight, dubh'd with unhatch'd rapier, and a* 

The pia mater is the membrane which immediately covers carpet consideration **— Act HI. Sc. 4. 
the substance of the brain.— STEEVENS. That is, be is no soldier by profession, not a knight ban- 

u Stand at your door like, a sheriff's post ,’*—. Act I. Sc. 5. Beret, dubbed on the field ot battle, but on carpet conside- 
It was the custom for that ofiicer to have large posts set ration, at a festivity, or on some peaceable occasion, when 
up at his door as an indication of his office, the original of knights receive their dignity kneeling; not in war, but on 
which was, that the king’s proclamations and other public a carpet. This is, I believe, the original of the contemn- 


entered, *A Booke called the Madde Francks of Merry- 
Mall of the Bankside, with her walkes in Men’s Apparel, 
and to what purpose. Written by John Day* Middleton 


acTs'might'be aiixed thereto'— WARB CJRTON. * tuous term, a carpet knight, who was naturaily held in 

* Did you never see the picture of we three ?*-Act II. Sc. 3. scorn by the men of war.-J OHNSON 
An allusion to an old print frequently pasted on country “ Are empty trunks , o*erflourishedpy the devil." 

ale-house walls, representing two, but under which the Act III. Sc. 4. 

spectator reads. We three are asses.— MALONE. In the time of Shakspeare, trwiks, which are now depo- 

« Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, there shall sited in lumber-rooms, were part of the furniture in apart - 
be Uo more cakes and ale ?*— Act II. Sc. 3. meuts where company was received. They were richly or- 

It was the custom on saint’s days and holidays, to make lamented on the top and sides with scroll work and amble- 
cafces in honour of the day. The Puritans thought this a ma.tical devices, and were elevated .on feet.— STEEVENS. 
so perstition, and Maria says, that “Malvolio is sometimes a Why should I not , had I the heart to do it, 


“ Are empty trunks, o'erfiourished oy the devil." 

Act III. Sc. 4. 

In the time of Shakspeare, trunks, which are now depo- 
sited in lumber-rooms, were part of the furniture in apart - 
meuts where company was received. They were richly or- 
namented on the top and sides with scroll work and ambla- 


kind of Puritan.*— LETH ERL AND. 

K Rub your chain with crums .”— Act II. Sc. 3. 

Stewards in great families were formerly distinguished by 
wearing a gold chain. The usual mode of cleaning this or- 
nament was by rubbing it with bread crumbs. See Web- 


Like. to the Egyptian thief at point of death. 

Kill what Hove .**- Act V. Sc.l. 

This Egyptian thief was Thyamis, who was a native of 
Memphis, and at the head of a baud of robbers. Tlieagenes 
andChariclea falling into their hands, Tbyamis fell despe- 


steT’s 1 Dnri ess of Ma If? Tfl* * Yea a id te chip pings f lately in love with the lady, and woifid have married her. 


the buttery fly after him, to scouer his gold chain.”— STEE- 
VENS. 

« Having come from a day bedfi—Actll. Sc, 5. 

It was usual in Shakspeare’s time, for the rich to have 
day-beds or couches. Spenser, in his Fairy Queen, has 
trapped a stroke of satire on this lazy fashion : 

“So was that chamber clad in goodly wize 
And round about it many beds were dighU 

As wh\lome. was the antique worldes guize. 

Some for untimely ease, some for delight,” 

STEEVENS, 

< Wind up my watch.*— Act II. Sc. 5. 

Pocket watches were first brought from Germany about 
the year 1580, so that in Shakspeare’s time they were very 
uncommon. When Guy Faux was taken, it was urged as 
a circumstance of suspicion, that a watch was found upon 
him.-J OHNSON. 

u Yellow stockings .”— Act II. Sc. 5. 

Before the civil war s: yellow stockings were much worn. 
We quote two passages to prove this * 

* since, she cannot 

Wear her awn linen yellow, yet she shows 


Thyamis’s forty, he was in such fears for his mistress, that 
he had her shut in a cave with his treasures. It was cuo- 
tomary with those barbarians, “when they despaired of 
their own safety, first to make away with those whom the* 
held dear,” and desired for companions in the next life . 
Thyamis, therefore, benetted round with his enemies, 
raging with love, jealousy, and anger, went to the cave, 
and calling aloud m the Egyptian tongue, a 3 soou as he 
heard himself answered towards the cave's mouth by a* 
Grecian, making to the person by the direction of the voice, 
he caught her by the hair with his left hand, and (supposing;' 
her to be Chariclea,) with the right hand plunged, his sword, 
into her breast. This story is taken from Heliodorus’s, 
iEthiopics, of which a translation by Thomas Underdovme 
appeared iff 1587.-THEOBALD. 

** After a passy measure, or a pavin.— Act V. Sc. 1- 
Thepavan, from pavo a peacoca, is a grave and maicstit- 
dance. The method of dancing it was by gentlemen dressed? 
with cap and sword, by those of the long robe in theit 
gowns, by princes in their mantles, and byladies in gowns* 
Witlilong trains, the mctipn whereof, in the dance, re- 
sembled that Qror*'**’* wiL^giRj. hawkins. 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


S 4 “s£SSS?tt^ 

remains in (teTowor. It cE“ of a JK “«•» of his tortures, lifted ,?£ hifhVad 8 ml “ th « 

fitt ,f * n ^> with three rollers of wood wJthSTf® of ftr ?A, ota hi* beard* This unprofitable ISrS; a ®park 
them,, idle one of these, which has iron teeth at each end’ sav ® ft* being noted, afforded matter to divers +!i e adds ) to 
A 0V 7^ (Jb >' tu '° s t°ps of iron, and wasnrobahl'v ?SS ^tstome in Germany, Switzerland j? praise the 

pat t of the machine which suspended the powers y < 3 f t ?he P la ces, toshave off, and then to burn a# otber 
re> when the unhappy suffered waf sufficiently s t?ained F ar - tS of t ,e bodies of t h ose who are con vh-fif f? from ^ 
hj the cords, &c. to begin confession.-STEEV^NS “ tonous crimes.»-REED. convicted for any no- 

-A Greatest thing about you»-Act IL Sc T. * ,f,,£}Z S hA e S? s yowny master Rash ,• he's in fnr 


nought to the brake, cal’ed p »*«»»»*»<»».»— Act IV. Sec 0 

t’s daughter that noble- Henr^thS FmSSiJl l nfr eroyke Life at,d deplorable Dealt, n# 
irt of this horrid engine still SfiFst of hfctnrt »£*^ at, , ce ’ ?? y ?’ tbat Havail ac in^°i 
isists of a strong iron frame y ms ^ rt « re s. lifted up his head and S’ a in th « 

e rollers of wood within it; j£ v fi e r f t fl SSnanoiTH T , hi f "“Profitable care^he adds? In 

e “ d ? I ™%m’e ¥£ S G%^ ^vers iopmselt 


uciui; noteu, airorded matter to +A "r Ui u to 

custome in Germany , Switzerland jf praise the 

places, to shave off, and then to burn «// ilt 7 ,tll e r S otber 
parts of the bodies oft h ose who ar? Si !zt Tf e fvom all 


“ Greatest thing about you Act II Sc I 


venteen pounds."— Act IV Sc ^ * /llU€ ^ore and $*. 




ftiS? an old Lallad; TT* M We way Ieara frc 

‘ 4u 7 i 0w > ff late, in lesser thinaes, 

To farnysheforthe theare pryde ; 

W r% ^^fiaxetioith hare also, 
l o make theare bryches wide."— DOUCE 


mtssmsm 

.... wakbdM'on: 

And his use waste put a ducat in her clash-dish." 

„ ? And tie the beard .”- Act IV. Sec. 2. 

So in the old comedy of Earn Alley, Toi l “ to die beards - 
a b « th ° »*»*»? 

1 thM - n r ‘ d ‘ J’°r «« k most in fashion." 


'gpgMimi 

?i«wI'-sPsI 

fourth time, «» 

SAem year sh whiting face, and be hang', l an her « 

Asmnrbff ‘ le i c ' r - / ' eits in a barter's shop^ E ^ L ^ Y ‘ 
As much m mock as mark*— -Aci V. Sc. 1. 


; a o ™ YV, •< "i a earner's shop. 

“ And tie the beard”- Act IV Sec 9 mark .”— Act V. Sc. 1. 

S .hitJe, a red, for that is most in fashion." tlkX^oltiTo^ °”“ Ce "f Vita sort ? ^h"# ' 

MUCH ADO AEOuTNOTHJNr' -C " autiol ' ity '~’' VARlil - 11 ^ 0 ^' 

Ct At the bird-bolt Sc I AWlIMtar, 

a and Her hair shttU be colour u <*«& 
fcce about the breadth of a selling -STEEVEwi fla£ sur ' The Practice o Idylntt the hair w Act lL ^ 3 * 

Invective: 7 - Wo P c?n ‘ u f 0 “ 

^siSg^ RSa 

‘^rSS® ,fc * lU 

#SS 15 |SlsPS^ 

a Ime, H e who beaT was suspended on those persons, who Sl^^l^erly inflicted on 


«|uchlhV P S^r7 

« Ime. He who beaf out the boimn ld w f s sus « (j ended on 
and wns nimble enough to es S ?o a f b f ra “ under it, 
garded as the hero JT&lS&St S^, was re- 

_. “ fmohing a musty room."— Set r §J^ EVE NS. 

rn. 


deted such precautions too often mou * oup ancestors ren- s ? v 'eral places ; his codpiece is fjf < ’, and , IS set up in 
directions drawn by Sir JoV^p? r f ec ® ssa ry. In a paper of bis dublet and the bellv in p™La 1 ?] narIl . e r the collar. oi. 
to Suffolk Place, befo r^El i zalip r ’ S s Ste - wa r d wlafive s l eere in Italy, the short 1 wasteTfriiJ 10 . » VU1ff ^ d “arrow 
«fteenth article ™ TiS'SSSfS 1 . s Vlslts to it in 1594. the Cher’s stall in Utrirh wS 1\™ SS 0 er « Dutch boi- 


consequence of their w. eu ’ reluf sed to plead. In 

S tef.y^ 4 Iaid o» tiie stomaclT-MLONE ° death bT 
%nr$ e Jv ap l°{ tm countries at onc^yf^iut =, » 

linft been bangeiifdnuvue'auit^artp.ll?’ 10 ^ 3 . bodie that 


^ sasSSSES safe 1 s 

, fc * Act „ ”«v*p. ?6 n r us «a*aa , 8 1 sss5f aisasos? 

vst v"* 4 . ntt SMen .„ 

'Cor^the fashion of a new double ,, I * Th, ^SSrSr:^? ««■ 

&«W^SS ppsisiplil 

thereof some Uuu, 


EXPLANATORY NOTES, 


«nees, ful 1 of cuts atid jagges, whereupon were made these 
verses (by Tho. Hoccleve) : 

K hath this lands little need? of broomes. 

To sweeps away the fdtheout of the streets ; 

Sen side sleeves of vennyless grumes 
Wile it up licke be it drie or vieete f 
* He wears a key in Ms ear, and a lock hanging by it > 
t Act. V. Sc, 1. 

In Shakspeare’s age, fashionable persons of the male 
as K wore ear-rings ; there was also a silly custom of wear- 
ing a smgle lock of hair [preposterously long, which was 


called a love-lock. Fynes Moryson, in his account of Lord 
Mont joy’s dress, says. “ That his haire was thinne on the 
lieade, wheie he wore it short, except a locks under his 
left ear, which he nourished the time of the warre, and 
being woven up, hid it in his necke under his ruffe.* 
When he was not on service, he probably wore it in a 
different fashion. The portrait of Sir Edward Sackville, 
Earl of Dorset,* painted by Vandyke, exhibits this lock, 
with a large knotted riband at the end of it ; it hangs 
under the ear on the left side, and reaches as low us 
where tin* star is now worn by the knights of the garter.— 
MALONE. 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. 


Your eyes are lodestars. — Act I. Sc. 1. (this stinckyng idol rather), which is couered all oner 

This was a compliment not unfrequent among the old with flowers and hearbes, bounde rounde ahoute with 
poets. 1 he lodestar is the leading or guiding star, that s'rynges, from the too to the bottom?, and some tymi 
is, the pole-star. The magnet is for the same reason called painted with variable" colours .* — STEEVENS. * 

1 L ccause H ieads iron > or because “ Two of the first , like coats in heraldry , 

it guides the sailor.— Johnson. Due but to one and crowned with one crestf 

u Gawds * — Act. I. Sc, I. i m gQ % 

In th§ north, a gawd is a child’s plaything, and a baby- heraldry, every branch oi a family is called a'kmmp 

house is called a gawdy -house. a ’?d none hut the first of the first house can bear the anna 

* Or to her death; according to our law*— ?w„lf araily WI % ut some distinction. Two cf the first. 

Act I Sc I therefore, means two coats of the first house, w hirfi sm 
t By a law of Solon’s, parents had an absolute power of properly t0 one.”~MASON. 
life and death over their children. , TA<? rite of May."— Act IV. Sc. 1. 

“Robin Goodfellow .” — Act II. Sc.l. ^Tlie rite of this month was once so universally observed. 

* Your grandame’s maids were wont to set a bowl fcvmnraM^ m ? r fl 

» for him, for his pains in grinding malt and mus- lowing is the title page !oa melricaf performaSbv 01 ^ 

Card, and sweeping the house at, midnight ; this white once celebrated poet, Thomas Churchyard -- by * 

bread and bread and milk was his standing fee.*—DIS- „ _ . . . „ .7“™ * 

COVERIE OF WITCHCRAFT, 1584. u Come f ring in Maye with me, 

“Puck” A of TI Se T My Maye ts fresh and greene; 

T , vd VT C ‘ C * J * A suhect's haste, an humble mind. 

In the Fairy Mythology, Puck, or Hobgoblin, was the To serue a mayden queens™ 

trusty servant of Oberon.and always employed to watch « a nf iiriwun™, , , 

or delect the intrigues of queen Mab. Mab has an amour the wanton wdttes how tl? \ he f ? r to warn . e 

with Pigwiggen : Oberon being jealous, sends Puck to s ouTders Imnrfnf P dTt r 

catch themrand one of Mab’s "nymphs opposes him by f am Griffith Anno Domini 1570 rt 7^’r % Wi h 

a spell. In Drayton’s Nymphidia, we find a close re- aam unmth > Aauo Domim lo '°- A™*#! 

nafpS ( y ^5 a ® hinery erapI0Kd by The old m JJt2Zi7 A , Ct IV - SC / 1 ! ; 

“In maiden meditation fancy free.”— Act. II. 5c. 2. 1ms this stage direction “ Mitsicke ‘tongs^Rurall Mif- 
Thus m Queen Elizabeth’s Entertainment m Suffolke sicke.”— STEEVENS. u 1 m 1 

and Norfolke, written by Churchyard, Chastity deprives « Dian’s hud o'er CnnirP* finme* tv ■» 

Cupid of his Iiow, and presents it to her majesty and t/t ll s'JTfe T , IV< Sc * : 

bycause that the mieene had chosen the best life, she /J?* Thm in c L uts l* 

gave the queene Cupid’s bow, to leanie to shoote at tlinThe uwll^ene JmirFJlEft* °« th i5 he 2* 

whome she pleased; since none could wound her high- j? l * nP CupiCs 

aesse hart, v it was meete (said Chaslitie) that she should flower is the viola tncolor , or love in 
dc with Cupid’s bowe and arrowes what she pleased.* • , . ... . . 5ih.JiVENS. 

STEEVENS. « Good strings to your beards.”— Act IV. Sc, 2. 

«*» «*amtodU,Uam«t *w#W 
There k an oCd incidence between what onr author 

gas here written for Bottom, and a real occurrence at the to give an air oi novelty to the countenances of the per- 
Scottish court, m 159k—Prmce Henry, the eldest son of formers. Thus, in Measure for Measure, (where the iuttu- 
James I., was christened m August m that year. While ra i beard is spoken of,) the Duke, intent on disfiguring the 
the kmg and queen were at dinner, a triumphant chariot, i iea d 0 f Ragozine, says, « 0, death’s a great member - 
with several allegorical personages on it, was drawne m and you may add to it Shave the head, and tie the beard." 
by * a hlack-moore. This chariot should have been drawne STEEVENS 

in by a lyon, but because his presence inight have brought « To the best bride fed will we, 

some feare to the nearest, or that the sight of the lighted Which by us shall blessed be. "-Act V. Sc. 2. 


in by a lyon, but because his presence might have brought 
some feare to the nearest, or that the sight of the lighted 
torches might have commoved his tameness, it was thought 
meete that the moore should supply that room.”— A true 


Kieei.e tnai me moore snouiu supply inai room .- — a true r ; 0 *w tW '„r rom „ n , fe r,} - T 

Account of the most triumphal and royal Accomplishment “IjSfe L(i S fhus d ’ob5erved e a t the °mnrH If £ 

of the Baptism of the most excellent right high, and enmfil 5 n in hmSRl 

mighty Prince, Henry Frederick, &c. as it was solemnized, P™cess . All ®ei 11 at 1 “J SSS 

«ha ».rw irn. 8V0. 1603.-MALONE Bg»& U.lurtS'^S'a"^ 

^ Of hind' ring knot-grass made ."- Act III. Sc. 2. cast ’about him. Then the bishoppe, with the chaplaines, 

It appears that knot grass was anciently supposed to to come in and bless the bedd ; then everie man to at-oide 

prevent the growth of any animal or cwld. Beaumont without any drinke, save the twoe estates if they liste, 

and Fletcher mention this property of it m the Knight of privilie.” A similar ceremony was performed at all mar- 


the Burning Pestle ;— u Should they put him in a straight 
pair of gaskins, ’twere "worse than knot-grass; he would 
never grow after it.”— STEEVENS. 

• Thou painted inay-pole, u ~Act HI. Sc. 2. 

So in Stubbe’s Anatomic of Abuses, 1583 But their 
chiefest iewell tliei bryng from thence is their Mai-pole, 
whiche thei bryng home with great veneration, as thus : 


riages in that age.— STEEVENS. 

[ “ Hare-lip.”— Act V. Sc. 2. 

This defect in 'children seems to have been so much 
I dreaded, that numerous were the charms applied for its 
I prevention. The following might be as efficacious as any 
of the rest : u If a woman with cbylde have her smocke 
slyt at the neather ende or skyrt thereof, &c. the same 


whiche thei bryng home with great veneration, as thus; slyt at the neather ende or skyrt thereof, &c. the same 
Thei have twentie or fourtie yoke of oxen, everie oxe cliylde that she then goeth withal!, shall be safe from 
hauying a sweete nosegaie of flowers placed on the tippes having a cloven or hare fippe" Thomas Lupton’s Fourth^ 
of his hemes; and these oxen drawe home this Male -pole 1 Book of Notable Things.— STEEVENS. 


LOYE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


“ The dancing horse Act 1. Sc. 2. 

A horse taught by or,© Rankes, to play many singular 
tricks. Sir Walter Raleigh, in his History of the World, 
•ays u If Rankes had lived in older times, he would have 
shamed all the enchanters in the world; for whosoever 
was most famous amongst them could never master or in- 
struct any beast as he did his horse.* And Sir Kenelm 
Digby observes, “ That his horse would restore a glove to 
the due owner, after the mc.sterhad whispered the man’s 
name in his ear; would Ml the just number cf pence in 
' any piece of silver coin newly showed him by his master ; 
and even ofaev presently his command, in discharging him- 
self of his excrements, whensoever he had bade him.* 
Among other exploits of this celebrated beast, it iss-aid, 
that he went up to the top of St. Paul’s. His end and his 


master’s was tragical ; Travelling in France, Bankes ex- 
cited the anger of the priests, and only escaped its effects, 
in the manner following :— u Bankes came into suspition 
of magicke, because of the strange feates which his horse 
Morocco plaied at Orleance; where lie, to redeem his 
credit, promised to manifest to the world that his kerse 
was nothing lesse than a devill. To this end, he com- 
manded bis horse to seeke out one in the preasse of the 
people who had a crucifix in his hat ; which done, he bade 
him kneele down unto it ; and not this only, but also to 
rise up againe, and kisse it. And now, gentlemen (quoth 
he), I thinke my horse hath acquitted both me and bimsejfe ; 
and so his adversaries rested satisfied; conceiving (as it 
might seeme,) that the diveil had no power to come neare 
the crosse.* In Italy, however, they were less fortunate, 
since at Rome, to the disgrace of the age, of the country 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


and of humanity, they were burnt by order of tl s Pope, 
for magicians. • 

Jf The hobby-horse is forgot.*— Act III. Sc. 1. 

tn the" celebration of May-day, besides the sports now 
used of hanging a pole with garlands, and dancing round 
it, formerly a boy was dressed up, representing Maid 
Marian; another like a friar; and another rode on a 
hobby horse, with bells jingling and painted streamers. 
Att« the Reformation took place, and precisians multi- 
plied, these latter rites were looked upon to savour of 
paganism, and Main Marian, the friar, and the goer hobby- i 
horse, were turned out of the games. — THEOBALD. j 
* A wow an that is like a German clock.*— Act III. Sc. 1. 
In a book called tfcs Artificial Clockmaker, 1714, we find , 
following remarks; K Clock making was supposed to 
have had its beginning in Germany within less than these 
two hundred years. It is very probable that our balance i 
docks or watches, and some other automata, might have 
t-jtd their beginning there.” Little worth remark is to be 
faind till towards the 1.6th century, and then clock-work 
«was revived or wholly invented anew in Germany, as is 
generally thought, because the ancient pieces are of Ger- 
man work. The mechanism of these clocks was extremely 
complicated, and consequently they frequently wanted re- 
pairing.— STEEVENS. 

« where is the bush 

That Me must stand and play the murderer m?” 

Act IV. Sc. I. 

How familiar the amusement of deer-shooting once was 
to ladies of quality, may be known from a letter addressed 
by Lord Wharton to the earl of Shrewsbury, dated from 
Alnewick, Aug. 14, 1555. « I besiehe yor lordeshipp to 

tayke some sporte of my litell groutide there, andio com- 
mand the same even as yor lordshippes owne. My lady 
may shote with her cross bow," 8x.— STEEVENS. 

“ Ifere, good my glass.”"- Act.. IV. Sc. 1. 

To understand how the princess has her glass so ready at 
hand in a common conversation, it must be remembered, 
that in those days it was the fashion among the French 
ladies to wear a looking glass, as Bay le coarsely represents 
it, on their bellies ; that is, to have a small mirror set in 
gold hanging at their girdle, by which they occasionally 
viewed their faces, or adjusted tlieir hair.— JOHNSON. 

* But, sir, I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head, 

'twas a pricket”— Act IV. Sc. 2. 

la the Return from Parnassus, 1606, we find the* follow- 
ing account of the different appellations of deer, at their 
different ages “ I caused the keeper to sever the rascal 
deer from the bucks of the first head. Now, sir, a buck 
is, the first year, a fawn ; the second year, a pricket; 
the third year, a sorrell; {he fourth year, a soar; the 
fifth year, a, buck of the first head; the sixth year , a 
compleate buck. Likewise your hart is, the first year, a 
calf: the second year, a brochet; the third year , a 
made; the fourth year, a stag; the sixth year, a hart. 
A roebuck is, the first year, a kid ; the second year, a 
yird; the third year, a hemuse ; and these are your 
special beasts for the chase.”— STEEVENS. 

He comes in like a perjure,”— Act TV. Sc. 3. 

Perjury was punished by affixing a paper to the breast, 
expressing the crime. Hcdinshed says of Wolscy, “ he so 
punished a perjurie with open punishment, and open 
paper wearing, that in his time it was less used.” Again, 
m Leicester^ Commonwealth ; “ The gentlemen were all 
taken and cast into prison, and afterwards were sent down 
to Ludlow, there to wear papers of perjury .” 

STEEVENS. 


K Like Muscovites, or Russians , as I guess. 11 

Act V. Sc. a 

A Mask of Muscovites was no uncommon recreation at 
court, long before Shakspeare’s time. In the first year 
of king Henry ViSI. at a banquet made for the foreign 
ambassadors in the parliament chamber at Westminster 
« came the lorde Henry, earle of Wiltshire, and the lorde 
Fitzwafer, in twoo long gounes of yellow satin traversed 
with white satin, and in every ben of white was abend 
of crimson satin, after the fashion of Russia or Ruslande, 
with furred liattes of grey on 'their bodes, either of them 
havyng an hatchet in their handes, and bnotes with pyke* 
turned up.* Hall’s Henry VIII.— RITSON 

* Metier wits have worn plain statute ceps. 9 

Act V. Sc. 3. 

Woollen caps were enjoined by act of parliament, in 
the year 1571, the 15th of queen Elizabeth. “ Besides the 
bills passed into acts this parliament, there was one which 
I judge not amiss to he taken notice of; it concerned 
the queen’s care for employment for her poor worts o i 
subjects. It was for continuance of making and wearing 
woollen caps, inbehalfe of the trade of cappers ; provid- 
ing that all above the age of six yeares, (except the 
nobility and some others,/ should, on sabbath days and 
holy-days , wear caps of wool, knit, thicked, and drest 
in England, upon penalty of ten groats.”— STRYFE'S 
ANNALS OF ELIZABETH. 

u Lord have mercy on us.” — Act V. Sc. 2. 

This was the inscription put on the doors of houses 
infected with the plague. So in Sir Thomas Overbury’s 
Characters, 1632 :—Lord have mercy on its may well stand 
over their doors, for debt is a most dangerous city pesti- 
lence. -JOHN SON. 

« And if these four toorthies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the other five.” 

Act V. Sc. 2. 

Shakspeare here alludes to the shifts to which the actors 
were reduced in the old theatres, one person often per- 
forming two or three parts.— MALONE. 

K Some Dick. — Act V. Sc. 2. 

Out-roaring Hick was a celebrated singer , who with 
William Wimbars, is said by Henry Cliettle, in his Kind 
Harts Dreame, to have got twenty shillings a day by 
singing at Braintree fhir, in Essex.— MALONE. 

* Pageant of the nine worthies,”— Act V. Sc. 2. 

Among the Harleian MSS. we find the following : “ The 

order of a Showe Intended to be made Aug. 1, 152]. 
First, Two woodmen, See. St. George fighting with the 
Dragon. The nine Worthies in complete armor with 
crounes of gould on their heads, every one having Ms 
esquires to beare before him his shield and penon of 
armes, dressed according as these lords were accustomed 
to be. 3 Assaralits. 3 Infidels. 3 Christians. After them, 
a Fame, to declare the rare virtues and noble deedes of 
the 9 worthye women.— STEEVENS. 

“ It was enjoined in Rome for want of linen” 

Act V. Sc. 2. 

A Spaniard fell in a duel. As he lay expiring, a friend 
approached, and offered his services. The dying man made 
but one request, which was, not to suffer his body to be 
stript, but to bury him in the habit, he had on. The friend 
promised compliance, the Spaniard expired in peace ; but 
curiosity prevailed over good faith ; the body was stript, 
and found to be without a shirt WARBURTON. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


u He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate erf' usance here with us in Venice,” 

.. Act I. Sc. 3. 

* It is almost inercdyble what gain© the Venetians re- 
ceive by the usury of the Jewes, both privately and in 
common. For in everie citie the Jewes kepe open shops 
of usurie, faking gaiges of ordinarie for xv in the hun- 
dred by the yere ; and if at the yere’s end the gaige be 
not redeemed, it is forfeite, or at the least dooen away 
to a great disadvantage, by reason whereof the Jewes are 
out of measure weakhie in those parts.” 

THOMAS’S HISTORY OF ITALY, 1501. 
K But let vs make incision for your love, 

2o prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine.” 

• Act II. Sc. 1. 

Rtd blood has .Jicen considered a proof of courage. 
Bartholomew Glanville says, “ Reed clothes ben layd upon 
dead men, in remembrance of their hardy ness and -bold-, 
ness, wbyle they were in theyr bloudde.” On which, his 
commentator, Batman, remarks It appeareth in the 
time of the Saxons, that the manner over- their dead was 
a red death, as we now use- blacke. The red of valianncie, 
and that was over kings, lords, knights and valyant soui- 
diours.” — DOUCE. 

» Nay more; while grace is saying, nood mine eyes, 

Tfws with my hat, and sigh, and say. Amen* 

Act U, Sc. 2. 

It should be remembered, that in Shakspeare’s time, they 
wore their hats on during the time of dinner.— MALONE. 
“ My nose fell a bleeding on Black-Monday last” 

Act II. Sc. 5. 

* Rlack Monday is Raster Monday , and was so called 
•u this occasion. In the 34th of Edward III. (i366/ the 


14th of April, and the morrow after Faster day, king Ed- 
ward, with his host, lay before the city of Paris ; which 
day was full dark of mist and hail, and so bitter cold, 
that many men died on their horses’ backs with the cold 
Wherefore, unto this day, it hath been called the Blacke 
Mouday.”— STOWE. 

K It was my turquoise.”— Act III. Sc.l. 

A turquoise, is a precious stone found in the veins of the 
mountains on the confines of Persia To the east, subject 
to the Tartars. It was said of this stone, that it faded 
or brightened in its colour, as the health of the Wearer 
increased or grew less. So Edward Fenton, in his Secret 
Wonders of Nature, 1569, says, “ The Turkeys doth move 
when there is any perill prepared to him that weareth it.” 

STEEVENS, 

* Snaky golden locks.”— Act III. Sc. 2. 

Periwigs were universally worn in Shakspeare’s age. 
rins will behest shewn by an extract from an old pam- 
plilet, entitled The Honestie of this Age, by Barn ah* 
Kiche ; 1615.— “ My lady boldeth on her way, perhaps to 
the tire-maker’s shop, where she sliaketh her crowncs to 
bestow upon some new fashioned attire, upon such arti- 
ficial deformed periwigs, that they were fitter to furnish 
a theatre, or tor her that in a stage play should repre- 
sent some hag of hell, than to be used by a Christian 
woman. These attire makers, within them fortie yeares, 
were not lcnowneby that name ; and but now very lately 
they kept their lowsie commodity of periwigs, and their 
monstrous attires-, closed in boxes ; and those women 
that used to weare them would not buy them but in secret. 
But, now they are not ashamed to set them forth upon 
1 their stalls, such monstrous mop powles of haire, so pre- 
1 portioned and deformed, that but within tb*«e twentj 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


tVirt* yeares would have drawne the passers-by to romastix, we have the following allusion to this custom / 
*taiid and gaze, and to wonder at them,— MALONE, — 1 “ You shall swear by Phoebus, who is your poet’s good 

u Like cutler's poetry . *— Act V. Sc. 1. lord and master, that hereafter you will not hire Horace 

Ktiives were formerly inscribed, by means of acqua to give you poesies for rings, or handkerchiefs, or knives, 
fortis, with short sentences in rhyme. In Decker’s Sati- which you understand not.”— HEED 

AS YOU LIKE IT. 


« In the forest Arden.”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

Arden ne is a forest of considerable extent in French 
Flanders, lying near the Meuse, and between Charlemont 
and Kocroy. -MALONE. 

« js h^t a quintain, a mere lifeless block ”— Act I. Sc. 2. 
The auintain was a stake driven into a field, upon which 
were hung a shield and other trophies of war, at which 
they shot, darted, or rode, with a lance. When the tro- 
. nines aini shield were all thrown down, the quintain re- 
mained.— GUTHRIE. 

“ Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ”-- Act II. Sc. 1. 


u But / answer you right painted cloth ."—Act III. Sc. 2 . 
This alludes to the fashion in old tapestry hangings, ol 
mottos and moral sentences from the mouffps of the figures 
worked or painted in them.— THEOBALD. 
a Then your hose should be ungarter'd .” — Act III. Sc. 2. 
Inattention to personal apnearances was one of the 
established symptoms of being in love. So in the Fair 
Maid of the Exchange by Hey wood, l§3Sf 1 “ Shall I. that 

have jested at love’s sighs, now raise whirlwinds ? Shall I, 

I that nave flouted ah me's once a quarter, now practice ah 
me's every minute? Shall I dejy< hatbands, and tread 
garters and shoe strings under my feet ? Shall I fall to 


« There is found in the heades of old And great toades , I falling bands, and be a ruffian no longer? I must: I am 


a stone, which they call borax or stelou ; it is most com- 
monly found In the head of a kee toade, of power to re- 
pulse poysons, and that it is a most soveraigne medicine 
For the stone.'"'— WONDERS OF NATURE, 1569. 

“ You shall know whether the tode stone be the right 
and perfect stone or not. Hold the stone before a toad, 
so that be may see it ; and if it be a ryght and true stone, 
the tode will leape towarde it, and make as though he 
would snatch it. He envieth so much that man should 
have that stone.*- LUPTON’S NOTABLE THINGS. 

“ To the which place a poor seqteestered stag 
Did come to languish — — — 

— — and tke. big round tears. 

Cours'd one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase ."— Act II, Sc. 1. 

The stag is said to possess a very large secretion of tears. 

* When the hart m arered, he Seethe to a river or ponde, 
and roreth, cryeth, and weeprth when he is taken.”— 

* When the hart is sick, and hath eaten many serpents for 
his recoverie, he is brought into so great a heat that he 
hasteth to the water, and there covereth his body unto 
the very eares and eyes, at which time distilleth many 
Imres, from which the bezoar atone is engendered.”— 

BATEMAN, and DOUCE. 

* I was never so be-rhymed since Pythagoras' time, that 

I was an Irish rat ."— -Act III. Sc. 2. 

Rosalind is a very learned lady. She alludes to the 
Pythagorean doctrine, which teaches that souls transmi- 

f rate from one animal to another, and relates that in his 
:®e she was an Irish rat, and, by some metrical charm, 
was rhymed to death. The power of killing rats with 
rhymes, Donne mentions in bis Satires, and Temple in 
his Treatises. Dr. Grey produces a like passage from Ran- 
dolph 

* .....my poets ’ 

Shall vrith a satire, steeped in gall and vinegar. 
Rhyme them to death as they do rats in Ireland," 

JOHNSON. 

* Garagantua's mouth."— Act III. Sc. 2. 
tearagantua is the giant of Rabelais.— I OHNSON. 


now Cupid’s liegeman, and have read all these informations 
m the book of his statutes.”— MALONE. 

** Something browner than Judas's.'*— Act III. Sc, 4. 

Judas was constantly represented in old paintings or 
tapestry, with red hair and beard. So in ilie Insatiate 
Countess, 1613 I ever thought by his red beard he 
would prove a Judas."— STEEvENS. 

“ The common executioner 

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck." 

Act III. Sc. 5. 

There is reason to believe, that during Elizabeth’s reign 
the punishment of decapitation was occasionally inflicted 
by an instrument resembling the French guillotine. The 
Earl of Morton, when condemned as an accomplice in the 
murder of Darnley, seems to have suffered in this way. 
The criminal’s head and neck being (laid cn a block, the 
axe, which was suspended over him, was released from the 
cord which confined it, by the executioner, and fell with 
sufficient force to separate the head from the body. 

“ I will weep for nothing, like Diana In the fountain.** 

Act IV. Sc. I. 

An allusion to the Cross in Cheapside ; the religious 
images, with which it was ornamented, beiug defaced, (as 
we learn from Stow) in 1596 “ There was then set up a 
curious wrought tabernacle of gray marble, and in ihs» 
same an alabaster image of Diana, and water conveyed 
from the Thames, prilling from her naked breast.” 

STEEVENS. 

** Good wine needs no bush"— Act V. Sc. 4. 

It appears formerly to have been the custom to bang b 
tuft of ivy at the door of a vintner: ivy was rather use® 
than any other plant, because it had relation to Bacchus, 
The subjoined passages prove the custom. 

“ 'Tis like the ivy busk unto a tavern" 

, Rival Friends 1632, 

Green ivy-bushes at the vintners' doores" 

Simmer's Last. Will and Testament. 1660, 
STEEVENS. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


1 


f * Tib's rush for To?n's forefinger" — ActTI. Sc. 2. 

In France, there was formerly a custom of. placing a rush 
ring on the lady’s finger, when a marriage was finally 
agreed upon. But in England, rush rings were employed 
: to abuse the simplicity of young girls, by deluding them 
into a state of concubinage with a pretended marriage. 
Richard Poore, Bishop of Salisbury, in bis Constitutions, 
1217, forbids the putting of rush rings, or any of the like 
matters, on women’s fingers, in order to the debauching 
them more readily, and he insinuates, as a reason for the 
prohibition, that there were some people weak enough 
to believe, that what was thus done in jest, was a real mar- 
riage. 

' **. Like htm that leaped into the custard .— Act II. Sc, 5. 
It was a foolery practised at city entertainments, whilst 
the jester or zany was in vogue, for him to jump into a 
large deep custar$, prepared for the purpo se, ^ 

“ Palmers"— Act III. Sc. 5. 

Pilgrims that visited holy places, so called from a staff, 
®r bough of palm , they were wont to carry, especially such 
as bad visited Jerusalem. “ A pilgrim and a palmer dif- 
fered thus : a pilgrim had some dwelling, the palmer, none ^ 
the pilgrim travelled to some certain place, the palmer 
to all, not one in particular: the pilgrim might bear his 
&wa charges, th t palmer must profess wilful poverty? the 
tdfgrim might relinquish bis vocation, the palmer must 
constant till he won the palm, that is, victory over his 
ghostly enemies, and life 

BLOUNT’S GEOGRAPHY. 

* John Drum's entertainment.”— Act III. Sc. 6. 

Hoi, i) shed, in his History of Ireland, speaking of Patrick 
Sarselicid. a tn'tyar of Dublin, and of his extravagant hos- 
pitality, says, that w no guest had ever a cold or forbidding 
ooke troth any part nt his family : so that his porter, or 
miff other officer, durst not. for both his eares, give the 
Kipthfesi mar that resorted to his house, Tom Drum his 
entertaym hi.'nt, which is to hate a man in by the heade, 
and thrust M m out by both the shoulders.” — THEOBALD, 


** The sheriff's fool ."— Act IV Sc. 3. 

We are not to suppose that this was a fool, kept by the 
sheriff for his diversion. The custody of all idiots pos- 
sessed of laud, belonged to the king, who was entitled to 
their income, but was obliged to provide them necessaries. 
When the property was large, this prerogative was ge- 
nerally given to some favourite, or other person, who made 
suit for and had interest enough to obtain it, which was 
called begging afoot. But where the land was of small 
value, the natural was supported out of the profits, by the 
sheriff, who accounted for them to the crown — As for those 
unhappy creatures, who had neither possessions nor rela- 
tions, they seem to have been considered as a species ol 


‘'Villainous saffron ." — Act IV. Sc. 5. 

This alludes to a fantastic fashion, of using yellow stanA 
for bands and ruffs. Yellow starch was invented by one 
Tunier, a tire-woman, a court bawd, and in all respects ol 
so infamous a character, that her invention deserve he 
name of “ villainous saffron," This woman was after- 
wards among the miscreants concerned in the murder of 
Sir Thomas Overbury, for which she was hanged at Tybum- 
and would die in a yellow ruff oflier own invention ; which 
made yellow starch so odious, that it immediately went out 
of fashion.” Starch was used of various colours, and is 
declaimed against most bitterly by Stubbes in his An&iomie 
ol Abuses. . 

_ , * Flutus himself, 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine" 

Act V. Sc. 3. 

I n reign of Henry TV. a law was made to forbid 
thenceforth to multiplyzo\d, or use any craft of multipli- 
cation,^! which law, Boyle, when he was warm with the 
hope of transmutation, procured a repeal.— JOHNSON. 

* Exorcist '—Act V. Sc . 3. 

By an exorcist we now mean one who can lay spirits. 




' 1 ■ft'O ' ; 


m EXPLANATORY NOTES. 

but in Sh&ksnenre’s age, exorcist implied a person who and the devill or familiar, to have his or her turne serve#, 
aould raise spirits. The difference between a conjuror, a in lieu or stead of blood or other gift unto him ; especially 
witch, and an inchanter, is as follows “ The conjuror of his or her soule. And both these differ from inchanters 
seemeth bv praiers and invocations of God’s powerful or sorcerers , because the former two have personal con- 
names. to compell the devill to say or doe what he com- ference with the devill, and the other meddles nut with 
mandeth him. The witch dealeth rather by a friendlie and medicines and ceremonial forme* s of words cal ed c / iam «, 
voluntary conference or agreement between bim or her without apparition. — MINSHEL S DIC1. 1617, 

TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

" Take them to the butte*. '-Induction. 1 at the magnificent marriage of Queen Mary and Philip, 

** n 1 *,* rmfp<t^nn were then mere nlavers not in Winchester Cathedral, 1554. “The trumpets sounded, 

were td into t£ latent by ^ A®. 


« v a * g t 0 the butte *. '-Induction. at the magnificent marriage of Queen Mary and Philip, 

** Ft**,-. the rmfp<t^nn were then mere nlavers not in Winchester Cathedral, 1554. “The trumpets sounded, 

i 0 P ( - 0 fui h 3 f . S f he v we«» led into the buttery by and they both returned to their traverses in the qun e, and 

SS SSS!i ifth^Wd'stahle or the ladv’s there remayned untill masse was done, at which tyme, 
toflett^—lioWE ^ 6 ^ at the l0 d 8 table ’ 01 b y wyne^ and lopes were hallowed and delyvered to them 

° tkefat of W{ Yui£tion. ^AnMM.^hehuptour of forty fancies priori in’, 

Wilnecotte is a village in Warwickshire, near Stratford, /or a feather."— Act III. Sc. 2. 

with which Shakspeare was well acquainted. The house Fancy appears to have been some ornament worn for- 
kent by our genial hostess still remains, but is at present a merly m the hat. So, Peacliam, m his Worth of a Penny, 
mill — WARTON describing “an indigent and discontented soldat,” says, “ he 

„ V r VTormtiuRi 1 mu> Act I Sc 2 walks with his arms folded, his belt without a sword or 

‘ Beshe as foul as was Florentine love. Act i. »c. a rap5er) t w perhaps being somewhere in trouble; a hat 

A. Florentine young gentleman vvassodeceived bythe witIl0U t a band, hanging over his eyes, only it bears a 

lustre and onentness of her jewels, »■ weatherbeaten fancy for fashion sake.’’— MALONE, 

scarfes, laces, gold, spangles, and other devices, that he . » », , . „ r , 

was ravished overnight, and was mad till the marriage was Their blue coats brush d. —Act rV. Sc. I. 

solemnized. But next morning by light viewing her before Blue was commonly worn by servants at the time. So;- 
she was gorgeously trimmed up, she was such a leane, in Decker’s Bellman : “ The other act then parts in blew 

yellow, riveled, deformed creature, that he never lay with coates, as they were their serving men , though indeed they 

her, nor lived with her afterwards ; and would not say that be all fellows ; ” and in The Curtain Drawer of the World : 

he had married himself to a stinking house of office, painted “ Not a serving man dare appeare in a blew coat , not 

over, and set out with fine garments ; and sq for grief con- because it is the livery of chanty, but lest he should be 

sumed away in melancholy, and at last poysoned himself.” thought a retainer to their enemy.”— REED. 

Gomesius lib . III. de Sat. Gen. cap. 22. — FARMER. j>/ ie carpet's laid ." — Act IV. Sc. I. 

“ And for your love to her, lead apes in hell." j n our au ihor’s time, it was customary to cover tables 

Act II. Sc. I . with carpets. Floors were commonly strewed with rushes. 
To lead Apes, was anciently, as at present, one of the MALtME. 

bearward’s employments, who often carries one of those »* the mustard is too hot, a little ." 

animals about with his bear; but it does not appear how .Act iv. Sc. 3. 

this phrase came to he applied to o \ d maids., TOere is a TMs ig a?reea ble to the doctrine of the times. In The 
wmilar passage in Much Ado about Nothing, ^erefore, Glass 0 f Humours, it is said; “But note here, that the 

(says Beatrice) m?F St ° f ta6 first diet is not only in avoiding superfluity of meat, and 

bearward, and lead his apes in hell. MALONE. surfeits nf drinks, hut also in eschewing such as are moat 


this phrase came to be. appli 
similar passage in Much Ado 


bearward , and lead bis apes m hell.”— majlu jn e. ] 

“ This small packet of Greek and Latin books" 

Act II. Sc. 1. | 

A strange present from a lover! It might be thought so 
now, but in Elizabeth’s time the young ladies of quality 
were usually instructed in the learned languages, if any 
attention was paid to their minds at all. Lady Jane Grey 
and her sisters, Queen Elizabeth, &c. are trite instances. 

PERCY. 1 

“ Counterpoints."— Act II. Sc.l. 


surfeits of drinks, but also in eschewing such as are most 
obnoxious, and least agreeable with our happy temperate 
state; as for a cholerick man to abstain from all salt, 
scorched, dry meats, from mustard, and such like thing! 
as will aggravate his malignant humours.”— REED. 

“ Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments." 

Act IV. Sc. & 

Formerly women's gowns were matte by men. So in The 
Epistle to the Ladies, prefixed to Euphues and his England 
by John Lyly, 1580; “ If a tailor make your gown too 


in ancient times extremely costly. In Wat Tyler’s rebel &reat ^ith a number of pleights : if too short, with a fair 
lion, Stowe informs us, when the insurgents broke into guar(i . if too long, with a false gathering. ’’-MALONE. 

“ Custanl-ccMny - Act IV. Sc.3. 

« Pewter."— Act II. Sc 1 A coffin was the ancient culinary term for the raised cma$ 

We may suppose that pewter was, even in the reign of of a pie ur custard. .—ST EEVENS. 

Elizabeth, too costly to be used in common. It appears Cense*. Act IV. Sc.3. 

from the regulations and establishment of the household We learn from an old print, that these censers reseashlej 
of Henry Algernon Percy, the fifth Earl of Northumber- in shape our modern brasieres. They had pierced convex 
land ; that vessels of pewter were hired bv the vear. This covers, and stood on feet. They not only served to sweeten 
household book was begun in the year 1512.— STE EVENS, a barber’s shop, hut to keep his water warm, and dry Mi 
“ Quaffed off the muscadel."—Act III. Sc. 2. clothes on.-STEEVENS. 

The fashion of introducing a howl of wine at church at ** banquet ."— Act V. Sc. 2 

a wedding, to be drunk by the bride and bridegroom and A banquet, or an afterpast , was a slight refection, like 
persons present, was very anciently a constant ceremony ; our modern desert, consisting of cakes, sweetmeats, ani 

nor was it abolished in the poet’s time. We find it practised . fruit.— STEEVENS. 


WINTER’S TALE. 


“ Happy man be Ms dole.'' 


The alms immemorially given to the poor by the arch- 
bishops of Canterbury, is still called the dole.— NICHOLS. 

“ Lower messes."— Act I. Sc. 2. 

Formerly, at the tables of the great, a large salt cellar 
was placed in the middle, the noble guests sat above it; 
the retainers and persons of low rank, below it. At the 
upper end of the board, the viands were delicate and costly ; 
«t the lower, plain and substantial. Wine was drank above 
the salt ; beer only, below it An allusion is made to this 
custom in The Honest Whore, by Decker, 16W. “ Plague 
Bim, set him beneath the salt, and let him not touch a bit 
till every one has had his full cut. • : 

“ Still virgin ailing— Act I. Sc. 2. 

A virginal is a very small kind of spinet. Queen Eliz- 
abeth's virginal book is still in being, and many of the 
lessons i® it have proved so difficult, as to bathe our most 
tspert players on tie harpsichord.— STEEVENS. 
t * Like his medal."— Act I. Sc. 2. 

It should he remembered, that it was customary for gen- 
tlemen, in our author’s age, to wear jewels appended to a 
ribbon round the neck. So in Honour in Perfection, or 
a Treatise in Commendation Of Henrie, Earl of Oxenforde, 
Henrie, Earl of Southampton, &c. by Gervais Nashham, 
1624; * He hath hung about the neck of bis noble kins- 
man, Sir Horace Vere, like a rich jewel" The knights 
of the garter wore the George, in this manner till the 
Upo of Charles I.— MALONE. 

— t There maybe in the cup, * 

A spider steep’d, and one may drink.”— Act II. Sc. I 
.That spiders were thought venomous appears by the 


■ evidence of a person who was examined in Sir Thom&i 
Overbury’s affair. “ The Countesse wished me to get the 
strongest pay son I could ; accordingly, I bought seven great 
spiders, and cantharides.”-HENDERSON; 

“ A boy, or a child "— Act III. Sc 3. 

' In some of our inland counties, a female infant, in 
contradistinction to a male one, is still termed among the 
peasantry, a child —STEEVENS. S , 

“ With troI-my-dames."—A$t TV. Sc. 2. 
j In Dr. Jones’s old treatise on Buckstone Bathes, he says, 
the ladyes, gentle-women, wyves, maydes, if the weather 
be not agreeable, may have in the endeofabenche, eleven 
i holes made, intoo the which to troule pummits, either wy* 
f olent or softe, after their own discretion; the pastime 
troule in madameis termed.”— FARMER. 

“ Fadings "—Act IV. Sc. 3. 

, A rural Irish dance. This dance is still practised cm're- 
I joicing occasions in many parts of Ireland. A king and 
queen are chosen from amongst the young persons who 
dance best ; the queen carries a garland, composed of two 
hoops placed at right angles, mid fastened to a handle ; 
the hoops are covered with flowers and ribbons. Freauent- 
ly, in the course of the dance, the king and queen lift up 
their jomedhandsas high as they can, she still holding the 
garland m the other. The most remote couple from the 
king and queen first pass under : all the rest of the line. 
Jinked together, follow in succession ; when the last has 
passed, the king and queen suddenly face about and front 
their companions; this is often repeated in the course of 
the dance, and the various undulations are pretty enough. 
resemblm ? the movements of a serpent. The dancers, on 
the first ot May, visit such newly married pairs of a certain 


H 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


P n ^,’ y " in «- e ? ntil aT)0ule the fourteenth or fifteenth of the Queene Elizal 

bourhood, . who commOTh ' bestow pn them a stnfted. hall, beth, the Right Honourable Edward Fere, Earl of Os- 
richly decked with „o Id and silvei lace, and accompanied furde, came from Italy, and brought with him gloves* 
Y ‘ d P T hi ^ n i Jin I n m-ir t ; r ^ a ltw e,n tf lv v es e r tlie sweetbagges, a perfumed leather jerkin, and other plea- 
dance. 1 his dance is prat ti»Ou when the bonfires are sant things,; and that the Queene had a vavre of perfumed 

Trtttrl1 ° f summer ' “ a <>&'* tnWdW 

populai Irish song, beginning . silke. I he Queene to oke such pleasure in those gloves, 


“ We lead on Summer— see ! she follows in our train tn^t she was pictured with those gloves upon her hands : 

ROSWELL, and for many years after it was called the Erie of Oxfordes 
w ■ perfume .” — wAllTON. 

L “f n as f““ “ rfTO f IV. Sc. 3. .. Here's another ballad ; Of a fish ."- Act XV. Sc. 3. 

v Whoever we, hanged or burnt, a merry or lamentable 
«ffict r!i,tSe?« Wiethe* were !‘- allsd W S* immediately entered on the boSks ot the Sta- 

best mannlacture undamaged. “ Points more Warn all the strange remirte of a mmS’A ffl'mnem? in IW 
IS'with ..ISM Aoman^STK^M^ S the 

cording to Maloue, is a narrow worsten ferret. “Inkle:” '* «< aji a „ , 

Inkle, as we learn from the same authority, is a kind of , r . ■ men 0 f< tair - —Act IV. Sc. 3. 

tape. *• fofcing sticks of steel Stowe hiforms us, that I **en hutr, are hairy men, or satyrs, A uance of 


laces with metal tags to them. “ Caddices : ” Caddis, ac- see-' wumaU) ironi ner wmsie u l wara ’ seene lue 
eording to Maloue, is a narrow worsten ferret. “Inkle:” '* «< a 77 Cl> , 

Inkle, as we learn from the same authority, is a kind of , r . men °fhair. — Act IV. Sc. 3. 

tape. *• looking sticks of steel Stowe hiforms us, that Men hear, are hairy men, or satyrs. A dance of 
“ about the sixteenths yeare of the Queen Elizabeth, be- satyrs was no unusual entertainment jn the middle ages, 
ran the making of steel poking sticks, and until that time a great festival celebrated in France, the king arid 
nil laundresses used setting sticks made of wood or bone.” f °™ e , of the nobles personated satyrs dressedin close habits, 


These poking sticks were headed in the fire, and made use tu .yf d or shagged 
of to adjust the plaits of rufifs. “ Pomander:” a Pomander dance ; and i 
was a little ball made ofperfumes, and worn in the pocket, them went too ne; 
or about the neck, to prevent infection when the plague H ie ,*l a j n ?, ran , ins 
was prevalent. itself to the dress 

"A pair meet glow "-Act XV Sc. 3. rtle^throwoff’ 

Stowes’ continuator, Edmund Ho wes, informs us, that King had set hinv 
tftft English could not 44 make any costly washe or perfume, who threw her ro 

COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

" Carkanet."— Act III. Sc. 1. * temporary paint 

A carkanet seems to have been a necklace set with stones, God dyd fyrst cr 
or strung with pearls. Thus, in Partheneia Sacra, 1633; selfe and his wyt 
*' Seeke not Vermillion or ceruse in the tace, bracelets of a patron to al his 
oriental pearls on the wrists, ruble carkanet s on the neck, gil, translated by 
and a most exquisite fan of feathers in the hand.” « ^ 0J{ 

STEEVENS. t» . . , 

“ An everlasting garment."- Act IV. Sc. 2. word* was ’toque 

The sergeants or sheriffs’ officers, in Shakspeare’s time, j n The Curse 4 of 
were clad in buff. Buff is also a cant expression for a man’s 1(533 ; “ The Egy 

*kiu, a covering which lasts him as long as his life. though it were a 

MASON, peevish superstii 
K One that before the judgment carries poor souls to hell.” « man wi}h & 

Act PV . Sc. 2 . 

Before judgment ; that is, on what is called mesne pro - 
teas ; whin a man is arrested after judgment, he is said SSfto/ 
to be taken in execution. Hell wan the cant name for an Jr 
obscure dungeon in any of our prisons — MALONE. tK Choice of Cl 

Vf hat, have you got the picture of old Adam new appa- which provoke 0 
veil'd?”— Act IV. Sc. 3. are shaven and n 

eems to be an allusion to some well known con- and \I ALONE. 


*** « icsuvrn v-cxcoiiutju iu jpnwuc* iuc jtwuxg etui* 

some of the nobles personated satyrs dressedin close habits, 
tufted or shagged all over, to imitate hair. They began a 
wild dance ; and in the tumult of their merriment, one of 
them went too near a candle and set fire to his satyr’s garb, 
the flame ran instantly over the loose tufts, and spread 
itself to the dress of those who were next to him ; a great 
number of the dancers were cruelly scorched, being neither 
able to throw off their coats, nor extinguish them. The 
King had set himself in the lap of the Duchess of Burgundy, 
who threw her robe over him and saved him.— JOHNSON, 


temporary painting, perhaps of a sign. *Adam, whom 
God dyd fyrst create, made the fyrst tether coates for him- 
selfe and his wyfeEve, our old mother; leavyng thereby 
a patron to al his posteritie of that crafte.* Polydore Fir- 
gil, translated by Langley. — DOUCE. ■ 

“ Thou peevish officer Act IV. Sc. 4. 

Peevish, as here used, is synouimous to foolish, and the 
word was frequently so employed by our old writers: so 
in The Curse of Corn-Holders, by Charles Fit* Geoffry, 
1633 : “ The Egyptians relieved the Israelites in the famine, 
though it were an abomination to the Egyptians, in theii 
peevish superstition, to eate breade with the Hebrewes.* 
u His man with scissors nicks him like a fool.” —Act V. Sc. I 

There is a penalty of ten shillings in one of king AlfredV 
ecclesiastical laws if one opprobriously shave a common 
man like a fool. Fools were certainly shaved or nicked in 
a peculiar manner in Sliakspeare’s time, as we learn fron 
The Choice of Change, 1598. * Three things used by monk#, 
which provoke other men to laugh at their follies ; 1 . They 
are shaven and notched on tlie head iikefooles. ’ TOLItEl 
and \I ALONE. 


MACBETH. 

“ Kernes and Gallowglasses ”—Act I. Sc. 2 1 “ And like a rat without a tail.— Act I. Sc. 3. 

\\ e have the following account of Kernes and Gallow- It was imagined, that though a witch could assume th<j 
glaasts, in Barnaby Riche’s new Irish Prognostication: form of any animal she pleased, the tail would s 4!n v “ 
♦The Gallvglas succeedeth the horseman, and he is com- wanting. This deficiency has been thus accounts 
rnonly armed with a scull; a shir te of maile, and a Gallo- though the hands and feet, by an easy change, mi 

alas axe. His service in the field is neither good against converted into the four paws of a beast, still there 1 

horsemen, nor able to endure an encounter of pikes: yet part about a woman which corresponded to the le 
the Irish do make great account of them. The Kerne of tail common to almost all our four-footed animals. 

Ireland are next in request, the very dross and scum of the STES 


country, a generation of villaines not fit to live : these be 
they that live by robbing and spoyling the poor countrey- 
man, that maketh him many times to buye bread to give 
unto them, thouge he want for himselfe and his poore 
children. These are they that are ready to run out with 
everie rebell, and these are theverie hags of hell, fit for 
notldng but for the gallows.’’— BOSWELL. 

u Saint Colmes ’ Inch."— Act. I. Sc. 2 . 

Colmes’ Inch, now called Inchcomb , is a small island in 
the Firth of Edinburgh, with an abbey upon it , dedicated 
to Saint Colomb, called by Camden Inch Colm, or the Isle 
of St.Columba. Holinshed thus relates the circumstance 
alluded to in the play : ♦ The Danes that escaped, and got 
once to their ships, obtained of Makbeth for a great summe 
of gold, that such of their friends as were slaine, might be 
bu ried in Saint Colmes’ inch. In memorie whereof many 
old sepultures are yet in the said inch, there to be seene, 
graven with the armes of the Danes.* 

“ The rump fed ronyon.” Act I. Sc, 3, 

The .chief cooks, in noblemen’s families, colleges, and 
hospitals, anciently claimed the emoluments or kitchen 
feev of kidneys, fat trotters^ rumps, &c. which, they sold to 1 
the poor. The Weird sister, in this scene, as an insult on 
the poverty of the woman who had called her witch, re- 
proaches her poor abject state, as not being able to procure 
better provision than ofials.— COLEPEPER. 

“ In a sieve I'll thither sail.” Act I. Sc. 3. 

Reginald Scott says, it was believed that witches “ could 
sail in an egg-shell, a cockle or muscle shell, through and 
under the tempestuous seas.” And in a book, “ declaring 
the damnable life of Doctor Fian ,* is the following passage : 

“ All they (the witches) together went to sea, each one in a 
riddle of chre, and went in the same very substantially with 
fiaggons of wine, making merrie and drinking by the way, 
Iu the same riddles or civet.” 


form of any animal she pleased, the tail would still be 
wanting. This deficiency has been thus accounted forj 
though the hands and feet, by an easy change, ’might be 
converted into the four paws of a beast, still there was no 
part about a woman which corresponded to the length ol 
tall common to almost all our four-footed animals. 

STEEVENS. 

u I'll give thee a wind."— Act I. Sc. 3. 

This gift of a wind must be looked upon as an act of sis- 
terly friendship, for witches were supposed to sell them. 
So in Summer’s Last Will and Testament, 1600. 

“ ....... In Ireland and in Denmark both , 

Witches for gold will sell a man a winde s 
Which in the corner of a napkin wrap'd , 

Shall blow him safe unto what coast he will.” 

It may be hoped that our witches behaved more hand 
somely than one of their relations, os described in an ap 
pendix to the old translation of Marco Paulo, 157$ : “ the/ 
demanded that he should give them a winds 1 and he 
shewed, setting his hands hekin.de, from whence the vowidi 
should cows.*— STEEVENS. 

The insane root,”-*- Act. I. Sc. 3. 

** You gaz’d against the sun, and so blemished your sight; 
or else you have eaten of the roots of hemlock, that wake* 
men’s eyes conceit unseen ohjects.” — GREENE’S NEVER 
TOO LATE, 1616. 

“ The prince of Cumberland."— Act 1. Sc . 4. 

** Duncan having two sonnes, he made the elder of them, 
called Malcolm, prince of Cumberland, as it was thereby 
to appoint him successor in his kingdome immedia te lie 
after his decease. Mackbeth, sorely troubled herewith, for 
I that he saw by this means his hope sore hiiidered k wbexe 
by the old laws of the realme the ord Uance was, that if 
he that should succeed was not able of age to take the 
charge upon himselfe, he that was next of blood unto him 
should be admitted) he began to take, counsel how he 
might usurp the kingdom by force, hoviieg a just quarrel 
so to doe (as he tooke the matter,) for that Dtmcaoe did 
what in him lay to defraude him of all manner of title atwj 
claime, which he might, in tyme to come, cretend to the 
crowne.* — HOLINSHED. 




514 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 



* I have rugged their possets.”—' 1 Act II. Sc. 2. 

It was a general custom to eat possets just before bed 
time. Randle Holmes in bis Academy of Armory, says * 
Posset hot nmk poured.on ale or sack, having sugar, 
fcrated bisket, and eggs, with other ingredients boilec i in it, 
which goes all to a cunt*— MALONE. 

“ Ccbne-m”-k.ct II. Sc. 3. 

Colme-kill is the famous Iona, the burying place of the 
ancient Scottish kings, one of the Western Isles, described 
fcy Johnson in his To ur.-STEE VENS. 

u The pit of Acheron”— Act III. Sc. 5. 
S-hakspeare seems to have thought it allowable to give 
the name of Acheron to any fountain, lake, or pit, through 
which there was vulgarly supposed to be any communica- j 
tion between tins and the internal world. The true origi- 


eua name to ms lake in tne valley of Amsanctus, in Italy. 

STEEVENS. 

* Enter the Three Witches.”— Act. IV. Sc. 1. 

Shakspeare has chosen every circumstance of his infer- 
. 0*1 ceremonies with great judgment. A cat was the usual 
interlocutor between witches and familiar spirits. A 
witch, who was tried about fifty years before the bard’s 
time, was said to have had a cat named Rutterkin , and 
when any mischief was to be done she would bid Rutterkin 
go and fig. The com* on afflictions attributed to the malice 
of witches, were melancholy, fits, and loss of ifesli. They 
likewise destroyed the cattle of their neighbours, and the 
farmers have, to this day, many ceremonies to secure their 
aerds from witchcraft. They were very malicious to 
«wm?i; one of Shakspeare’s hags, says, she has been kil- 
ling swine ; and Dr. Harsnet observes, that in his time * a 
sow could not be ill of the measles, nor a girl of the sul- 
lens, but some old woman was charged with witchcraft 
Toads have lone been reproached as the abettors of witch- 
craft. When Vamnus was siezed at Tholouse, there was 
found m his lodgings, a great toad shut in a phial , upon 
which, those that prosecuted him, denounced him as a 
wizard. The ingredients of Shakspeare’s cauldron are se- 
lected; according to the formulaues prescribed in books 
of raagicki Witches were supposed to take up bodies to 
me m enchantments, which was confessed by the woman 
whom king James examined, and who had of a dead body 
that was divided ra one of their assemblies, two fingers for 
her share. A passage from Camden explains and.justifies 
our author in some other particulars : * When any one 
gets a fall, he stands up, and turning three times to the 
right, digs a hole m the earth r for they imagine that there 
!« 1 * spirit in the ground, and if he falls sick in two or three 
days they send one of theiir women that is skilled in that 
way, to the place, where she says, ‘ I call thee from the 
east, west, north, and south, from the groves, the woods, 

red Hack, and 


And yet the eighth appears, who bears ft gdase^ ^ 

. Magicians, in the superstitious age of our author. pros 
fessed to have the power of shewing, future events by- 
means of a charmed glass or mirror. So, in an exrt * 
from the Penal Laws against Witches, it is said, * The? 
do answer either by voice, or else do set before their eves 
in glasses, crystal stones, &c. the pictures or images of 
persons or things sought for.* Suenser has given a very 
circumstantial account of the glass which Merlin made foi' 
king Ryence. A mirror of the same kind was presented ti 
Cambusoan in The Squire’s Tale of Chaucers and in Join 
Alday’s translation of Pierre Boisteau’s Theairmn Mundi 
A certain philosopher did the like to Pompey, the which 
shewed him in a glass the order of his .enemies’ march.” 

STEEVENS. 

* The mere despair of surgery he yum.* -Act IV. Sc. 3. 

The power of curing the king's evil was claimed by many 
ofthe Plantagenets. Dr. Borde, who wrote in the time 
of Hent-y VIII. says: “The kynges of England, by the 
power that Cod hath given unto them, doyth make sych 
men whole of a syckness called the kyng’s evylU 9 In 
Laneham’s account of the Entertainments of Kenelworth, 
it is said: * And also by her highnesse (queen Elizabeth) 
aceustemed mercy and charitee, hyne cured of the payn- 
ral and dangerous deseaz called the king’s evil, for 
that 4 kings and queens of this realme without oother 
meusm (save only by handling and prayer) only doo it.» 

I his practice was continued so late as queen Anne’s 
time : Dr. Johnson, when a child, was touched for the evil 
by that princess. 

“ English epicures ” — Act V. Sc. 3. 

Ofthe ancient poverty of Scotland, the following men- 
tion is made by Froissart:— “ They be like wylde and 
savage people— they dought ever to lese that they have, 
for it is a poore countrey. And when the Englishmen 
maketh any rood or voyage into the countrey, if thev 
thynke to lyve, they must cause their provysion and 
vitayle to follow them at their backe, for they shall find 
nothing in that countrey Such a people, who made but 
one meal a day, envying the “ English likerous delicate 
would be ready enough to brand their ancient enemies 
with the name of epicures. —STEEN EN S . 

“ Mencefi orth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam'd-”— Act V. Sc. 7. 

“Malcolm, immediately after his coronation, called a 
parlement at Forfair, in the which he rewarded them with 
lands and livings that had assisted him against Macbeth. 
Maine of them that were before thanes, were at this tim® 
made earles as Fife, Menteitli, Atholl, Levenox, Murrey. 

TOR¥ S SFScbkAN D ; inSUS -”~ HOLINSHED ’ S 


* With that half-face”— .Act. I. Sc. 1. 

The poet sneers at the meagre sharp visage of the elder 
brother, by comparing him to a silver groat that bore (lie 
kings face m profile, so shewing but half the face • the 
groats of all our English kings, and indeed all their other 
silver coins, with one or two exceptions, had a full face 
tfilHenryVlI. coined groats and half .groats, as 

The h ha * Qfiix ’ as aI1 our coin ilas now, 

Ihe first groats of Henry VIII. were like his father’s 
though he afterwards returned to the broad faces again* 
?A^, e Sroat8, with the impression in profile, are here at 

for t S 0r 13 gmIty of an anachronism ; 

tor m John s time there were no groats at all, thev beiiur 
first coined in the reign of Edward III.— THEOBALD 

m7~T. : My face so thin, 

Jnat in mine ear I durst not stick a rose , 

Lest men should say, look where three farthings goes .» 

In Elizabeth’s time there were three far thin a 

* they were impressed with her head, wit? a full 
blown rose behind it; these pieces were of course 25 
y tbln * •*« age > fashionables of both sexes wore 
flowers, especially roses, behind their ears. CmnhhS 
these circumstances, and the allusion is obvious. 

. * Plantagenet.”~Act I. Sc. l TH£0BALD * 

istujguished, from his wearing a broom- stalk hxhiiboZet 
_ * your traveller.”— Act. 1. Sc, J. 

SStt ts 

gfcSaS cornpanions? 1 ^ 
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KING JOHN. 


A coptankt hat made on a Flemish blocke ; 

A night-gome cloakedovm trayling to your loses 
A slender slop close couched to your dock , 

A curtolde slipper, and a short silk hose.” 

Colbrand .”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

Colbrand was a Danish giant, whom Guv of Warwick 
discomfited in the presence of king Athelstan. The com* 
bbrn-HSflNsSN ‘ Siy described by Bra > ,ton ^ his Polyol- 
u Richard, that robb'd the %on of Ms heart ”— Act II. Sc I 
^^aimhisGhronicie: fltissayd that a lyon was 
Richard, beynge m prison, to have devoured 
him, and when the lyon was gapynge he put his arm* into 
his mouth, and pulled the lyon by the harte so hard that 
he slew the lyon, and therefore some say he is called 
Richard Cure de Lyon ; but some say he is called Cure 
de Lyon, because of his boldness and hardy stomake.” 

* Ry Mic brave duke came early to his gravef'^^' 

T,i?i/£o r Air as - n0t Jw the duke of Austria^ he^'ost 
Ins life at the siege of Chaluz, long after he had been rau- 
somed out of the hands of this petty potentate. The oro- 
nf h£^ U8t r na on , t be scene is also .contrary to the truth 
Be °P? J d» duke of Austria, bv whom Richard I. 
had been thrown into prison in 1193, died in consequence 

Of n fall Crnm tipd- . .7 


„ - n _ , . * , v ~ iu uuuscuuence 

of a fall from Ins horse, In 1195, some years before the 
oftbe P/C sent pMy. The original ?a5se 
b^ween Austria and* Richard is variously re- 
Bar ding m his Chronicle says, that the source of 
vf ^^nard s taking down the duke of Austria’s 
ai ms mid banner, which he had set up above those of the 
lung of France and the king of Jerusalem. The affront 
was given when they lay before Acre in Palestine. 

, , * MALONB 

lhat thou may st be a queen, and check the world ” 
"Act II Sc i 

Surely queen Eleanor, the kyng’s mother, was 
against her nephew Arthur, rather Vnoved thereto bv enVve 
cpnceyved against his mother, than upon any just occV 
of tW childe ; for that she saw, 
^ b ,e^f« k ynffe, how his mother Constance would 
to beare the most rule Within the realme of Enalande till 

If/haSVfiff C ;? lT !f t ,° n a i! awful age t0 * over ne himself©! 
^:„f r ®w.a .hmg n is to brmge women to agree *rtion« 
minde, their natures comtnoulv being so contrary '* 

HOUNSHE0 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. m 

_ , i ^ ay s c. 2. this bis deep melancholy argueth great learning in Mm, 

The lady Is Jan on was daughter to Alphonse IX. king of and an intendment to most weighty affaires and heavenly 
wastile, and was piece to ting John, by his sister Eleanor.” speculations.” Again in Lyly’s Midas. 1592: ” Meltm- 

STEEVENS. choiy ? \$. melancholy a '.'word for a h rber’s mouth ? Thou 


STEEVENS. 

“ A widow."— Act If I. Sc. 1. 

This was not the fact. Constance was, at this time, mar- 
ried to a third husband, Guido, brother to the viscount of 
Touars. She had been divorced from her secoiid husband, 
Ksmulpli, earl of Chester.— MALONE. ’ 

Some airy devil hovers in the sky ."— Act III. Sc. 2. 

“ he spirits of the dire will mixe themselves with 
thunder and lightning, and so infect the clvme, where they 
raise any tempest, that sodainely great mortalitie shall 
ensue to the inhabitants. The spirits of tire have their 
mansions under the regions of the moo ne.”— HE ROE 
PENNILESSE, HIS SUPPLICATION , 1592. 

Bell, book, and candle, shall not drive me back." 


should ’st say, heavy, duil, and doltish : melancholy is the 
crest of courtiers, and now every base companion savs, 
he is melancholy .” And in the life and Death of the Lord 
Cromwell, If. 13 

My nobility is •wonderful ■melancholy. * 
rs it not most. gent te. man like to be melancholy ?'* 

... ■ - STEEVENS, 

“ And here's a prophet ." — Act IV. Sc. 2. 

This man was a hermit in great repute with the common 
people. Notwithstanding the event is said tobave fallen 
out as he prophecied, the poor fellow was inhumanly 
dragged at horses’ tails through the streets ofWarham, 
and together with his son, who appears to have been eve 
more innocent than bis father, banged afterwards upon 

o-ihhA4 T\ATTni? *■ 


Act III. Sc. 3 | gibbet—DOUCE. 


the infringers of certain articles should be “throughout 
explained in order in English > with bells tolling and can- 
dles lighted, that it may cause the greater dread; for lay- 
men have greater regard to this solemnity, than to the 
effect or such sentences.”— REED. 

“ Young gentlemen would be as sad as night. 

Only for vmntonncss." Act IV. Sc. 1. 

It was once fashionable to affect melancholy in company. 
Ben Jonsou ridicules this folly in Every Man in his Hu- 
mour; again, in Questions conccrnyng Conie hood, and 
the Nature of the Conie That conie-liood which pro- 
ceeds of melancholy, is, when in feastings appointed for 
merriment, this kind of conie- man sits like Mopsus or 
Gorydom, blockish, never laughing, never speaking, but so 
bearish! ie ns if he would devour all the com pa me, which 
lie doth to this end, that the guests might mutter how ; 


“ The wall is high, and yet I will leap dowrr _ 

Act I\ . Sc. 3 

. In what manner Arthur was deprived of life is uncertain 
it seems that John conducted the assassination with im- 
penetrable secrecy. The French writers, however, say 
that John coming in a boat, during the night time, totba 
castle of llouen, where the young prince was confined, 
ordered him to be brought forth, and having stabbed him, 
while supplicating for mercy, the king fastened a stone to 
the dead body, and threw it into the Seine, in order to give 
some colour, which he afterwards caused to be spread, 
that the prince, attempting to escape out of a window 
of the tower of the castle, fell into the rivet; and was 
drowned.— MALONE. 

4 ‘ At Worcester must his body be bit, err'd"— Act V. Sc. 7. 

A stone coffin, containing the body of king John, was 
discovered in the cathedral church of Worcester. July 17, 
1797. — STEEVENS 


KING RICHARD II. 


“ Old John of Gaunt time-honour' d Lancaster ." 

Act I. Sc. 1. 

John of Gaunt, who is here supposed to he extremely 
old, was at this time only fifty-eight years of age. But it 
was usual with our old authors to attribute senility to per- 
sons whom we should only think in tlieir middle age. 
King Henry is represented by Daniel as extremely old, 
when he had a child by the lady Rosamond. This monarch, 
at his death, was only fifty- six. The earl of Leicester is 
called an old man, by Spenser, when he was not fifty; 
and the French admiral Coligny, is represented by his 
biographer as a very old man, though at the time of his 
death lie was but fifty-three. This might arise, in some 
measure, from its being usual to enter life much earlier 


than we do at present ; those who were married at fifteen, 
had been, at fifty, masters of a house and family for thirty- 
five years.— MALONE. 


“ The duke of Gloster's death Act I. Sc. 1. 

Thomas of Woodstock, the youngest son of Edward III. 
Who was murdered at Calais, in 1397 — MALONE. 

“ Since last 1 went to France to fetch his queen." 

Act I. Sc. 1. 

Isabel, the daughter of Charles VI. was, at the time of 
her marriage with Richard II. not more than eight years 
old. Consequently, the part she is made to take in this 
play, is a palpable deviation from historical truth, as she 
was still a mere child at her husband’s death.— MALONE. 

“ Lions make leopards tame" — Act I. Sc. 1. 

The Norfolk crest was a golden leopard — MALONE. 

“ Duchess of Gloster."— Act I. Sc. 2. 

’The duchess of Gloster, was Eleanor Bohun, widow of 
duke Thomas, son of Edward III.— WALPOLE. 

44 Aiimerle."— Act I. Sc. 3. 

Edward, duke of Aumerle, so created by bis cotisin- 
rerman, Richard II. in 1397. He was the eldest sou of 
Edward of Langley, duke of York, fifth son of king .Ed- 
ward III. ; and was killed in. 1415, at the battle of Agin- 
court. He officiated at the .lists of Coventry, as high con- 
stable of England.— MALONE. 

“ Moiobray's waxen coat"— Act l. Sc. 3. 

The brigamilnes, or coats of mail, then in use, were com- 
posed of small pieces of steel quilted over one another, 
and yet so flexible as to accommodate the dress they form 
to every motion of the body ; of these many are still to be 
seen in the Tower of London.— STEEVENS. 

44 Warder." — Act. I. Sc. 3. 

A warder appears to have been a kind of truncheon, 
tarried by the person who presided at these eh^le cmtibat.s. 

* The duke of York*— Act II, Sc. I. 

Edmond, duke of York, was the fifth son of Edward in. 
and was born in 1441, at Langley, near St. Albans m 
Hertford, frost whence he had his surname. This prince, 
as bishop Lowth has observed, * was ot an mdolen. depo- 
sition, a lover of pleasure, _ and averse to business , easily 
prevailed upon to lie still, and consult his own quiet; 
and never acting with spirit upon any occasion. 

« — This land 

Is now teas'd out (I die pronouncing it,) 

Like to a tenement, or pelting J arm.” 


“In this twenty-second year of King Richard, th« 
common fame ramie that the king had letten to farms 
the realme unto Sir Wiliam Scroope, earle of Wiltshire, 
and then treasurer of England, to Sir John Bussey, Si* 
J ohn Bagot, and Sir Henry Grene, knightes.”— FABIAN. 

“ Nor the preventioji of poor Boling broke. 

About his marriage Act II. Sc. 1. 

When tlie duke of Hereford, after his banishment, went 
into France, he was honourably entertained at that court, 
and would have obtained in marriage the only child of tto* 
duke of Berry, uncle to tlie French king, had not Rkhftrd 
prevented the match,— STEEVENS. 

“ to sue 

His livery." Act II. Sc. 1. 

On the death of every person who held by knights’ ser- 
vice, the escheator of the court in which he d.ed, sum- 
moned a jury, who enquired what estate he died seized of, 
and of what age his next heir was. If he was under age, 
he became a ward of the king’s ; but if he was found to be 
of full age, he then had a right to sue out a writ of ouster- 
le-main , that is, his livery , that the king’s hand might be 
taken off, and tbe land delivered to him.— MALONE. 

44 As blanks , benevolences , and I -wot not what," 

Act H. Sc. I. 

Stowe records, that Richard II. 4 * compelled all the re- 
ligious, gentlemen, and commons, to set their seales to 
blankes, to the end he might, if it pleased him, oppress 
them severally, or all at once ; some of the commons paid 
a thousand marks, some a thousand pounds.” &c.— HOLT 
aud WHITE. , 

“ Archbishop late of Canterbury."— Act II. Sc . 1. 

Thomas Arundel, archbishop of Canterbury, brother to 
the earl of Arundel, who was beheaded during this reign, 
had been banished by the parliament, and was afterwards 
deprived by the pope of his see, at the request of the king ; 
whence lie is here called “ late of Cmterbitry " 

STEEVENS. 

Like perspectives, which , rightly gaz'd -upon. 

Shew nothing but confusion ; ey'd awry, 

* Distinguish form " Act II. Sc. 2. 

Amongst mathematical recreations, there is one in op- 
tics, in which a figure is drawn, wherein all the rules of 
perspective are inverted , so that if held in the same pos 
tiou with those pictures which are drawn according 
the rules of perspective, it can present nothing but con - 
fusion : and to be seen in form and under a regular 
pearance, it must be looked upon from a contrary static a; 
or, as Shakspeare sr.ys, “ eyed awry. T >V ARB U ETON 
j 4 The bay trees in oar country all are wither'd," 

Act II. Sc *, 

“In thisyeare,in a manner throughout all the realm* 
of England, old baie-trees withered.”— HOLIN nHED. 

« From my own windows torn my household coat.” 

«• Act III. Sfc. 1 

It was the practice, when coloured glass was in use, ot 
which there are- still some remains in old seats and 
churches, to anneal the arms of the family in the window* 
of the house. — JOHNSON. 

“ My gay apparel."— Act III. Sc. 3. 

King Richard’s expense in dress was very extraordi 
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nary : Holinshed says, “ lie bad one cote, which be caused 
to be made for him of gold and stone, rallied at 30,000 
marks,”— STEEVENS. 

“ Westm inster-kall . ’ ’ — Act IV. Sc. 1. 

The re-building of Westminster hall, which Richard 
bad begun in 1307, being finished in 1390, the first meeting 
of parliament in the new edifice was for the purpose of de- 
posing him.”— MALONE. 

, “In God's name , Til ascend the regal throne ” 

Act. IV. Sc. I. 

The words actually spoken by Henry, on this occasion, 
were as follows, standing upright, that every one might 
see him; after he had crossed himself on the forehead and 
breast, and called on the name of Christ, lie said: “In 
the name of Fadher,* Son, and Holy Ghost, I-, Henry of 
Lancaster, challenge the rewme of Ynglande, and the 
croun, with all the inembres and the appurtenances, and 
ctls I.thatam descendit by right line of the blode, coining 
from the goode king H enry Therde, and throge that right 
that God of Iris grace hath sent me, with help of kyn, and 
of my friendes to recover it, the which rewme was in poyut 
to be undone, by defaut of governaunce, and omluyng of 
the gude lawes.”— MALONE. 

“ Did keep ten thousand men."— Act IV. Sc. 1. 

Richard H. was very magnificent in his household. The 


old chronjcles say, “ that to his household came ever* 
day to meate ten thousand men." 1 

u To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower."— Act V. Sc. J. 

The Tower of London is traditionally said to have been 
the work of Julius Caesar. Steevens says, ill-erected means 
erectedfor bad purposes.— JOHNSON . 

“ Thus play I, in one person, many people."— Act V. Sc. 5. - 
This alludes to the necessities of our early theatres. The 
title-pages of some of our Moralities, shew, that three or 
four characters were frequently represented by one per- 
son. — STEEV ENS. 

** Here to die.”— -Act V. Sc. S* 

King Richard’s body was publicly exposed in St. Paul’s, 
and as no marks of violence appeared, he could not have 
been assassinated, as represented in the drama ; though 
a similar account is given in Hall’s Chronicle, and Sir 
Pierce Exton’s Narrative was to the same effect. Stow’a 
account seems the most probable, and is confirmed by 
many other authors. He says, “he was em prisoned in 
Pomfract pastle, where fifteen days and nigbtes they vexed 
him with continual hunger, thirst, and cold, and finally 
bereft him of his life with such a kind of death as never 
before that time was knowen in England.” 


KING HENRY IV. Part I. 


“ —The gallant Hotspur there, 

Young Harry Percy." Act I. Sc 1. 

u This Harry Percy was surnamed, for his often prick - 
big , Henry Hotspur ; as one that seldom times rested, 
if there were anie service to be done abroad. ” 

HOLINSHED. 

“ The prisoners.”.— Act. I. Sc. 1. 

By the law of arms, every man who had taken any cap- 
tive, whose ransom did not exceed ten thousand crowns 5 
had him clearly for himself, either to redeem or retain at 
bis pleasure.— TOLLET. 

, “ A hare."— Act I. Sc. 2.- 

A hare may be considered as melancholy , because she 
Is upon her form, always solitary; and according to the 
. physic of the times, the flesh of the hare was supposed to 
generate melancholy. The Egyptians, in their hierogly- 
phics. expressed a melancholy man by a hare sitting m 
ner form.— J OHNSON, and STEEVENS. 

“ The melancholy of MoorditchT— Act I. Sc. 2. 

It appears from Stow’s Survey, that a broad ditch called 
Deep-ditch, once parted the hospital from Moorfields; 
and what has a more melancholy aspect than stagnant 
water? It is mentioned in Taylor’s Pennylesse Pilgrim, 
1518. “ My body being tired with travel, and my mind 
faltered with moody, muddy, Moore ditch ^ ** •** 

** Lincolnshire bagpipe Act X. Sc. 2. 

** At a Christmas time, when great logs furnish the hall 
fire ; when brawne is in season, and indeed all revelling 
Is regarded, this gallant knight kept open house for all 
cominers, where beefe, beere, and bread was no niggard. 
Amongst all the pleasures provided, a noyse of rninstrells 
and a Lincolnshire bagpipe was prepared : the rninstrells 
for the great chamber, the bagpipe for the hall; tbemin- 
streils to serve up the knightes meate, and the bagpipe for 
the common daucing.”-A NEST OF NINNIES, BY R. 
ARMIN, 1008, 

•** Sir John Sack- and- Sugar."— Act I. Sc. 2. 

There has been much discussion as to what wine or 
liquor Faistaffhas immortalized by the name of sack. The 
cotnmentators, as usual when they differ, have left the 
affair more obscure than they found it. Yet it seems pro- 
bable that Sherry, Canary, and Mountain Malaga, were 
drank indifferently under that appellation —The fat knight 
mixed sugar with his sack, but tins will not be thought ex- 
traordinary, since we know that in our poet’s time, it was 
a common practice to put sugar in all wines . “ Clownes 
and. vulgar men (says Fynes Moryson) only use large 
drinking of beere or ale, but gentlemen garrawse only in 
wine, with which they mix sugar, which I never observed 
in any other place or kingdom to be used for that purpose.” 

It was customary for the waiters in taverns, to have small 
parcels of white sugar about them, in order to supply those 
who fook so'cF. So in The Gals’ Horn Book©, 1(509. “ En- 
quire what gallants sup in the next roome, and if they be 
any of your acquaintance, do not you (after the city fash- 
ion,) send them in a bottle of wine, and your name sweet- 
ened in two pitiful papers of sugar, with some lilthv 
apology crammed into the mouth of a drawer.” FalstafF 
complains that (here was lime in his sack. Tills was a 
common mode of adulterating this almost national drink. 
Allot, in Jrus Orthoeapia, speaking of sack and rhenish, 
says; “The winters in London putin lime. , and thence 
proceed infinite malidies, specially the gouttes.” It was 
usual, as a token of kindliness, in Shakspeare’s day, for 
the guests in taverns, to send presents of sack, which was 
sometimes mulled , from one to the other. An anachronism 
is committed, by furnishing the hosts of Henry IV ’s reign 
with this wine, as the following extract from Taylor’s Life 
of Fair will shew; “ The vintners sold no other sacks, 
mpcadels, malmsies, bastards, alicants, nor any other 
R1J d claret, till the 33d year of Henry 
* HI. 1543, and then was old Parr 60 years of age. All 
those sweet wines were sold till that time af the apothe- 
cary's, for no other use hut for medicines, * Two gallons 
of sack cosi Falstaff 5s Sd.;” and from the annexed pas- j 


sage, bur poet’s computation will be found very accurate. 
“ Claret wine, red and white, is sold for Jive-pence the 
quart , and sack for six-pence : ronscadel and malmsey for 
eight.” Florio’s First Fruiles, 1578. — Twenty years after- 
wards, sack had probably risen to eight-pence or eight- 
pence half penny a quart, at which rate two gallons would 
cost 5s. 8d. What Sir John says of the excellent effect of 
sack on the intellect, was seriously believed. “ These 
wines are goode for men of cold and fr-gmaficke com- 
plexion; for suche wines redresse and amende the cold • 
ntsae of complexion.” Regiment of Health, 1G34. 

“ All-hallown summer.”— Act I. Sc. 2. 

All-hallows is AU-hallown-tide , or All- saints-day, which 
is the first of November. All-hallown summer is that short 
period of fine, bright weather, which frequently occurs 
about the commencement of November. 

U A pounett box.” — Act I. Sc. 3. 

A small box for musk or other perfumes then in fashion ; 
the lid of Which, being cut with open work, gave it its 
name, from poinsoner, to prick, pierce, or engrave. 

WARJBCRTON. 

® Heir to the crown."— Act I. Sc. 3. 

Roger Mortimer, earl of March, who was born in 1371, 
was declared heir- apparent to the crown in the ninth year 
of king Richard II. He was killed in Ireland, 1398. 'The 
person, who was proclaimed by Richard heir apparent, 
previous to his last voyage to Ireland, was Edmund Mor- 
timer, (the son of Roger,) who was then but seven year# 
old; but he was not Percy’s wife’s brother, but her nephew. 

MALONE. 

“ Sword-and~buckler."—Act I. Sc. 3. 

The following extract from Stowe is worth notice: 
“This field, commonly called West Smithfield, was tot 
many years called Ruffian’s-hall, by reason it was the usual 
place of frayes and common fighting, during the time that 
swords and bucklers were in use. When every serving- 
man, from the base to the best, carried a buckler at his 
back, which hung by the hilt or pomel of his sword.” 

HENLY. 

“ We have the receipt of fern seed, ws -walk invisible.” 

Act II. Sc. ]. 

Fern is one of those plants which have their seed on 
the hack of the leaf, so small as to escape the sight. Those 
who perceived that fern was propagated by semination, 
and yet could never see the seed, were much at a loss for 
a solution of the difficulty ; and as wonder always endea- 
vours to augment itself, they ascribed to fern seed many 
strange properties, some of which the rustic virgins have 
notyet forgotten or exploded,— JOHNSON. 

“ Out of all cess"— Act II. Sc. I, 

That is, out of all measure ; the phrase being taken 
from a cess or tax; which being by regular and moderate 
rates, when anything was exorbitant it was said to be 
out of all cess.— WARBURTON. 

“ Gadshill”- Act II. Sc. 2. 

Gadshill, the scene of the robbery in this play, is on tbs 
Kentish road. Steevens informs us, that as early as 1558, 
a ballad, entitled, The Robbery at Gadshill, was entere d on 
the books of the Stationers’ Company. The poet, however, 
on whom the more noted facts ©f his time were never lost, 
probably alluded to the conduct of a particular gang, who 
appear, in 1590, to have infested Gadshill and its neighbour- 
hood with more than common boldness, and who, like oui 
author’s robbers, were mounted and wore vigors. 

ROSWELL. 

* Look down into the Pomegranate.”— Act II, Sc. 4. 

To have windows or loop-holes looking- into the rooms 
beneath them was, anciently, a general custom. 

STEEVENS. 

* Crystal-button. 9 — Act II. Sc. 4. 

Pawnbrokers formerly w ore a peculiar dress, the buttons 
of which were of crystal. « A black taffata doublet, and a 
spruce leather jerkin with crystal buttons, I inquired of 
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urfcat occupation : warty, sir, quoth he, a broker.* ** — Grene’s 
Quip for an Upstart Courtier. 

** Caddis garter,"— Act XL Sc. 4. 

Caddis was a kind of coarse ferrett. In Shakspeare’s 
time, the garters were worn in sight, and were often very 
costly. He who wore a plainer sort was probably called 

* caddis garter » m contempt. “ At this day, (about 1625; 
says the continuator of Stow’s Chronicle, men of means 
ranks weare garters ajid shoe roses of more than five 
pound price In a memorandum book kept by Henslowe, 
step-father to the wife of Alleyn the player, is the following 
item: “ Lent unto Thomas Hewode, (the dramatic writer) 
the ] of September, 1602, to bye him a payre of silver gar- 
ters, ij s. vi d.”— MALONE, and STEEVENS. 

* The strappado.?—- Act II. Sc. 4. 

* The strappado is when the person is drawn up to his 
height, and then suddenly to let him fall half way with a 
jerk, which not only breaketh his arms to pieces, but also 
shake th all his joints out of joint, which punishment is bet- 
ter for a man to be hanged than to undergo — R aNDLE 
HOLME’S ACADEMY OF ARMES AND BLAZON. 

* I could have crept into any alderman's thumb ring . * 

Act II. Sc. 4. 

An alderman’s thumb ring is mentioned by Broome, in 
The Antipodes, 1641. “ Item, a distich graven in his thumb 
ring.* Again, in The Northern Las.s, 1632, " A good man 
in the city, &c. wears nothing rich about him, but the gout 
ora thumb ring;” and in The Wit’s Constable, 1640, “No 
more wit than the rest of the bench ; what lies in his thumb 
ring.”— STEEVENS. ; ■ 

* A Welsh hook,” — Act II. Sc. 4. 

The Welsh hook was pointed like a spear, to push or 
thrust with ; and, below, had a hook to seize the enemy, if 
he should attempt to escape by flight.— WHALLEY. 

* Manningtree ox."— Act II. Sc. 4. 

Manningtree in Essex, and its neighbourhood, are famous 
for rich pastures. The farms are chiefly tenanted by 
graziers. Some ox of an unusual size was probably roasted 
thereon some occasion of public festivity, or exposed for 
money to public show.— STEEVENS. 

* Hide thee behind the arras.”— Act II. Sc. 4. 

When arras was first used in England, it was suspended 
on hooks driven into the bare walls ; this practice was soon 
changed; for after the damp of the wail had been found to 
rot the tapestry, it was fixed on wooden frames, at srch a 
distance from the wall, as to prevent its being injured. Jhi 
old mansions, therefore, sufficient space could nave been 
easily found, to conceal even one of Falstaff’s hulk.— 
MALONE. 

* As if thou never walked' si further than Finsbury .» 

Act III. Sc. 1. 

Open walks and fields near Chiswell-street, London- 
walt, by Moorgate, the common resort of the citizens, as 
appears from many of our ancient comedies.— STEEVENS. 


* Holland of eight shillings an ell”— . Act III. Sc. 3. 

Falstaffs shirts, according to this calculation, would 
come to about 22s. each, and we learn from Slubb’s Anato- 
mic of Abuses, that the shirt of (he meanest man cost at 
least 5s. He thus concludes his invective on this subject; 
“Insomuch as I have heard of shirts that have cost some 
ten shillings, some twenlie, some foriie, some five pound, 
some iwentie nobles , and (whiche is horrible to heart') some 
ten pound apiece, yea the meanest shirt that commonly is 
worn of any doest cost a crown e, or a noble at the least f 
and yet this is scarcely thought fine enough for the simplest 
person that is.”— >j ALONE. 

“ Maid Marian."— Act III. Sc, 3. 

It appears from the old play of Robert, Earl of Hunt mg. 
don, 1601, that Maid Marian was originally a name assumed 
by Matilda, the daughter of Robert, Lord Filzwater, while 
Robin Hood remained in a state of outlawry : 

* Next 'tis agreed (if thereto shee agree) 

Thatf aire Matilda henceforth change her name ; 

And tahile it is the chance of Robin Hoode 
To live in Sherewodde a poore ontlawes life , 

She by maide Marian's name be only call'd. 

MAT. I am contented ; reade on, little John : 

Henceforth let me be nam'd maide Marian. ’* 

This lady was poisoned by kin? Jfolm, at Dun mow priory, 
after he had made several fruitless attempts on her chast ity. 

STEEVENS. 

*I$aw young Harry with his beaver on."— Act IV. Sc. I. 

The beaver of a helmet is the lower part of it, adapted to 
the purpose of giving the wearer an opportunity of taking 
breath when oppressed with heat ; or, without putting oil 
the helmet, of taking his repast.— DOUCE. 

* They'll find linen enough on every hedge."— Act IV. Sc. 2. 

This propensity of soldiers on a march to purloin, is no. * 
ticed by a writer contemporary with Shakspeare, Barnaby 
Riche says: “Fyrsteby the way as they travavle through 
the countrey where they chance to lye all night, the good 
wyfe hath spedde well if she fynde hyr sheets m the morn- 
ing, or if this hnppe to fayle, yet a coverlet or curtens 
from the bed, or a carpet from the table, some bed clothes, 
or table napkins, or some other thing, must needs packe 
away with them ; there conies nothing amisse if it will 
serve to by drinke.”— REED. 

* Turk Gregory never did such deeds in arms." 

Act V. Sc. 3, 

Meaning Gregory VII., called Hildebrand. This furious 
friar surmounted almost invincible obstacles to deprive thf* 
emperor of his right of investiture of bishops, which his pre- 
decessors had long attempted in vain.— WARBURTON. 

“If Percy he alive, I'll pierce him."— ■ Act. V Sc. 3. 

The name of Percy, according to Boetius, was derived 
from eye : a most extraordinary ctymo- 
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* Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 

Foretells the nature cf a tragic volume." — Act I. Sc. 1. 
It may not be amiss to observe, that in the time of our 

S oet,the title-page to an elegy, as well as every interme- 
iate leaf, was totally black. I have several in my posses- 
sion, written by Chapman, the translator of Homer, which 
are ornamented in this manner.— STEEVENS. 

* Fillip me with a three-man beetle."— Act I. Sc. 2. 

A diversion is common with boys in Warwickshire, on 
finding a toad, to lay a board, about two feet long, over a 
stick about three inches in diameter, at right angles; then 
placing the toad on the lower end of the hoard, the upper 
end is struck by a bat or large stick, which throws the 
reptile forty or fifty feet perpendicular from the earth, and 
the violence of the fall usually kills it : this is called filliping 
the toad . A three-man Aeet/ewas an implement used for 
driving piles ; it was made of a log of wood about twenty 
inches in diameter, and fifteen in thickness, with one short 
aud two long handles. A man at each of the long handles 
manages the fall of the beetle, and a third man at the short 
handle assists in raising it to strike the blow. Such an im- 
plement was very suitable for filliping so corpulent a 
subject as Falstaff."-STEEVEm. 

«A parcel gilt goblet "—Act II. Sc. 1. 

A K parcel gilt goblet ” is a goblet gilt only on such parts 
of it as are embossed. On the books of the Stationers’ 
Company, among their plate 1560, is the following entry: 
“ Item, nine sppynes of silver, whereof vii gylte and iipar- 
ttl-gylte. ’’-STEEVENS. 

* I must be fain to pawn my plate " — 

“ Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking."— Act II. Sc. 2. 
Mrs. Quickly is here in the same state as the earl of 
Shrewsbury, who, not having been paid for the diet of 
Mary, queen of Scots/while she was in his custody in 1580, 
writes as follows to Thomas Bawdewyn “ I wold have 
you bye me glasses to drink in. Sena me word what old 
plat ydds the ounce, for I will not Jeve me a cuppe of 
sylvare to drink in, but I wylle see the next terme .my 
•reditors payde.”— STEEVENS. 

** Boar’s Head tavern in Eastcheap."— Act II. Sc. 4. 
The historical Sir John Fastolf was a considerable bene- 
Jketor to Magdalen College, Oxford, for which he is cele- 


brated in an annual speech, and though we cannot obtain 
the particulars at large, the Boar's Head, in Southwark, 
which still retains that name, though divided into tene- 
ments, yielding £150 per annum; and Culdecct Manor, in 
■Suffolk, were part of the lands he bestowed. The Boar’s 
Head was very properly selected as the scene of Prince 
Henry’s revellings, as it was close to his residence. Itymer 
says: “A mansion called Cold Harbour, (near Allhallows 
church. Upper Thames street,) was granted to the Prince 
of Wales, 11th Henry IV. 1410” Shakspeare must have 
passed this tavern daily, in his way to the Globe Theatre. 

* Thouwhorson little tidy Bartholomew hoar pig" 

Act II. Sc. 4. 

From Ben Jonson’s pTay of Bartholomew Fair, we learn 
that it was the custom formerly to have booth? in Bartho- 
lomew fair, in which pigs were roasted, and to these, it is 
probable, an allusion is here made.— STEEVENS. 

* Do not speak like a death's head."— Act II. Sc. 4. 

It appears from a passage in Marston’s Dutch Courtezan, 
1605, that it was the custom for the bawds of that age to- 
wear a death's head in a ring, very probably with the com- 
mon motto, Memento Mori. Cocledcrnoy speaking o£ some- 
of these, says : “ As for their death, how can it be bad, since 
their wickedness is always before their eyes, and k death's 
head most commonly on their middle finger?” 

STEEVENS 

“ Skogan's head."— Act III. Sc, 2. 

There has been much dispute about a John Scogan, whs, 
lived in the reign of Edward IV., and a Henry Scogan. who-, 
wrote some poetical trifles during the time of Henry IV. ha, 
a masque by Ben Johnson, 1626, we find the following : 

“ .... methinks you should enquire now after Skelton, 

And master Scogan. 

.... Scogan ? t chat was he ? 

Oh, a fine gentleman, and a master of arts 

Of Henry the Fourth's times, that made disguises, 

For the king's sons , and writ in ballad royal 

Daintily well." 

Scogan's Jests were published by Andrew Borde, a phy- 
sician in the reign of Henry VIII. Shakspeare had;prolmb!j[ 
met with this book ; and as he w as careless about anachro»' 
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niams, this person might hare been in his thoughts. Cer- speech to both houses of parliament, 1559, says : ** Is H not 
tainty, however, cannot be arrived at on such a subject. a monstrous disguising, to have a justice a maintainer, 
« Harry ten shillings ’’—Act III Sc 2 acquitting some for gain, enditing others for malice, bear- 

. tiarryun smuings. —Act xu. sc. *. in(J wi[A f dm ash - )s ser vant, overthrowing the other as his 

Tins is an anachronism; there were no corns of ten enemy?” A member of the house of commons in 1G0L 

shillings value in the reign of Henry IV. Shnkspeare s savs . “a justice of peace is a living creature, that for 

V nnf>PF* half a dozen of chickens will dispense with half a dozen of 

he thought those might do foi any othei Henry.— DOUCE. penal statutes. If a warrant comes from the lord of the 

■ 4 1 was then SirD agonet in Arthur's show Act III. Sc. 2. council to levy a hundred men, he will levy two hundred. 

The story of Sir Dagonet is to be found in La Morte and what with chopping in and chusing out, lie’ll gain a 

d’Arthure, an old romance, much read in our author’s time, hundred pounds by the bargain: nay, he will write the 
or a little before it. “ When papistry, (says Ascliam.) as a warrant himself, ana you must put two shillings in his 
standing pool, overflowed all England, few books were read pocket as his. clerk s fee, (when God knows he keeps but t wo 
in our tongue, saving certain books of chivalry, as they said, or three, hmdes) for his better maintenance.” 


for pastime and pleasure; which books, as some say, were 
made in monasteries by idle monks. As one for example, 
> La Morte d’Arthure.” In this romance Sir Dagonet is King 
Arthur's fool. Shakspeare would not have shewn his Jus- 
tice capable of taking any higher character. —JOHNSON. 

“ Turnbull -street .”— Act III. Sc. 2. 

Turnbull or Turmill-street , is near Cow Cross, West 


! or three hindes) for his better maintenance.” 

BLAKEW A. Y. 

u With a dish of carraways , and so forth.”— Act V. Sc. 3. 

It seems to have been usual to serve up carraway seeds 
in sugar, as a part of the dessert. This custom is evident, 
from a passage in Cogan’s Haven of Health ; u This is a 
confirmation of our use in England, for the serving of 
apples and other fruites last, after meals. How be it we are 


Smithlield: it was infamous on account of the debauched wont tu eat carrawies or biskets, or some other kind cf 


characters, of both sexes, with which it abouuded. 

“ Philosopher's two stones.”— -Act III. Sc. 2. 

One of which (says Warburton) was an universal medi- 
cine, and the other a transmute^ of base metals into gold. 


comfits or seeds , together with apples, thereby to breaks 
winde engendered by them : and surely it is a very good 
way for students.” — STEEVENS. 

“And welcome merry Shrovetide.”— Act 5. Sc. 3. 

Shrovetide was formerly a season of extraordinary upon- 
and feasting In .the Romish church there was a least 


long as’he conseled the meanes he wrought by, I despised g resid « over the sports for six days before Ash-Wednesday. 
all he said : but when he told me that which he hath given b0 ( ne t™. 003- these festivities may be still found in our 

^ j*.. .11 ** : lllln'PrcItiAfl n flip PpriMf HAntnaho d Hnnlr IKI*! ***%%-. a 


your soverainsliip to preserve you from all sicknes ever 
hereafter, was extracted out of a t—d, I admired the fellow, 
and for theis reasons : that being a stranger to you, yett he 
, hath found out the kind you are come of, and your natural 
affections and apetis : and so, like a skilful man, hath given 
you natural fisicke, which is the onlie means to preserve 
the radical humours ; and thus I conclude : My sow is 
bealthfull, mydiviU’s luckie, myself is happie, and needs 
no more than your blessing, which is my trew felosopher's 
stone, upon which I build as upon a rocke. Your majesties 
most humble slave and doge,— Stinie.”— STEEVENS. 

,r Whose white investments figure innocence ."—Act IV. Sc. 1. 

Formerly, all bishops wore white, even when they tra- 
velled; but the white investment here meant must be the 


universities. In the Percy Household Book, 1512, it appears, 
‘ that the clergy and officers of Lord Percy’s chapel per- 
formed a^la^l^fore^hjs lordship upon Shrofwtewesday at 

« jjjg fifo 

The bragging Spaniard.”— Act V. Sc. 3, 

.To fig, in Spanish, kigas dar , is to insult by putting the 
thumb between the fore ajid middle finger. This phrase is 
, or Italian origin. When the Milanese revolted against the 
Emperor Frederick Barbarossa, they placed the 'Em press, 
his wife, upon a mule, with her head towards the tail, and 
ignominmusiy expelled her their city. Frederick after- 
wards besieged and took the place, and compelled every- 
one of his prisoners, on pain of death, to take with his teeth 


If was anciently supposed, and is still a vulgar super- 
stition of the east, that mines, containing precious metals, 
were guarded by evil spirits. So, in certaine Secrete 
Wonders of Nature, by Edward Fenton, 15G9, ” There 

JlltMW* at fViro flni 7 mtinv of mv, 1,0 A 


“far la fica” became a term of derision, and was adopted’ 
by other nations. -JO HNS ON, and DOUCE. P 

“ Censers.”— Act V. Sc. 4. 


appeare at this day many strange visions and wicked spirites E? ns '-v w — ; > 

m the metal mates of the Greate Turke. In the mine at uter jsils. Lodge tells us, that Lord Paget’s house was so 
A une burg was a metal sprite whichkilled twelve workmen ; 5 mal L» tIiat . a * te t °? e nionth it would wax tats avery for 
the same causing the rest to forsake the rnyne, albeit it £ ym , t0 cont J™je it.” In a letter of the earl of Shrevvs- 
was very riche.”— STEEVENS. bury’s, respecting his pnsoner Mary queen of Scots, we 

,l Therefore, thou best of gold, art worst of gold i ri?e’da ves* ^ ei ? ovc L d tor fyve or 

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious, i e S' de A ny un 7 


The sluttery of ancient houses rendered censers or fire 
ans, m which coarse perfumes were burnt, most necessary 


_ Theref ore, thou best of gold, art worst of gold: 
Other, lessfine in carat, is more precious. 

Preserving life in med'eine potable.”— Act IV. Sc. 4. 
four long prevailed an opinion, that a solution of 


klenhj” And in the Memoirs of Anne, Countess of Dorset, 

we nre lnfhrmprl 


* f serving aje in mea 'Cine potable. ’ ’—Act IV. Sc. 4 we nre informed rTfk 7 

I I ftT rtf ffAm WivnrTkf La eAw>vw„ I i,*. it 1 » _ • “ ■ 


bihty of gold might be communicated to the body impreg- 
nated with it. Some have pretended to make potable gold, 
among other frauds practised on credulity.— JOHNSON. 
“ Laud be to God > even there mg life must end ” 

Act IV. Sc. 4. 

At length he recovered his speech, and understanding 

KJjtSf 1 ! , t0 be *?, * str ? n ? e , p ]a . ce > which he 


“ To pray for the queen.”— EPILOGUE. 

It was usual, at the end of a play, for the actors to prav 
for their patrons. We will an give instance or two : P ^ 
“Preserve our noble queenElizabeih, mid her councell all* 

New Custom. 

m» 2S ^.^Uer^fpr 


ticular 1 ^’ iie t0 ^- now if the chamber had any par- lord dwemuch and his good countess, our honourable 
r rJ25™®5 whereunto answer was made that it was l^y and mistress” Middleton's Mad World my Masters. 
Father “of heaven* % a n dS i be ? iven . ta th<5 A f d } L l y b t ls J * s >f° r our noble queens let us prav, 

^ tru d mtt , 

I should depart this life m Jerusalem HO UNSHED. To practise justice, and defend her grace eche day ; 
anniict or 171 a Q uarter bear out a knave L matn / a lr?T CrDr f, ,s worcl tyfiV ma V not refuse , 

lordship J'—Act V Sc ? 1 1 V€ty lUtle Credit wlth yQur ^ C ^^ l0se i ial V30uld “ er ffrace and grace's laws 


r grace and grace's laws 


This is no exaggerated picture of the course of iustire in m¥n echt ^? 9? d over V s she may r *W n long, 
those days. The lord keeper, Sir Nicholas Bacon! : in his ' be suu l ed tn^th otnd defended from wrong. 

' Amen, q. Thomas Preston” Camhyses , 

KING henry y. 

“ Gun-Stones”— Act I. Sc. 2 , 

WTien ordnance was first used, they discharged balls not Hnf 6 is a let , te . r f ^ om the sixth earl[of Northumberland 
So.Huliu.lhed: About so “l ofae V e c f l,ectl< > n °i “> e present 

foryvard the light pieces of ordnance, with h2SnV“ 1°^, beloved coasyn , Thomas Arundel,” which 



mvrhr W fS enryts ship) >f in a11 hayste that they whom he riept^Sl EEVENS, and MALON E, 
f'veiit.. aHe. y BSt ofTennfa to too roughfu? r/j™’ himfumUe with tk * *Aee/,."_Act II. Sc. 3. 

li ift Emitted him sometime to be the sicke waxn wH^Ih 0 ? 8 ® Lupton ; If the foreheode of 

™ familiar name of bedfellow, which straw* a and , b ^ n i 0se , Wax& ®harpe ; if he poll* 
strange to us, was common with the ancient nobility, tokensofde^^ these are most wrt “® 
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** At turning of the tide”— Act II. Sc. 3. 

It fcfts been a -very old opinion, which Mead, de imperio 
tolls, quotes, as if fie believed it, that nobody dies but in the 
time of ebb : half the deaths in London confute the notion ; 
but it was common in Sliakspeare's age.— JOHNSON. 

“ A pix”-Act III. Sc. 6. 

In Henry VII Ith’s will, we read; “ Forasmoch as we 
Jtave often and many tymes to our inward© regret© and 
displeasure, seen at our Jen, in diverse mania churches of 
our reame, the holie sacrament of the aulter, kept in full 
simple and inhonest pixes, specially pixes of copre and 
tymbre ; we have appointed and commaunded the treasurer 
of our ehambre, and maistre of ourjuell bouss, to cause to 
be made forthwith, pixes of silver and gilt, in a great 
nombre, for thekeepiug of the holie sacrament of the aulter, 
after the faction of a pixe which we have caused to be de- I 
livered to theim. Every of the said pixes tu be of the value 
of iiiil. garnished with our armes, and rede roses and poart- 
colis crowned.”— REED. 

“ A beard of the general's cut."— Act III. Sc. 6. 

It appears from an old ballad, inserted in a miscellany, 
entitled Le Prince d’Amour, 8vo. 1660, that our ancestors 
were very curious in the fashion of their beards, and that 
a certain cut or form was appropriated to the soldier, the 
bishop, the judge, the clown, &c. The spatfe-beard and the 
s iiletio -beard belon ged to the military profession. The earl 
of ‘.Southampton, onr author’s patron, who passed much 
of his time in camps, is drawn with the lat ter of these 
beards, and his hapless friendv lord Essex, is represented 
with the former. The ballad Is worth transcribing ; 

” Now of beards there be 
Such a companie, 

Of fashions such a throng; 

That it is very hard. 

To treat of the heard. 

Though it be ne'er so long. 

“ The sleetetto heard , 

0 , it makes me afeard , 

It is so sharp beneath ; 

For he that doth place , 

A dagger in his face. 

What wears he in his sheath ? , 

“ The soldiers beard 
Doth match in this herd, 

In figure like a spade ; 

With which he will make 
His enemies quake. 

To think their grave is made.” 

MALONE. 

** The feast of Cri$pian”-~Act IV. Sc. 3. 


Crispianus 


brethren, born at Rome ,* from wM&ce they travelled t® 
Soissons in France, about the year 303, to propagate the 
Christian religion; but because they would not be charge- 
able to others for their maintenance, they exercised ftp 
trade of shoemakers; but the governor of the town dis- 
covering them to be Christians, ordered them to be be- 
headed. From which time, the shoemakers made choice of 
them for their tutelar saints.”— GREY. 

te This day shall gentle his condition.”— Act IV. Sc 3. 

King Henry V. inhibited any person but such as had 
right by inheritance, or grant, to assume coats of arms, 
except those who fought with him at the battle of Agin-, 
court, and these last were allowed the chief seats of honour 
at all feasts and public meetings.— TOLLET. 

** Thou hast unwish'd five thousand men.”— Act IV. Sc. 3. 

The numbers engaged at the battle of Ag incourt are 
variously stat ed ; Holiushed makes the English army consist 
of 15,000, and the French of 00,000 horse, besides foot, in all 
100,000; while Walsingham and Hardinge represent the 
English but as 9,000 ; and other authors say that the number 
of the French amounted to 150,000—STEEVENS. 

“ Monmouth caps”— Act IV. Sc. 7. 

Monmouth caps were formerly much worn. “ The best 
caps (says Fuller, in his Worthies of Wales,) were former- 
ly made at AIomnouth,v.'h.cre the Capper's chapel doth 
still remain. If (he adds) at this day, (1560) the phrase of 
* wearing a Monmouth cap,* be taken in a bad acception, I 
hope the inhabitants of that town will endeavour to dis- 
prove the occasion thereof.”— MALONE. 

“ When Alencon and myself were down, together.” 

* Act IV. Sc. 7. 

Tills circumstance is not an invention of Shakspeare's. 
Henry was felled to the ground at the battle of Agincourt, 
by the duke of Alencon, but recovered and slew two of the 
duke’s attendants. * Afterwards, Alencon was killed by the 
king’s guard, contrary to Henry’s intention, who wished to 
have saved him.— MALON E. 

“ Davy Gam, esquire.”— Act IV. Sc. 8. 

This gentleman being sent by Henry, before the battle, 
to reconnoitre the enemy, and to find out their strength, 
made this report :— * May it please you, my liege, there are 
enough to be killed, enough to be taken prisoners, and 
enough to run away.” He also saved the king’s life during 
the engagement.— MALONE. 

u Do we all holy rites”— Act IV. Sc. 8. 

“ The king, when he saw no appearance of enemies, 
caused the retreat to be blowen, and gathering liis army 
together, gave thanks to Almighty God for so happy a vic- 
tory, causing his prelates and cliapeline* to sing this psalme, 
In exilu Israel de Egypto ; and commaunding every map 
to kneel downe at this verse,— Non nobis, domine , non no* 
bis, sed nomini tuo da gloriam ; which done, he caused Te 
Deurn and certain anthems to be sung, giving laud and 
praise to God, and not boasting of his owne force, or a ns 
humai nc power.”— H OL1N SHED. 
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** Hung be the heavens with black.”— Act I. Sc. 1 . 

Alluding to our ancient stage practice, when a tragedy 
was to be performed. So in Sydney’s Arcadia: “There 
arose even with the sunne, a vaile of darke cloudes, before 
his face; which shortly had blackened over all the face of 
heaven, rireparing (as it were) a mournfull stage for a tra- 
gedie to be played upon.”— STEEV eNS. 

“ Sir John Fastolfe.”— Act I. Sc. I. 

The historical Fastolfe, here introduced, was a lieutenant- 
general, deputy regent to the Duke of Bedford, in Nor- 
mandy, and a knight of the garter. Hall and Holinshed 
say that he was degraded for cowardice ; but Heylin, in his 
Saint George for England, tells, that “ He was afterwards, 
upon good reason by him alledged in his defence, restored 
to his honour.” “ This Sir John Fastolfe,” continues he, 
“ was, Without doubt, a valiant apd wise captain.” 

FARMER* 

w England all Olivers and Rowlands bred”— Act I. Sc. 2. 

These were two of the most famous in the list of Charle- 
magne’s twelve peers ; and such an extravagant detail of 
their exploits is giv'en by the old romancers, that from 
thence arose the saying, of 4 giving one a Rowland for his 
Oliver,* to signify the watching one incredible lie with 
another. ’’-WAHBURTON. 

“ Enter the Bastard of Orleans.” — Act I. Sc. 2. 

Bastard , in former times, was not a term of reproach. 
Bishop Hurd, speaking of the agreement between the 
heroic and Gothic manner, says, that “Bastardy was in 
credit With both;” and one of William the Conqueror’s 
charters begins, “ Ego Gulielmus, cognomento Bastardus.” 
(I, William, sumamed the Bastard.)— VAILLANT. 

“ : — . — Here is my keen edg'd sword. 

Deck'd with five fioiver-ae-luces on each side.” Act I. Sc.2. 

“ In a secret place there among old iron, appointed she 
bir sword to be sought out and brought her, that with five 
(Soure de luces was graven on both sides.”— HOLINSHED. 

“ Was Mahomet inspired with a dove Act I. Sc. 2. 

Mahomet had a dove, “ which he used to feed with wheat 
out of his ear ; which dove, when it was hungry, lighted on 
bis shoulder, and thrust its bill in to find its breakfast • 
Mahomet persuaded the rude and simple Arabians, that it 
was the Holy Ghost that gave him advice.”— LIFE OF 
MAHOMET, by Dr. PRIDEAUX, 


“ This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 

To slay thy brother Abel , ij'thou wilt”— Act I. Sc. S 

About four miles from Damascus is a high hill, reported 
to be the same on which Cain slew his brother A bel”— 

FORE. 

44 — . — The terror of the French, 

The scare-crow that affrights our children so.” 

Act I. Sc. 4. 

“This man ( Talbot ) was to the French people a very 
scourge, and a daily terrpr, insomuch, that as his person 
was fearful, and terrible to bis adversaries, so bis name and 
fame was spiteful and dreadful to the common people ab- 
sent ; insomuch that women in France to feare their yong 
children, would crye, The Talbot commeth, the Talbot 
commeth .’’-HALL’S CHRONICLE. 

“ Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens.”— Act I. Sc . 6. 

The gardens of Adonis, so frequently mentioned by Greek 
writers, Plato, Plutarch, &c. were nothing but portable 
eartlien pots, with some lettuce or fennel growing in them. 
On liis yearly festival, every woman carried one of them for 
Adonis's worship, because Venus had oirce laid him in a 
lettuce bed. The next day they were thrown away. It w«l 
be seen by the text, that the poet has totally misapplied this 
circumstance.— BENTLEY, &c. 

“ Rhodope.” — Act I. Sc. 6. 

Rhodope was a famous strumpet, who acquired immense 
riches by her trade. The least, but most finished of the 
Egyptian pyramids, was built at her cost. She is said after- 
wards to have married Psammetichus, king of 

“ Coffer of Darius.”— Act I. Sc. 6- 

When Alexander the Great took the city of Gaza, (ho 
metropolis of Syria, amidst the other sports and wealth of 
Darius, treasured up there, he found.an exceeding rich and 
beautiful little chest or caske-\ and asked those about him 
what they thought fittest to be laid up in it. When they 
had severally delivered their opinions, he told them, he 
esteemed nothing so worthy to be preserved in it as Ho- 
mer’s Iliad.— THEOBALD. 

« The Parliament house.*— Act III. Sc. 1. 

This parliament was held in 1426, at Leicester, though 
the author of this play has represented it to have been held 
in London. King Henry was now in the fifth year of hi* 
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the first parliament which was held in London, 
•north’’ fter his father’s death, his mother Queen Katherine 
brought the young king from Windsor to the metropolis, 
and sat op the throne of*the parliament- house with the 
latant in her lap.— MALONE. 

* Thou bastard of my .grandfather l*— Act III. Sc. I. 

The Bishop of Winchester was an illegitimate son of John 


of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster, by Katherine Swynfori xrhem 
the duke afterwards married.— MALQN jS. 1 ur ®» WD ®* 

* Ye charming spells and periapts *—Act Y. Sc $ 
Periapts were portions of scripture enclosed in bars of 
silk or velvet., and worn round the neck; they were sSnaJ- 
times quilted on parts of the dress. They were esteemed 
preservatives from disease .—STEEVENS/ &c. 


* Margery Jourdain”-—Act I. Sc. 2. 

_ Jt appears from Rymer, that in the tenth year of Henry 
yr. Margery Jour demay n, John Virley. clerk, and friar 
John Ashwell, were, on the 9tli of May, 1433. brought from 
Windsor hy the constable of the castle, to which they were 
committed for sorcery, before the counsel at Westminster, 
and afterwards, by art order of council, delivered into the 
custody of the lovd chancellor. The same day it was order- 
ed DV the lords Of counriL that fh* qii^ 
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cuscooy 01 me iovu cnanceuor. Tile same day it was order- hwoT. 'K7iV 7 men and to fewa 

ed by the lords of council, that whenever the said Virie'y and }S! S»vVtous1n?S iowSinSw®* a ci d dr S ar I ftd to }lis lovers. 
Ashwell should finu security for their good behaviour; they ^ nV if?o C ^. b l e ^ nd I^ e of lyfe made him bothe 

fihou d bn sM At ihovtv • W? tonnget Crod, his prynce. and hvmselfp.iYi . 


ctj oy me torus oi council, mat wnenever the said V rley and 
Ashwell should find security for their good behaviour, they 

should be set at liberty ; and in like manner, that Jourde- *77 ri t717 ““V* VJ ,mocuc > I “ ms latter dayes : 

ayn should be discharged, on her husband’s finding seen- laJr? ?rote J f hit ?, nd , his <*apel- 

nty. Tto worn*, wa, alterwwis tarned iu SmUMgld. 

«A sand bag*— Act II. Sc. 3, * m ab ^ either by P olicift to 

As. according to the old laws of duel, knights were to nor wiU nmne^ ** ot i death ,£ e hired, 

fight with the lance and sword, so those of an inferior rank died; I thought mvJSf Irnffni < til Hi ei) v? o/ Bet forde 
fought with an ebon staff or battoon, to the farther end of mine nlS!2fI A\ a iL‘i^ tbe .,:! be ] e » M wll £n I saw 


v thou b s'st death. I'll give thee England's treasure » 

; TT Act in. sc', a. 

In Hall’s Chronicle, Beaufort’s last moments are fh«« 
of 1 wlnrh^t£ a I in f doynpaiemw Beauford, Byshop 

e£;Y. inc h e ster, and called the riche cardynall, departed ont 
of this worlds. This man was haunt in stomach and hyirh in 
ryche above measure of all moi and t" lews 
liberal ; disdaynful to ms kynne, and dreadful to hi, lovers 

I'llS covetous mafif inTil a ami linna v? *OVerS. 




* A cup of charneco .*— Act II. Sc. 3. 

* Some drinking the neat wine of Orleance, some the Gas- 
cony, some the Bordeaux. There wanted neither sherry, 
sack, nor ckanuco, malign, nor amber coloured candvv 
nor liquorice lpocras, brown beloved bastard, fat Alicant 
.NEW^TE k 'lll2 tOI ‘ li< * uor -'’- TH!i BLACK DOO 0# 


ffitei ,X ,lou uu.^ix. uuo up c7m,iL 7.7 ior wae« ne snipped intc 

•NEW GATE, 1012. Suffolk, entendynge to be transported into France, he was 

* This knave's tongue begins to double.*- Act. II. Sc. 3. duke?/ Etc eYter t W™«te£te ^*u« P i ertaiai ?? to thc 

Houushed’s account of this combat between the armourer called the Nicholas oFithe Towre TlmranSn ^/r ,ondor b 
* curious , ; 7 n , the same yeare &ls °’ a cSSeine hark, 'vrith smafi ^figlit, entwed into the dukei s hv?^ Sa “S 
n!2«» Ul a ir? ea f ieii S f treason by a servant of his perceyying his person present, brought himte f 


crease my treasure, in hope to have worn a trypnle crmim* 
But I see now the world fay letli me, and so I am deceyred - 
praying you all to pray for me*— MALONE. ° yvea ’ 

* The sea-shore near Dover.*— Act IV. Sc. 1. 

. * But fortune would not that this flagitious person fthis 
should so escape ; for when he s&pped intc 

as® i 


v,uuuu« ; - jh me same yenre also, a certeine 
®*^ 0Ul ’ e I waa appeached cf treason by a servant of his 
pwne.^For proofe whereof a daie was giuen them tofirht 
wa« ^insomuch that in conflict the said armourer 

ov<-> come and slame; hut yet by misgouerning of him. 

morrow when lie should have come to the 
neiti fre3h and fastmg, his neighbours came to him, and gauc 
him wmc and strong drmke in surh excessive sort, that he 
was therewith distempered, and reeled as be went; and so 
» wUhout gui 1 te. As for the false servant, he lined 
?w!n5£5 he °u g . n i ial ® xche< l«er record of expenses at- 
$ e , c .?mbat has been preserved, from whence it 
appears, that the armourer was not killed by his opponent 
c!lL C0 - n<,u - er *u’ , and mediately afterwards hanged. The 
rfft' w ast r fl icle in . ^e account, and was struck 

oft by the barons of the exchequer, because it contained 
charges unauthorised by the sheriffs contained 

“’ Also paid to officers for watching 1 of ye 1 
ded man in Smnh felde ye same day and ye J 
nyghte after yt ye hart ail was doou, and tbr I 
hors hyre for the officers at the cxecucio*' I 
do JP?’ and .^°r ye hangman >s labour vjs. vid. V c s -. . 4: 

Iay U,,UU f e de A Sum. x y . v,u 

^°u P p ai ^ I 


iwi * uuic aim n. 
settynsr up of ye said mannys 
don Brigge, vd. 


^S e iS!^iiiTEEVjENS e lucurred on this occasion was m ‘* u J^i-Actfivfsc^^^ 7 ^ mav COme 0ut you 
* curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan » Holinshed says of Wat Tyler , “ It was rennW/>d tnd« a 

awSSa»«is'J3 

^SSSSSSSlfes ■ 

asawasaliiaB! 

sosiessssassfcsa^g s,S®S»a 


77771 - x - i culcre(I ln to uio duke’s shyppe. and 
lZ f^ S mx S ^ er:son pi ; eseat > Brought him to B over rode, 
fn k tb ? re l 011 on ? ; s y de of a cecke-bote, caused his head 

aad^hlfre bSeiS.Hi.^E’S^H&ONIClliB. 88 iD Su ® >1 ^ e ' 

* This Monument <tf the victory will I bear.*— Act IV. Sc. 5. 

* ?, ac ] c 'S ad ®» upon liis victory against the Staffords 
eflt e nlii o hl SJfd * Sir Hu mi ?h rey >s brigandine, set iuU ?f 

^ retur “ e<1 a£aia towardJ 

* The pissing -conduit rztn nothing but claret* 

Act IV. Sc. 6. 

This pissing-conduit was the standardrm Cherny 
which, as Stowe relates, “ John Weis, tracer mat*? iAn’ 
caused to be # made with a small cesterne for fresh water* 
having one cock continually running*— RITSON. w ‘ tter ' 
u Set London bridge on fire.*— Act IV. Sc. 6. 

^mc, London bridge ivas made of wood. “ After 
' ”7^’ J a ys Hall, u he entered London, and cut the rone* 
f the draw- bridge* In this rebellion, the houseson Tnn 
don bridge were burnt, and many of the inhabitant/^-isiI?£ 

moJi"-Mt.lV.Af ni ' lma may come m “ V*w 

Holinshed says of Wat Tyler, «* It was re n nr tea a 

£» 

“ Matthew Gough."— Act IV. c. 7. 

i a ^u 0f g [? at and much experience in feats nf 
chivalne, the which in continual! wavres had s petit his t W 
m serving of the king and of his father.”— HOLINSHED. 

“ Kent. Men's garden . — Act IV. Sc 19 


REED. I 

king henry 


«*. tberebeTasalS st HStfififa " “ ta 

HOLINSHED. 


m ^ * A Itll 

M Stern Faulconbridge covimands the narrow seas?' 

and robbed, both hr seaanTiami aSV • fe J ] lnt 5 poverty, 

•* *“ >?“ d 

Th S JL d A nd ?- rea f y? Or is it fear RITS0N * 

w Whilst £5i*i hlm C *°l e kls eyes? "~ Act I. Sc. 3. 

this bat tail was fighting, a priest called Sir Ho- 


. Part III, 


both with holding up his ^ce, 

tenaoce, for ki? C ° UI1 - 

** Puttie HALL’S CHRONICLE. 

tt % uttin V ?P?P g r ^wn on Ms head."- Act, I. Sc 4 


r 
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m 


#hioned and made of seggcs or bulrushes ; and having so 
crowned bun.' with 1 that garlande, they kneeled downe afore 
him, as the Jews did to Christe in scorne, saying to him. 
' hayle king without rule, bayle king without heritage, 
hayle duke and prince witliout people or possessions.’ And, 
it length, having thus scorned him with these and dvverse 
stiier the like despiteful woordes, they strooke off his head, 
which (as ye have heard) they presented to the queen.’ 

HOLINSHED. 

“ Of with his head , and set it on York gates; 

So York mag overlook the tovm of York ”—ActI. Sc. 4. 

This gallant prince fell by his own imprudence, in conse- 
quence of leading an army of only five thousand men to 
engage with twenty thousand. He and Cecily his wife, with 
his son Edmond, earl of Rutland, were originally buried in 
the chancel of Foderingay church, and (as Peacham informs 
us in his Complete Gentleman, 1(527), “ when the chancel, 
in that furie of knocking churches and sacred monuments 
in the head, was also felled to the ground,” they were re- 
moved into the church-yard; and afterwards u lapped in 
lead ; they were buried in the church, by the command- 
ment of queen Elizabeth, and a mean monument of plais- 
ter, wrought with the trowel, erected over them, very 
homely, and far unfitting so noble princes. I remember,’’ 
adds the same author, <r master Creuse, a gentleman and 
my worthy friend, who dwelt at the college at the same time, 
told me, that their coffins being opened, their bodies ap- 
peared very plainly to be discerned, and withal, that the 
duchess of Cicely had about her necke, hanging in a silken 
ribbande, a pardon from Rome, which, penned in a very fine 
Roman hand, was as faire and freshetobe reade, as ft had 
been written yesterday. ’’—MALONE. 

“Do I see three suns ?”— Ac til. Sc. 1. 

“ At which tyme the sow (as some write) appeared to the 
erle ot Marche like three sonnes , and sodainely joyned al- 
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togither in one ; upon whiche sight lree took such courage, 
that he, fiercely setting on his enemyes, put them to flight ; 
and for this cause mene yrnagined that he gave the son ia 
his full brightness for his badge or cognisance.* 

HOLINSHED. 

“ Sir John Cray.’’— -Act. III. Sc. 2. 

Sir John Gray is here stated to have died fighting for the 
house of York, than which nothing can be more opposed to 
truth. He fell in the second bat-tie of St. Albans, which was 
fought on Shrove Tuesday. Feb. 17, 1460, fighting on the 
side of king Henry. In Richard III. the manner of hii 
death is truly stated.— MALONE. 

“ I was not ignoble of descexit” — Act IV. Sc. t. 

Lady Elizabeth, Edward IV. ’s' queen, was the daughter ot 
Sir Richard 'Widville , afterwards earl of Rivers ; her mot he i 
was Jaqueline, duchess dowager of Bedford, who was 
daughter to Peter of Luxemburg!!, ear! of St. Paul, aud 
widow of John, duke of Bedford, the brother of Henry V. 
t MALONE. 

This pretty lad will prove our coxmtry's bliss.” 

•Act IV. Sc. 6. 

When Richmond, whose future grandeur is here prophe- 
sied, became king, his gratitude to Henry VI. for his early 
presage in his favour, made him solicit pope Julius to ca- 
nonize him as a saint; but either Henry Vil. would not pay 
the money demanded, or, as Bacon supposes, (he pope re- 
fused, lest “ as Henry was reputed in the world abroad 
but as a simple man, the estimation of that kind of honour 
might be diminished, if there were not a distance kept be- 
tween innocents and saints.”— MALONE. 

During the contest between the houses of York and Lan- 
caster, sixteen battles were fought, and upwards of ninety 
thousand persons were slain. This carnage, though con- 
siderable, sinks into insignificance when we remember the 
battles of Moskwa, Leipsic,aud Waterloo. 


“ He hearkens after prophecies and dreams Act I. Sc. 1. 

“ Some have reported, that the cause of this nobleman’s 
death (the duke of Clarence,) rose of a foolish prophecie, 
which was, that after king Edward, should rnigrie one 
whose first letter of Ms name should be a G ; wherewith the 
king and queen were sore troubled, and began to conceive 
a grievous grudge against this duke, and could not be quiet 
till they had brought him to his end.”— HOLIN SHED. 

Some historians say, that when Clarence endeavoured to 
obtain in marriage Mary, the daughter and heiress of the 
duke of Burgundy, his brother, king Edward, was dis- 
pleased, because he wished to unite that lady with Rivers, 
the queen’s brother; and in this" way the breach between 
the brothers has been explained.— MALONE. 

“ — — — See l dead Henry's wounds, 

Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh 

Act I. Sc. 2. 

It is a tradition very generally received, that the mur- 
dered body bleeds on the touch of the murderer. This was 
so much believed by Sir Kenelm Digby. that he has en- 
deavoured to explain the cause.— JOHNSON. 

“ Pattern of thy butcheries ."—Act 1. Sc. 2. 

“ The dead corps, on the Ascension even, was conveied 
with bills and glaives, pompouslie, (if you will call that 
a funeral pompe) from the Tower of the church of Saint 
Paule, and there laid onabeire or coffin bare-facced; the 
same in the presence of the beholders, did bleed, where it 
rested the space of one whole daie. From thence he was 
carried to Blackfriars, and bled there likewise. 

HOLINSHED. 

“ Crosby place.”— Act I. Sc. 2. 

Crosby-place is now Crosby -square, in Bishopsgate- 
street; part of the house is yet remaining, and is a meet- 
ing-place for a presbyterian congregation. This magnifi- 
cent mansion was built in theyear 1466, by sir John Crosby, 

g rocer and woolman. Sir J. Crosby’s tomb is in the neigh - 
ouring church of St. Helen the Great— STEEVENS. 

“ The Countess Richmond.”— Act I. Sc. 3. 
Margaret, daughter to John Beaufort, first duke of So- 
merset, after the death of her first husband, Edmund 
Tudor, earl of Richmond, half brother to king Henry VI, 
by whom she had. only one son, afterwards king Henry VII.; 
she married first sir Henry Stafford, uncle to Humphrey* 
duke of Buckingham.— MALONE. 

** yyert thou not banished onpain of death?”— Act I. Sc. 3. 

Margaret fled into France after the bat tle of Hexham, in 
1464, and Edward thereupon issued a proclamation, pro- 
hibiting any of bis subjects from aiding her to return, or 
harbouring her, should she revisit England. On the I4lh of 
April, 1471, she landed at Weymouth. After the battle of 
Tewskbury, in the same year, she was confined in the Tower, 
Where she continued till 1475, when she was ransomed by 
her father, Regnier, and removed to France, where she 
died in 14S2. The present scene is in 1477, so that her ap- 
pearance here is a mere poetical fiction— MALONE. 

“ Your brother Gloster hates you.”— Act I. Sc. 4. 
Gloster haled Clarence, because he would not share with 
him that moiety of the estate of the great earl of W arwick, 
to which Gloster was entitled on his marriage with the 
younger sister of the duchesstff Clarence, lady Ann Nevill, 
who had been betrothed to ‘Edward, prince ot Wales. This 
seems proved by a letter from Sir John Fasten to his bro- 
ther, dated Feb. 14, 1471: * Yesterday, the king, the 
queene, my lords of Clarence an 1 Gloster, went to Shene 
to pardon ; men say, not all in charity. The king en- 


treatetlv my lord of Clarence for my lord of Gloster; and 
as it is said, he answereih, that he may well have ray lady 
his sister in law, but they shall part ?io livelihood , as he 
saith ; so what will fall can I not say.”— MALONE. 

“ Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your chamber.” 

Act III. Sc. 1. 

London was anciently cal' ed Camera Regis. So in Hey- 
wood’s If you know not Me, you know Nobody, 1633; 
“ This city, our great chamber.”— V OPE. 

“ Enter Buckingham.”— Act III. Sc. 2. 

Tlie jesting remarks here given to Buckingham were 
really made by Sir Thomas Howard, afterwards intro- 
duced in this play as earl of Surry. The same morning 
ere he (Hastings) were up from his bed, where Shore’s 
wife lay with him all night, thei*e came to him sir Thoma* 
Haward, [Howard] sonne to the lord Howard, as ifc wert 
of courtesie, to accompaignie him to tfjo counsgijl; hut 
forasmuch© as he the’ lord Hastings not readie, he 
taried awhile for him, and hasted him away. This sir 
Thomas, while the lord Hastings stayed awhile eom- 
rnunyng with , a priest whom he met in the Tower sfrete, 
broke the lord’s tale, saying to him merrily, ‘ What, my 
lord, I pray you come on, wherefore talk you so long with 
the priest ? you have no need of a priest yet; and laughed 
upon him, as thoughhe would saye, you shall’have nede of 
one soone.” Continuation of Harding’s Chronicle. 

K Bishop of Ely.”— Act III. Sc. 4. 

Dr. John Morton, elected bishop of Ely in 1478, advanced 
to the see of Canterbury in I486, appointed lord chancellor 
in 1487, died in 1500. He deserves the gratitude of pos- 
terity as having first suggested a marriage between Henry 
VII. and Elizabeth, tlie eldest daughter of Edward IV., 
which union terminated the long and bloody contest be- 
tween the houses of York and Lancaster— MALONE. 
u Put to death a citizen.”— Act III. Sc. 5. 

This person was one Walker, a substantial citizen and 
grocer, atthe Crown, in Cheapside— GREY. 

“ Baynard's Castle”— Act III, Sc. 5. 

It was originally built by Baynard, a nobleman, who, 
according to Stowe, came hv with the Conqueror. This 
edifice, which stood in Thames street, has long been pulled 
down, though part of its strong foundations are still visible 
at low water. The site of it is now a timlv r yard. 

STEEVENS. 

“ Doctor Shaw.”— Act II. Sc. 5. 

Shaw and Penker were two popular preachers. Instead 
of a pamphlet being published to furnish the advocates of 
the administration with plausible arguments on great po- 
litical measures, it was formerly usual to publish the 
court- creed from the pulpit of Saint Paul’s cross. As 
Richard now employed doctor Shaw to support his claim 
to the crown, so about fifteen years before, the great earl 
of Warwick employed his chaplain, doctor Godard, Ic 
convince the people that Henry VI. ought to be restored, 
and that Edward IV. was an usurper— MALONE . 

“ The brats of Clarence.”— Act III. Sc. 5. 

Edward, earl of Warwick, who, after Ihe battle of B os- 
worth, was sent, by Richmond, to the Tower, without even 
the shadow of an allegation against him, and executed, 
with equal injustice, on Tower-hill, Nov. 21, 14®; and 
Margaret, afterwards mamedto sii Richard Pole, the last 

f irmcess of the house of Lancaster, who was restored to her 
ion ours in the fifth year of Henry VIII. and in the thirty- 
first year of his reign, (1540,) atthe age of seventy, was put 
to death by that sanguinary tyrant. The immediate cause 


% 



EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


otf Warwick’s feeing put to death was, that the king of 
Spain would not marry his daughter Katherine to Arthur, 
prince of Wales, during his life-time. This murder (for it 
deserves no other name,) made such an impression on Ka- 
therine, that when she was informed of Henry’s intention 
to repudiate her, she exclaimed, 44 1 have not offended. hut 
it is a just judgment of Gcd, for my first marriage was made 
in blood.”— MALONE. 

44 With his contract with Lady Lucy." — Act III. Sc. 7. 

The king had been familiar with this lady before his mar- 
riage, to obstruct which, his mother alleged a precontract 
lieiween them : Whereupon dame Elizabeth Lucy was sent 
for, and albeit she was by the kyng his mother, and many 
other, put in goods comfort to alfirme that she was assured 
to the kyuge, yet when site was solemnly sworn to save the 
truth, she confessed she was never ensured. Howbeit, she 
sayed kis grace spake such lovyitige wordes to her, that she 
verily hoped he woulde have married iter, and that yf suche 
Linde wordes had not bene, she would never have shewed 


Were red hot-steel, to searme to thebtainP 

Act W. 0s. 1, 

An allusion to the ancient mode of punishing a regicldte, 
or any other egregious criminal, by placing a cro^n ol 
iron, heated red hot, upon his head — MALONE. 

“ The earldom of Hereford."— Act IV. Sc. 2. 
bhalcespeare makes Richard refuse to go-ant the Hereford 
estate t o Buckingham, and their quarrel is the consequence 
in the trag< <fiy. This is contrary to the truth of history. 
Buckingham actually obtained from Richa-d III. when he 
usurped the throne, tire earldom of Hereford, and the 
office of constable of England, which had long been an- 
nexed by inheritance to that earldom— MALONE. 

“ Lest, being seen, thy brother , tender George , 

lie executed." Act V. Sc. 3. 


trum, sne comessea snc was never ensured. riowoeit, sue « The lord S*nnW lodged in the camp town /StafforrU 

vfsnciS and heaving that the earie of Richmond was marching thi- 
verily liope-dhe \souluehRx<5 inunicd tlMt jf suchc fyv#»r\vftvd to liim flislnd^ino 1 liitn irbI i t c * n 

Unde wordes had not bene, she would never have shewed n 11 su sricioir atVaide least bein^een oncm? 

rhvn^ ! >^ n f/fr uuri<!In\ S p kyndely gette her with to a f->i C tor or avder to the earie, his son-in-law, ''before 
chylde. — HALL S LiutuMOLb. the dav of ha ttvle. that kine Richard, which vet not utteri* 


* 0, would to God, that the inclusive verge 
Qf golden metal, that must round my brow. 


I the day of bn ttvle, that king Richard, which yet not utterly 
put him in diffidence and mistrust, would put to some evil 
death his son and heir-apparent,”— HOLINSHED. 

RING HENRY VIII. 


“ Butcher's cur."— Act 1. Sc. 1. 

When the duke of Buckingham’s death was reported to 
the emperor Charles V. he said. 44 The first buck of England 
was worried to death by a butcher's dog." — TfEEVENS. 

44 The duke being at the rose."— Act 1. Sc. 2. 

This house was purchased about the year 1001 , by Richard 
Hill, sometime master of the Merchant-Tailors’ Company, 
and is now- the Merchant-Tailors’ School, in Suffolk- lane. 

WHALLEY 

*/ Leave these remnants 

Of foot, and feather Act L Sc. 3. 
“At that time (in the court of Henry VIII.) I was no 
common squire, no under trodden torch- bearer ; I had my 
feather in my cap as big as a JUtg in the foretop, my 
French doublet gelt in the belly, us chough (like a pig 
readie to he spitted.) all my guts had been plucked out; 
a naive of side-naned hose that hung down like two scales 
tilled with Holland cheeses ; my long stock that sate close 
to my dock, my rapier pendent like a round sticke, &c. ; 
niv blacke cloak e of black cloth, ouerspreadkig my backe, 
iyxe a thornbacke on an elephant’s rare; and in con 
summation of my curiositie, my luuides without gloves, 
all a more French.” 

NASHE’S LIFE OF JACKE WITTON, 1594. 
Enter the King, and twelve others , as maskers.” 

Act I. Sc. 4. 

44 Before the king began to dance, they requested leave 
to accompany the ladies at manchanve. Leave being 
granted, t hen went the masquers ami lirst saluted all the 
dames, and then returned to the most worthiest, and then 
opened the great cup of gold, filled with crownes and 
other pieces, to cast at. Thus perusing all the gentle- 
women, of some they wonne, and to some they lost. And 
having viewed alt the ladies, they returned to the cardinal 
with great reverence, pouring dovvne all their gold, which 
was above two hundred crowns. At all, quoth the car- 
dinal, and casting the die, he won it; whereat was made 
great joy CAVENDISH’S LIFE OF WOLSEY. 

44 1 were unmannerly to take you out, 

And not to kiss you.* Act 1. Sc. 4 

A kiss was anciently the established fee of a lady's 
partner. So, in A Dialogue between Custom and Veritie, 
on the Use and Abuse of Datmcing and Minslrelsie, no 
date, “ imprinted at London, at the long shop, adjoining 
unto Saint Mildred’s church in the Fultrie, by John Allde,” 
we find the following stanza: 

* l Jint some reply, what foole would daunce, 

If i hat when daunce is doon. 

Hr may not have at ladyes lippes 
That which in daunce he amo/rf’’— STEEVENS. 

“ Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little healed.— Act I, Sc. 4. 
The king, on being discovered, and desired by Wolsey to 
take his place, said that he would 44 first go and shift him: 
and, thereupon, went into the cardinal’s bed chamber, 
where was a great fire prepared for him, and there he new 
appareled himself with riche and priiicelie garments. A ud 
in the king’s absence the dishes Of the banquet were cleans 
taken ft wav. and the fables covered with new and perfumed 
clothes. Then the king took his seat under the cloath of 
estate, commanding every person io sit still as before; and 
uien came in a new banquet before his majestie of two 
hundred dishes, and so they passed the night In banqueting 
and dancing till morning.” 

CAVENU UfcjfTS LIFE OF WOLSEY. 
44 Norfolk opens a folding dmr ; the king is discovered 
sitting, and reading pensively. Act II. Sc. 2. 

.. ^ be .,^ ag ^l irec , tion in the oM c °Py is a singular one. 

hxit lord Chamberlain, and the king draws (he curtain, 
and sits reading pensively and it will enable us teas- 
certain precisely the state of the theatre in Shakspenre’s 
rims. When a person was to be discovered in a different 
apartment from that in which the original speakers in the 
scene are exhibited, the method was to place such person 
in' the back part of the stage, behind the curtains which 
wort,, occasionally, suspended across it These the person 


who was to he discovered (as Henry in the present case) 
drew back j ust at the fit moment. Rowe, looking no fur- 
ther than the modern stage, changed the direction thus • 
44 The scene opens, and discovers the king,” &c. hut besides 
the folly of introducing scenes when there were none, such 
an exhibition would be improper, for Norfolk has just said 
“ Let’s in,” and, therefore, should himself do some act in 
order to visit the king. This, indeed, in the simple state of 
the old stage, was not attended to; the king, very civilly, 
discovering himself. — MALONE. 

K That he ran mad and died.”— Act II. Sc. 2. 

u Aboute this time the king received into favour Dr. Ste- 
phen Gardiner, whose service housed in matters of great 
secrecie and weight©, admitting him in the roome of doctor 
Face , the which, being continually abrode in amhassades, 
and the same oftentymes not much necessarie, by the car- 
dinalle’K appointment, at lengthe he tooke such greefe 
therewithe, that he fell out of his right wittes.” 

HOLINSHED. 

* Two gentlemen, bearing two great silver pillars. 

Act II. Sc. 4. 

Wolsey had one pillar borne before him as cardinal, and 
another as legate. So in The Treatous, an ancient sati rical 
poem, by William Roy : 

44 With worldly pompe incredible, 

Before him rydeth two prestes strange : 

And they bear two crosses right lunge, 

Gapynge in every man's face : 

After them folowe two lays men secular. 

And each eg' iheym holdyn a pillar , 

In their hondes steade of a mace.” — STEEVENS. 

* The queen, and some of her women, at work ” 

Act HI. Sc. I, 

Her majesty, (says Cavendish,) on being informed that 
the Cardinals were coming to visit her, 4 rose up, having a 
skein of red silke about her necke, being at work with her 
maidens Cavendish attended Wolsey, on this visit, and 
the Queen’s answer in the play is exactly conformable to 
that which he has recorded, and which he appears to have 
beard her pronounce.”— MALONE. 

“ 0, good my Lord, no Latin.”— Act III. Sc. I. 

* Then begane the cardinal! to Speake to her in Icitine. 
Naie, good my lord, (quoth she,) speak to me in English.” 

HOLINSHED. 

“ Worse than the sacring bell.”— Act III. Sc. 2. 

Ike little bell which is rung to giv e notice of the host ap- 
proaching, when it is carried in procession, as also in other 
offices of ihe Romish church, is called the sacring, or con- 
secration hell ; from the French word, sacrer ” 

THEOBALD. 

* Ipswich”- Act IV. Sc. 2 . • 

* The foundation-stone of the college, which the cardinal 
founded in this place, was discovered a few years ago. It 
is now in the chapter- house of Christ church, Oxford.” 

SEWARD’S ANECDOTES. 
* You'd spare your spoons.”— Act V. Sc. 2. 

It was the custom, long before Shakspeare’s time, for the 
sponsors at christenings to offer gilt spoons as a present to 
tne child. These spoons were called apostle spoons, because 
the figures of the apostles were carved on the handles. Such 
as were opulent and generous gave the whole twelve ; those 
who were less richer liberal escaped at the expense of the 
four evangelists : and some gave one spoon only, which 
exhibited the figure of the saint in honour of whom the 
child was named.— STEEVENS. 

44 Paris garden.”— Act V. Sc. 3. 

This celebrated Bear garden, on the Bankside, was sc 
called from Robert de Paris, who hod a hot house and 
garden there in the time of Richard II, The globe theatre 
•in which Shakspeare was an actor, stood on the southern 
side of the Thames, and was contiguous to this noted 
place of tumult. [Seethe Account of the Theatres in 
Shakspeare’s Time, in the former part of this yoluaaej 


EXPLANATORY NOTES. 

OILUS AND CRESSXDA. 


• Tftou stool for a witch.”— Act II. Sc. 1. 

ll one way of trying a witch, they used-' to place her on 
* chair or stool, with lier legs tied across, that all the weight 
of her body might rest upon her seat, and by that means, 
after some time, the circulation of the blood would he much 
Mopped, and her sitting would be as painful as the wooden 
horse.— 1 GREY. 

* The elephant.”— Act II. Sc, 3. 

It was an old opinion that elephants had no joints. Hence, 
in The Dialogues of Creatures SVIoralysed, mention is made ! 
of * 'the olefawnte that bowyth not the fcrieys ; ” a curious 
specimen of our early natural history.— STEEVENS. 

“ — the death-tokens of it 

Cry, No 'recovery ” Act II. Sc. 3. 

Dr, Hodges, in his Treatise on the Plague, says, “ Spots 
of a dark complexion, usually called tokens, and looked on 
ass the pledges or forewarnings of death, are minute and dist- 
inctblasts, which have their original from within, and rise up 
with a little pyramidal protuberance, the pestilential poi- 
son chiefly collected at their bases, tainting the neigh- 
bouring parts, and reaching to the surface.”— RE ED. 

* TIMON OF 

** In a wide Sea of wax.”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

Anciently they wrote upon waxen tables with an iron 
sty le,— HA NM ER. 

“ Met /links they should invite them without knives." 

■■ V Act I. Sc. 2. 

It was the custom in our author’s time for every guest to 
bring his own knife, which he occasionally whetted on a 
stone that hung behind the door. One of these whetstones 
mav be seen in Parkinson’s Museum. They were strangers, 
at that period, to the use of forks.— HITS ON. 

“ So soon us dinner's done we'll forth again.” 

Act II. Sc. 2. 

It may here be noticed, that in Shakspeare’s day, it was 
usual to hunt as well after dinner, as before. Thus, in 
Laneham’s Account of the Entertainment at Kenelworth 
Castle, we find that Queen Elizabeth always, while there, 
hunted in the afternoon. “ Monday w’as hot, and therefore 
her highness kept in till five o'clock in the evening, what 
time it pleased her to ryd forth into the chase ; to hunt the 
bane of fors ; which found anone, and after sore chased, 
&c — REED. 

**. I dreamt of a silver bason and ewer to-night .” 

Act III. Sc. I. 

A basin and ewer were things of importance formerly. 
They were usually of silver, and probably very costly 
workmanship was bestowed upon them, as they were exhi- 
bited to the guests before and after dinner, it being the 
fashion to wash at both those times. In The Returns from 
Parnassus, we have the following passage :—’ “ Immerito 


* Keep this sleeve.”— Act V. Sc. 2. 

The cust ran of wearing a lady’s sleeve for a far our D men- 
tioned in Hull’s Chronicle: “ O rie wore on his head* niece 
his lady’s sleeve, and another bare on his heime the glovfc 
of his deart h ng.” -STEEVENS. 

“ The drear ful sagittary.^—Act V. Sc. 5. 

“ Beyonde the royalme of Amasonne came an auiicyenl 
kynge, vyse and dyscreete, named Epystrophu*, and 
brought a > knyghfes, and a mervallouse beste that was 
called sagittayre , that behymle the mickles was an Imrse, 
and to fore a man: this bode was beery like an lirn'se, 
and had his eyn rede as a cole, and shotte well with a 
bowe: this beste made- the Grekes soreaferde, and slew 
many of them with his: briwe.” 

THE THREE DESTRUCTIONS OF TROIE, 
* Some galled goose of Winchester .” — Act V. Sc. II. 

As the public stews -were under the eontroul of the bish y 
Of Winchester, a strumpet was called a Winchester r ,„ose, 
and a galled Winchester goose may mean, fit Iter a strumpet 
afiliettrd with disease, or one that felt offended by the re- 
marks of Pandarus in the play MASON. 

ATHENS. 

his gifts have appeared in as many colours ns t he ray n bow ; 
first, to maister Amoretto, in colours of the sattiue suit 
he weares; to my lady in the similitude of a loose gowhe; 
to my maister in the likeness of a silver bason and ewer ” 

MALONE. 

u Let molten coin he thy damnation.”’— Act III. So. 1. 

In 'The Shepherd’s Calendar, Lazarus declares himself 
to have seen in hell “ a great number of wide cauldrons 
and kettles, full of boyling lead and oyle, with other hot 
metals molten, in the which were plunged and dipped the 
covetous men and women, for to fulfill and replenish them 
of their insatiate covetise.”— STEEVENS. 

“ Enter— Phrynia..” 

Phrynia was an Athenian courtezan, so exquisitely 
beautiful, that when her judges were proceeding to con- 
demn her for numerous and enormous offences, a sight of 
her bosom (which, as we learn from QuintilHan, had been 
artfully denuded by her advocate,) disarmed the court of 
its severity, and secured her life from the sentence of the 
law.— STEEVENS. 

“ The unicorn ."—Act IV. Sc. 3. 

The account of the unicorn is this : That he and the lion 
being enemies by nature, as soon as the lion sees the 
unicorn, he betakes himself to a free ; the unicorn in his 
fury, and with all the swiftness of his course, running at 
him, sticks his horn fast in thn tree, and then the lion tallc 
upon him and kills him.— GESNER’S HISTORY 09 
ANIMALS. 


CORIOLANUS. 


“ Brows bound with oak.”— Act I. Sc. 3 
The crown given by the Romans to him who saved the 
life of a citizen, which was accounted more honourable 
than any other, was composed of oak leaves.— JOHNSON. 

“ Those centuries.”— Act I. Sc. 7. 

Centuries were companies, each consisting of a hundred 
men.— STEEVENS. 

u Towards the napes of your ?iecks ,”— Act II. Sc. I. 

In allusion to the fable, which says, that every man has 
a bag hanging before him in which ne puts his neighbour’s 
faults, and another hehind him, in which he stows his own. 

JOHNSON. 

“ The kitchen malkin . — Act II. Sc. 1 . • 

A maukin, or malkin, is a kind of mop made of clouts for 


the use of sweeping ovens; thence a frightful figure of 
clouts dressed up i whence a dirty wench.— HANMEil, 

“ The breath of garlick -eaters . ’ ’—A c t IV. Sc. 6. 

To smell of garlick was once such a brand of vulgarity, 
that garlick was a food forbidden to an ancient order of 
Spanish knights, mentioned by Guevara.— J OHNSON. 

“ A s is the os)>rey ”— Act IV. Sc. 7. 

The osprey is a rare, large, blackish hawk, with a long 
neck and blue legs. It commonly feeds on fish. 

SIR EVENS 

** To have a temple built you .” — Act V. Sc. 3, 
Plutarch informs us, that, a temple dedicated to the For- 
tune of the Ladies, was built on this occasion by order 
of the senate.-STEEVENS. 


JULIUS CiESAFv. 


“ That unicorns may be betrayed with trees, 

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes ” 

Act II. Sc. I. 

Unicorns are said to have been taken by one, who, 
running behind a tree, eluded the violent push the animal 
was making at him, so that his horn spent its force on the 
trank, and stuck fast, detaining the beast till he was dis- 
patched by the hunter. Bears were surprised by mean; of 
a mirror, which they would gaze on, affording their pur- 
suers an opportunity of taking a surer aim. Elephants 
were seduced into pitfalls, lightly covered with hurdles 


and turf, on which a proper bait to tempt them was oat- 
posed .-STK EVENS. 

** When beggars die, there are no comets seen; 

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes.** 

Act II. Sc. 2. 

Tins might have been suggested by what Suetonius says 
of the hra/.mg star, which appeared for seven days together, 
during the celebration of games instituted by Augustus 
m honour of Julius. The common people believed that 
the comet indicated his reception among the god*. 

DOUCE, , 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


“ Like the courser's hair ” — Act l. Sc. 2. 

Holinshed says, “ ahorse /mire laid in a full pale of the 
dke water will in a short time stirre and become a living 
creature. Hut suh the certaintie of the.»e things is rather 
proved by few.”— STEEVENS. 

Gilded puddle.''— Act I. Sc. 2. 

There is frequently -observable -oft the surface of stagnant 
pools, that have remained long undisturbed, a reddish 
gold coloured slime : to this appearance the poet here 
Wsrs^HENLEY. 


“ Mandragora.”— Act I. Sc, 5. 

Gerard, in his Herbal, says of the mandragoraa 
“ D oscorides rjothe particularly set dowue many faoultie 
hereof, of winch notwithstanding there ho none prope 
unto it, save those that depend upon the drowsic a» 
sleeping power thereof. ’’—PERCY. 

“ That gr+ai. medicine hath 
With his tinvt i Uded Act I, Sc, 8, 

Alluding to the philosopher’s slMe, which, bv Sis to 
converts base metal iutc cold. The alchemists call t . 



EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


matter, whatever it he, by which they perform transmuta- 
tion, a medicine. — JOHNSON. 

“ I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 

Rich pearls upon thee.— Act II. Sc. 5. 

It is an eastern ceremony, at the coronation of their 
kfr:p, to p-owder them with gold-dust and feed pearl. 

“WAltB ORTON. 

“i certain queen to Casar in a mattress.” 

Act II. Sc. 6. 

“ Cleopatra trussed up in a mattrasse , and so brought 
to Coes dr, upon Apoilodorus backe.” 

NORTH’S PLUTARCH, 1579. 

** The goddess Isis”— Act III. Sc. 0, 

“ Now for Cleopatra, she did not only weare at that time 
(but al other times els, when she came abroad) the apparell 


not seen in Italy before the time of Pompejr the Greet, 
adds, it is “ a peculiar maladie, and naturall to the Egyp* 
tians ; but looke when any of their kings fell into it, woe 
worth the subjects and poor people: for then were the 
tubs and bathing vessels wherein they sate in the baine, 
filled with men’s bloud for their cure.**— REED. 

“ It was a king's ”— Act IV. Sc. 8. 

* Then came Antony again to the palace greatly boastin* 
of this victory, and sweetly kissed Cleopatra, armed as he 
was when lie came from the fight, recommending one of his 
men of arms unto her, that had valiantly fought in this 
skirmish. Cleopatra, to reward his manliness, gave him an 
armour and head- piece of clean gold.*— NORTH’S PLU- 
TARCH. 

* The pretty worm, of Nile.”— ActV, Sc. 2. 

Worm is the Teutonick word for serpent; we have the 


S i flml sn eaiie audience vnto all her Worm is the Teutonics; word ior serpent; we have the 

usa 1 Li His “i??0 8 RTH ? S PLUTARCH blilld worm and ^w-worm still in our language, and the 

subjects, as a new Isis. -IN OR mb rloiakoti. Norwegians call an enormous monster, sometimes seen 


subjects, as a new Isis. ’’-NORTH'S PLUTARCH. NorwS 

“ Whom leprosy o'er take .' — Act III. Sc. 8. j f n the Nc 

Pliny, who says, the white leprosy , or elephantiasis, was 1 

CYMBELINE. 


in the Northern ocean, the sea-worm.— JOHNSON. 


* Tenanthis .”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

Tenantius was the father of Cymbeline, and nephew of 
Cassibelan, being the younger son of his elder brother 
Lud, king of the southern part of Britain ,* on whose death, 
Cassibelan was admitted king. Cassibelan repulsed the 
Romans on their first attack, but being* vanquished by 
Julius Caesar, he agreed to pay an annual tribute to Rome. 
After his decease, Tenantius was established on the throne. 
According to some writers, he quietly paid this tribute, 
others say he refused it, and warred with the Romans. 
Shakspea re supposes the latter to be true, and follows 
Holmshed, from whom lie got the name of Sicilies. Leo- 
natus is a name which occurs in Sydney’s Arcadia. 

MALONE. 

* All sworn and honourable. 1 *— Act II. Sc. 4. 

Tt was anciently the custom for the attendants on our 
nobility, and other great personages, (as it is now for the 


servants of the king! to take an oath of fidelity on their 
entering into office.— PERCY. 

— The ruddock would 

With charitable bill bring thee all this; 

Yea, and furr'd moss besides . when flowers are none , 
To winter- ground thy corse .”— Act IV. Sc. 2. 

The ruddock is the redbreast, and is so called by Spenscw 
and Chaucer. The ofiice of covering the dead is ascribed 
to this bird by Drayton : 

“ Covering with moss the dead's unclosed eye. 

The little red-breast teacheth charitie." 

And in an old book called Cornucopia, it is said: “The 
Robin lit 1 abreast, if he find a man or woman dead, will 
cover all his face with mosse, (and some thinke that if the 
bodye should reniaine unburied, that he would cover the 
whole bmiye also.” We all remember “ The Children in 
the Wood.” 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


“ Ay, come, Semiraftds .’’—Act. II. Sc. 3. 

* Queen Semlramis loved a great horse that she had. so 
tarre forth, that she was route nt he should doe his kind 
with her.”— PLINY'S NAT. HIST. 

“A precious ring.”— Act. II. Sc. 4. 

There is supposed to be a gem called a carbuncle, which 
emits not reflected, but native light. Boyle believed in its 
existence. — JOHNSON. 

” As far from help as limbo is from bliss.” 

Act. III. Sc. 1. 

The limbus patrnm, as at was called, is a place that the 
schoolmen fancied to be in the vicinity of hell, where the 
souls of the patriarchs, and of those good men who died 
before Qur Saviour’s resurrection, were detained. 

“ Honey-stalks to sheep .”— Act IV. Sc. 1. 

Honey stalks are clover-flowers, which contain a sweet 
juice. It is common for cattle to overcharge themselves 
with clover, and die.*— JOHNSON. 

* Bring down the devil.”— Act. V. Sc. 1. 

It appears from these words, that the audience were 
amused with part of the apparatus of an execution, unci 
that Aaron was mounted on a ladder, as ready to be turned 
ctt'.-STEEVENS. * 


“Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred” — Act. V. Sc. 3. 

The additions made by Ravenscroft to this scene, are so 
much of a piece with it, that we cannot omit shewing the 
reader how he continues the speech before us 

“Thus cramm'd , thou'rt bravely fatten'd up for hell. 
And thus to Patto l do serve thee up.” 

[ Stabs the Emperess.’] 
And then—* A curtain drawn discovers the heads and hands 
of Chiron and Demetrius hanging up against the wall; their 
bodies in chains in bloody linen.*— STEEVENS. 

“Some stay to see him fasten'd in the earth.” 

Act V. Sc. 3. 

That justice and cookery may go hand in hand to the 
conclusion of this play, in Ravenscimft’s alteration of it, 
Aaron is at once racked and roasted on the stage. 

We have already given specimens of the changes made 
in this piece by Ravenscroft, who revised it successfully 
in the year 1087; and may add, that when the empress stabs 
her child, he has supplied the Moor with the following lines: 

* She has outdojie me, ev'n in mine own art. 

Outdone me in murder, kill'd her own child ; 

Give it me. I'll eat it.” STEEVENS. 


PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. 


That the reader may know through how many regions the 
scene of this drama is dispersed, it is necessary to observe, 
that. Antioch whs the metropolis of Syria,- Tyre, a city of 
Phoenicia in Asia; Tarsus, the metropolis of Cicilia, a 


* When I saw the porpus, how he bounded and tumbled .” 

Act II. Sc. 1. 

Captain Cook, in his second voyage to the South Seas, 
mentions the playing ofporpusses round the ship as a cer- 
tain sign of a violent gale of wind. MASON. 

“ A pair cf bases .”— Act II. Sc. 1, 

.• What bases mean is quite uncertain, but from a passage 
m Sydney’s Arcadia we may suppose they were a Kind of 
breeches. *His bases (which he ware so long as they almost 


this name. Don Pedro de Valdes was an admiral in that 
fleet, and bad tlie command of the great galleon of Anda- 
lusia. His ship being disabled, he was taken by Sir Francis 
Drake, ,ou the 22d of July; 15SS, and sent to Dartmouth The 
making one of this Spaniard’s ancestors a pirate, was pro- 
bably relished by the audience in i hose days— MALONE, 

* To keep our door hatched .”— Act IV. Sc. 2. 

The doors or hatches of brothels seem to have bad some 
distinguishing mark. So in Cupid’s Whirligig, 1(307: “Set 
some picks upon your hatch, and, I pray, profess to keep a 
bawdy house.” 

“ And cry, he that will give most, shall have her first. ” 

Act IV. Sc. 3. 

The prices of first and second prostitution were exactly 
settled ; so in an old prose romance “Go thou and make 


ime to 'his ankles ) 5 wereembrodieredonfe^wtfi fee f SP? fit ^tbatofaTl meTi WS&lS&SSli 

ormes, which seemed K readie Tlf l l tx C £ n l illl %' tlle sha H a ponnde of golds, 

readie to devour ^h ° STEEvS&S ’ 1Q aud atier tliat echone a peny of guide *-STEEVENS\ 


idr as readie add af^rth^e^one a'p^ny 

Till the ship be cleared of the dead.”— Act III. Sc. 1. * * have drawn her picture with my voice .”- Act IV. Sc. 3. 

Thftv* was an ancient superstition thnt. a shin of It was formerly the custom at Naples to hang up the 

S ink if a corpse remained on ’board So Fuller’s lebrated courtesans in the public ■parts of the 

: of the Ho? Var^-4lis ffiody was clrried So l0Wa ’ t0 serve as directitms they livfed.-ilASON. 
Itbei^behuried, and was most miserably tossed ; * Crack the glass cf her virginity , and make the rest mal- 

bbserved, that the sea cannot digest the cmtdity of leable.”—lci IV. Sc. 6. 


A skilful workman, who had discovered the art of making 
glass malleable, carried a specimen of it to Tiberius, who 
asked him if lie alone was in possession of the secret. He 
replied m the affirmative ; ou which the tyrant ordered his 
head to be struck oft’ instantly, lest the invention should 
injure tht workers in precious metals.— DION CASSIUS. 



EXPLANATORY NOTES. 

KING LEAR 


*And to eed no fish.”— Act I. Sc. 4. 
fh Rlirabeth’s time, the papists were thought, and with 
reason, enemies to the government. Hence the proverbial 
expression of, he's an honest tnan, cmd eats no fish, to 
signify he's a friend to the government, and a protestant ; 
the eating of fish being considered such a badge of popery, 
that, when it was enjoined by parliament to encourage the 
fish t owns, it was held proper to declare the reason ; nence 
it was called Cecil's fast.—' WARBURTQN. 

“ That frontlet .”— Act I, Sc. 4. 

A frontlet was a forehead cloth, used formerly by ladies 
at night, to render that part smooth,— MALONE. 

That's a shealed peascod.”—Act I. Sc. 4, 

The robeing of Richard If. ’s effigy in Westminster Abbey, 
Is wrought with peascods open, and the peas out; perhaps 
an allusion to Ms once being in possession of full sovereignty, 
but soon reduced to an empty title,— TOLLET. 

“ Stocks brought out .”— Act II. Ac. 2. 

This was not the first time of introducing stocks on the 
stage. In Hick Scorner, which was printed early in the 
reign of Henry VIIL, Pity is put into them, and left there 
till he is freed by for severance and Contemplaci/ou. 

STEEVENS. 

* Of Bedlam beggars.”— Act II. Sc. 3. 

In the Bell- man of London, by Decker, 1640, is an account 
of one of these characters, under the name of an Abraham 
Mam “Be sweares he hath been in Bedlam, an 1 will talke 
trantickly of purpose : you see pinnes stuck in sundry places 
of his naked flesh; especially in his armes , which paine he 
gladly puts himself to, only to make you believe he is out 
of his wits. He calls himself by the name of Poore Tom, 
and coming near any body crys out, Poore Tom is a-cold; 
of these Abraham Men, some be exceeding merry, and doe 
nothing but sing songs fashioned out of their own braines : 
some will dance, some will doe nothing but either laugh or 
weepe ; others are dogged, and so sullen both in looke and 


tear, to give them what they demand.”— STEEVENS. 

H Then he wears wooden nether- stocks.”— Act II. Sc. 4. 
Nether-stocks is the old word for stockings. Breeches 
being at that time called overstocks.— STEEVENS. 

« Who. gives anything to Poor Tom? whom the foul fiend 
hath led through fire and through flame ?'— Act HI. Sc. 4. 

Edgar’s ravings may be explained by reference to a pas- 
sage in Harsmet’s book:— “This Examt. further sayeth.that 
one Alexander, an apothecary, having brought with him 
from London to Denham, on a time, a new halter, and two 
blades of knives, did leave the same upon the gallerie floore, 
in her master’s house : a great search was made in the house 
to know how the said halter and knife-blades came thither, 
till Ma. Mainy, in his next fit said, it was reported that the 
devil lay' d them in the gallerie, that some of those that 
were possessed might either hang themselves with the hal- 
ter, or kill themselves with the blades MALONE. 

“ Wore gloves in my cap.”— -Act III. Sc. 4. 

It was anciently the custom to wear gloves in the hat, on 
three different occasions, viz : as the favour of a mistress ; 
the memorial of a friend ; and as a mark to be challenged by 
an enemy. A passage or two may be given to prove the 
usage. 

In the play called Campaspe : “Thy men turned to wo- 
men, thy soldiers to lovers, gloves worn in velvet caps, 
instead of plumes in graven helmets.” 

And in Decker’s Satiromastix : “Thou shalt wear her 
glove in thy worshipful hat, like to a leather brooch 

STEEVENS. 

“ Web and the pin .”— Act III. Sc. 4. 

"The Lapland method of cure for “a disease of the eyes 
called the pin an A web, which is an imperfect stage of a 
cataract,” is given by Aeerbi,in his travels.— BLAKEWAY'. 

“ W/dpped from tything to tything .” — Act III. Sc. 4. 

A tything isa division of a place, a district ; the same in 
the country, as a ward in the city. In the Saxon times, 
every hundred was divided into tythings. By a statute of 
Elizabeth, it is enacted, that every vagabond shall be 
&^ Ped > aml sent from parish to parish .” — 

K Peace, Smolkin, peace .”— Act III. Sc. 4. 

The demons here mentioned by Edgar, were the popular 
fiends of the poet’s age, and were well known among the 
superstitious of every class. Even the learned and noble 
fell into the same grovelling delusion ; King James was a 


staunch believer, not merely in their existence, but In tea 
every day agency which was ascribed to them by the vulgar* 
Shakspeare has made Edgar, in his feigned madness, allude 
to an imposture ofsome English Jesuits. The trick was in 
substance as folows While the Spaniards were preparing 
their armada against England, the Jesuits were busy to 
promote it, by making converts : one method they em- 
ployed was to dispossess pretended demoniacks, by which 
artifice they made several hundred converts among the 
common people. The principal scene of this farce was 
laid in the family of one Beckham, a catholic; where Mar- 
wood, (a servant of Anthony Babington, who was afterwards 
executed for treason,) Tray ford, an attendant on Beckham, 
and three chamber mauls, in that family, came into the 
priest's hands to be cured*; but the discipline of the patients 
was so long and severe, and the priests were so elate and 
careless with success, that the plot was discovered on tlw 
confession of the parties^ and the contrivers of it deservedly 
punished. The devils mentioned by Edgar, are those who 
were made to act in this farce upon the chambermaids, 
and they were generally so ridiculously nick-named, that 
Harsnethas one chapter “On the strange names of their 
devils j lest, (says he) meeting them otherwise by chance, 
you mistake them for names ox tapsters or jugglers.” 

WARBURTON. 

“ Hopdance cries in Tom's belly ”— Act III. Sc.C. 

In Harsnet’s book, one of the pretended demoniacs de- 
poseth— “that if at anytime she did belch, as often times 
she did by reason that sliee was troubled with a wind In her 
stomacke, the priests would say at such times, that then 
the spirit bi gan to rise in her, and that the wind was the 
devil;” and, “as she saith, if they heard any croaking in 
her belly, then they would make a wonderful matter of that * 

•. STEEVENS* 

“ Poor Tom, thy horn is dry.”— Act III. Sc. 6. 

A horn was usually carried about by every Tom of Bed- 
lam, to receive such drink as the charitable might afford 
him. See A Pleasant Dispute between a Coach and a lie- 
dan, 1636. “I have observed when a coach is appendant 
hut two or three hundred pounds a yeere, marke it, the 
dogges are as leane as rakes ; you may tell all their nbbea 
lying by the fire : and a Tom- a- Bedlam may sooner eat his 
home, than get it filled with s?tiall drinke; and for his old 
alms of bacoii there is no hope in the world.”— MALONE. 

“ Upon these eyes of thine, Pll set my foot .” — Act III. Sc, IT. 

In lielimus, Emperor of the Turks, one of the sons of 
Bajazet pulls out the eyes of an Aga on the stage, and says, 
“ Yes, thou shalt live, but never see that day. 

Wanting the tapers that should give thee, light.” 

Immediately after, his hands are cutoff. In Mansion'* 
Antonio’s Revenge, 1602, Piero's tongue is torn out upon 
the stage. We give these instances of depraved taste, to 
prove that Shakspeare’s drama was not more sanguinary 
than that of his contemporaries.”— STEEVENS and MA- 
LONE. 

“ Half vmy down 

Hangs one that gathers samphire; dreadful trade l” 

Act IV. Sc. 6. 

“ Samphire grows in great plenty on most of the sea 
cliffs in this country: it is terrible to see how the people 
gather it, hanging by a rope several fathom from the top of 
the impending rocks, as it were in the air.”— SMITH’S 
HISTORY OF WATERFORD, 1774. 

“ That fellow handles his bow like a crow -keeper.'* 

Act IV. Sc. 6. 

In several counties, to this day, they call a stuffed figure, 
representing a man, and armed with a bow and arrow, set 
up to fright the crows from the fruit and corn, a crow- 
keeper, as well as a scare- crow. — THEOBALD. 

“ It were a delicate stratagem , to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt . ’’—Act I .Sc. 6. 

This “delicate stratagem” had actually Veen put in prac- 
tice about fifty years before Shakspeare was born, as we 
learn from Lord Herbert’s Life of Henry VIII.; “And now,* 
says that historian, “haying feasted the ladies royally for 
divers days, he (Henry) departed from Tournay to Lisle, 
Oct. 13, 1513; whither ho was invited by the Lady Marga- 
ret, who caused there a juste to be held m an extraordinary- 
manner; the place being a fore room, raised high from the 
ground by many steps, and paved with black square stones, 
like marble; while the horses, to prevent sliding, were 
shod with felt or flocks; after which the ladies danced *11 
night ”-MALONE. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


“We'll not carry coals”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

One that would carry coals, formerly meant a mean- 
spirited fellow, who would submit to any indignity without 
resentment. A passage or two from old plays will abun- 
dantly prove this. 


“ I will bite my thumb at them ”— Act I. Sc. 1. 

This mode of quarrelling appears to have been common 
in our author’s time. “ What swearing is there, (says Dec- 
ker, describing the various groups that daily frequented the 
walks of St. Raul’s Church) what shouldering, what justling. 


Now my ancient being a man of an un coal carrying 


spirit.” — Chapman's May-Bay, 1610. 

* "Here comes one that will carry coals, ergo, will hold my 
dog.” — Every Man out of his Humour. 

“He has had wrong, and if I viere he, I would heart no 
oodles.”— Antonio and Mellida, 1602. 


The Dead Term, 160S.-MALONE. V 

“Your plantain leaf is excellent for that? . 

Act I* Sc* 

Tacliius tells us, that a toad, before she engage* with n 
spider, will fortify herself with some of this plant ; and that 


explanatory: notes. 


e comes off wounded, she cures herself afterwards with ‘ 
GREY. 

“ Court- citpbo ard.—A c 1 1. Sc. 5. 

A Court-cupboard was a moveable, a boufet, a fixture. 
The former was open, and made of plain oak; the latter 
had folding doors, and was both painted and gilded on the 
inside.— STEEVENS. 

u Turn the tables up”— Act I. Sc. 5. 

Itshouldbe observed, that ancient tables were flat leaves, 
joined by hinges and placed on tresseis. When they were 
to be removed, they were therefore turned up. 

STEEVENS. 

* Like powder in a skill-less soldier's fiask'”—Act III. Sc. 3. 

To understand this allusion, it should be remembered, 
that the ancient English soldiers, using match locks, instead 
of locks with flints as at present, were obliged to carry a 
lighted match hanging at their belts, very near to the 
wooden flask in whiek they kept their powder. 

* Lie thou there.*— Act IV . Sc. 3 STEEVENS * 

It appears from several passages in our old plays, that 


, * The morning cock crew loud”— Act I. Sc. 2. ] 

Bourne, of Newcastle, in his Antiquities of the Common 
People* informs us,— .« It is a received tradition among the 
vulgar, that at the time of cock -crowing, the midnight 
spirits forsake these lower regions, and gbto'their proper 
places. Hence it is, (says he) that in country places, where 
the wav of life requires more early labour, they always go 
cheerfully to woyk at that time ; whereas, if they are called 
abroad sooner, they imagine every thing they see a wander- 
ing ghost FARMER. 

* They clepe ns, drunkards Act I. Sc. 4. 

And well our Englishmen might ; for in Elizabeth’s time, 
there was a Dane in London, who is thus mentioned in a 
collection of characters, entitled Looke to It, for He Slab 
Ye: 

“Ton that will drink Reynaldo unto deth, 

The Dane that would carowse out of his boote 
, And it appears from one of Howell’s Letters, dated at 
Hamburgh, m the year 1632, that the then king of Denmark 
had not degenerated from his jovial predecessors. In his 
account of an entertainment given by his majesty to the earl 
ot Leicester, he tells us, that the king, after beginning 
thirty -five toasts, was carried away in his chair, and that 

ail the officers of the court were drunk STEEVENS. 

“Doomed for a certain term to-walk the night. 

And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires.” 

Act I. Sc. V. 

. Among the other punishment s of hell and purgatory, con- 
t/uual hunger and thirst were enumerated. Chaucer says, 
-‘•And moreover the misese of liell shall be ii. Jefaut of 


HAMLET. 


knives were formerly part~of the bride’s accoutrements, 
and every thing behoveful tor Juliet’s state had been i us t 
lelt with her. So in Decker’s Match Me in London, 1631. 

* Set at my girdle hang my wedding knives * 

And in King Edward III. 1539 : 

* Here by my side do hang my wedding knives.* 

“ And shrieks like mandrakes drawn out of the earth » 

Act IV. Sc. X 

n Tl \^ tan . drct \ e J sa P T 110 ™ 5 * 8 Newton, in his Herball to 
the Bible, bvo. lo87) has been idly represented as « a crea 
ture having life, and. engendered under the earth of tho 
seed ot some deade person that hath been convicted and nut 
to deathe tor some lelonie or murther; and that thev Ind 
the same in such dampishe and funerall places where the 
saide convicted persons were buried.”— STEEVENS. 

* One of our order, to associate me.*— Act V. Sc. 2. 

Each friar has always a companion assigned him bvhis 
superior, when he asks leave to go out ; and thus thev ara 
a check upon each other.— STEEVENS. J 


u I have heard of your paintings , too, well enough * 

D . t . „ Act XII. Sc. 1. 

Painting the skin was very common anciently, and was 
frequently alluded to by Shakspeare’s contemporaries. So* 
in Drayton’s Mooncalf: 1 * 

“ .........No sooner got the teens. 

But her own natural beauty she disdains ; 

With oyls and broths most venomous and base, 

&he plaisters over her well favour'd place. ; 

And those meet veins by nature righ tly plac'd, 
i n herewith she seems that white skin to have lac'd. 

\ She soon doth alter, and, with fading blue. 
Blanching her bosom, she makes others new.* 

STEEVENS. 

* Out-herods Herod.*— Act III. Sc. 2. 

The character of Herod in the ancient mysteries was al- 
ways a violent one. The following language is put into his 
mouth m an old play. 

“Now I reign lyk a king array'd full rych. 

Roily d in rynggs and robys of array , 

Dukys with Dentys X drive into the dych, 

„ My dedys be full dowty demyd be day* 

“OJ bewte and of boldnes 1 her evermore the belle , 

Vj may n and of myght 1 master every man : 
ldyngewith my dowtiness the devyl down to helle, 
tor bothe oJ hevyn and of earth X am kyn ge certann . * 
STEEVENS and MALONE. 
“Lying down at Ophelia's feet .*— Act III. Sc. 2. 

To lie at the feet of a mistress, during any dramatic re- 
presentation. seems to liavf* a Mm™,™ 


r *'V ld ? l ?^ ef , ,ve E m fsese of hell shall be ii. Jefaut of uresVnfnti™ ^ lstn i. ss ’ (Iurm « nn 5 r dramatic re- 

meat and drnike” Nashe, in his Pierce Penniless, is the fin?™ s A eoi rv to * mv S & eei ? a common act of gal- 

»awie idea Whether it be a place of horror, stench, and in tbe Q ueei1 of Corinth, by Beaumont and 

darkness, where men see meat, but can get none, and are rietciier • 

ever thirsty.* So, likewise, at the conclusion of an ancient . Ushers her to her coach, lies at her feet 

pamphlet, called I he Wyil cl the Devyll ; At solemn masques, applauding what she laughs at * 

VFA 0U . s ¥ lt lye ™ frost and fire STEEVENS. 

With swknesse and hunger * “ Behind the arras I'll convey myself*- Act III. Sc 3 

»* these.*— Ac t II. Sc. 2. Tile arras-hangings, in the poet’s time, were hung at 

such a distance irora the wall, that a person might easily 
stand behind them unperceived.— MALONE. b 51 7 
“Look here , upon this picture, and on this*— Act III. Sc. 4. 

. Tlie introduction of miniatures in this place is a modern 
innovation. A print nrefixed to 


wtcoc. —AVI, U. jjt, 

customary for ladies to have a pocket at the bosom 
U nVif w , lnc . Jl ttiey kept letters, or any other va- 
Vuable winch they desired to have constantly about them. 

“An eyry of children.”— Act II. Sc. 2. 

This relates to the young singing men of the Chapel- 
Royal, or St. Paul’s, of the former ot whom mention occurs 
m a puritanical pamphlet so early as 150!); “Blais will 
never be sunn rest, wini* Tip,* 


5 Chapel- 




„ STEEVENS. 

By the altitude of a chopine .*— Act II. Sc. 2* 


* A thing made of wood, and covered with leather of 1 nd th - e index inse: 

sundry colours, some with white, some with redde som°i % mma S instead ot the end, as is now usual. 


•* i.m l s uwuc vi wuuu, aim covereu wun leathpr nf 
Jmi/S C Tf° l i r ' s ' n 0n ? e wl £ h V llite » some with redde, some 
fiic r ^nii 1S M Cai eti £. c ^ a P iney > which they wear under 
ir AL s .«°f s ’ ®? anjr of jii e P are curiously painted, some also 
of them have I seen fairly gilte. There are many of these 
t&ctTHneys of areat hpinM- Krtlf 


MALONE, and STEEVENS. 
* Thunders in the index”— Act III. Sc. 4. 
inn ?y ? kl J 30 rn S we th . e index inserted at the bes 


Hide fox, and all after ”—. Act IV. Sc. 3. 


ZITT f 1 . r r u fw 8 1UC * unere are many ot these 

' d r « ft height, even half a yardehighe , whiche 

maketh many of their women, whiche are very short seeme 
much taller than the tallest woman we havlin EnS! 

L ltav 5 ,eard 11 obse . rve < 1 among them, that by how 
imidi the nobler a woman is, by so much the higher are her 
chaptneys. All their gentlewomen, and most of their 
W lJ?i WS H iat are of an >' wealth, are assisted and 


5? a also There is a play among children , called, hide fox and all 
t these ^riiich Decker seems to allnde to in his Satiromas- 

whiche tixP- Our unhandsome-faced poet does play at bo-ueen 
seeme with your grace, and cries, A 11 hid, as boyfdo" P P 

iy how , „ HANMER. 

ire her * By his cockle hat and star, 

' their And his scandal shoon .*— Act TV. Sc. 5. 


tertiS 

raMvafpd in ^ r taep“rfo?m“ce P Sntok 


■■ WMM T'fsnchfhlconersf-Act II. Sc. 2. 

^ m * t0 bttve been the first and noblest fal~ 
Swt P ; . irt .of Europe* And, that “the 


sent" over ^ falconKo shew i that TJritZ *» ttns Mated"T&, 

he First.”— STEEVENS/ 0 &eW P ° rt tQ SjJfl ? sho P> ^ re were baki 


Ling Ws°lhe First ”_STEEVENS 
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EXPLANATORY &OTES. 

piece ©ffloasb Into tlxe oven to ’bake: for him; but was T stake is fixed into the ground; those who play, throw ■ilugpv 


'V n«-.;wupou, the baker’s daughter cried out.—* Hcugh, I log a petticoat, arid on condition that she knelt down on the 
h‘-ugh, heugb ! * which owi-hke noise probably induced fleece, to be kissed by all the rustics present. —STEE'VEJS 3. 


our Saviour, for her wickedness, to transform her into 
that bird.*— DOUCE. 

* Sy Sezint Charily * — Act IV. Sc. 5. 

In the sceso between the bastard Faulconbridge and the 
friars and nun, in The First Part of the Troublesome 
ilaigue of King John, — * the nunne swears byGis, and the 
'friars prays to Saint Wit hold, (another obsolete saint 
. .mentioned in King Lear) and adjure him by Saint Cha - 
ride to hear them.*— BLACKSTONE. 

* There's rosemary , that's for remembrance .”— Act IY.Sc. 5, 
Rosemary was anciently supposed to strengthen the me- 
mory, and. .was not only carried at funerals, but worn at 
weddings. Thus, in the Noble Spanish Soldier, 1634: "X 
meet few but are stuck with rosemary ; every one asked 
me who was to be married.* Pansies is for thoughts, 
because of its name pensees ; so, in All Fools, a comedy 
by Chapman, 1005 : 

* What flowers are these ? 

The pansie this. 

0, that's for lovers' thoughts /" 

Greene, in his Quip for an Upstart Courtier, 1620, calls 
fennel , women's weeds, *.fit generally for that sex, sith 
while they are maidens, they wish wantonly.” Columbines 
.are thus mentioned by Chapman in his All Fools : 

" What's that ?—a columbine? 

No : that litankless flower grows not in my garden." 
Ophelia calls rue, the herb of grace : the following passage 
from .a Quip fur an Upstart Courtier, is much to the pur-' 


* The age is grown so picked ”— Act V. Sc. 1. 

This alludes to a very absurd fashion. Shoes with pointed 
toes, of a monstrous length, were so generally worn in 
England, that it was restrained at last by proclamation, so 
long ago as the f>th of Edward IV. when it was ordered 
"that the beaks or pykes of shoes and boots should not pass 
two inches, upon pain of cursing by the clergy, and for- 
feiting twenty shillings, to be paid, one noble to the king, 
another to the. Cordwainers of London, and the third to the 
chamber of London; and for other countries and towns, 
the like order was taken. Before this time, and since the 
year 1482, the pykes of shoes and boots were of such length, 
that they were fain to be tied tip to the knee with chains of 
silver, and gilt, oi at least silken laces.— STEEVENS. 

* In the bilboes .” — A ct V. Sc. 2. 

The bilboes is a oar of iron with fetters annexed to it, by 
which disorderly or mutinous sailors were anciently linked 
together. The word is derived from Bilbao, a place in 
Spain, famous for its steel manufactures. The legs of per- 
sons suffering the punishment we.re connected so closely 
that it was impossible for one to move without distressing 
the other ; so that any attempt to rest under such circum- 
stances was wholly fruitless. The bilboes are still shewn in 
the Tower of London, among the other spoils of the Spanish 
Armada.- STEEVENS. 

u I once did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fair .”— Act V.Sc. 2. 

* I have in my time (says Montaigne), scene some, who, by 
writing, did earnestly get both their titles and living, ta 
disavow their apprentissage, marre their pen, and affect the 


pose Some of them smiled and said, rue was called herbe disavow their apprentissage, marre their pen, and affect the 
grace, which, though they scorned in their youth, they ignorance of so vulgar a qualitie .» So, in Fletcher’s 
might weave in their age, and that it was never too late to Woman-Hater : * ’Tis well, and you have learned to write 
sav miserere.' 1 In the same work, the emblematical cha- a bad hand, that the readers may take pains for it. Your 
rioter of the daisy is thus given : "Next them grew the lordship hath a secretary that can write fair when you put- 
H^rmhling daisy, to warne such light-of love wenches not pose to be understood. *— BOSWELL, 
fa trust every faive promise that such amorous bachelors a rimmer* v cn. o 

ifto* *,t*l*i 4« «»«« in on «l«i XUOig&S, — ACtV.OC. ». 


i trust eveiy faive promise that such amorous bachelors 
ike them.* The violet is thus characterised in an old 
u lection of sonnets, printed 1584. Undi 

straps. 

" Violet isforfaithfulnesse , re'cept 

Which in me shall abide ; of this 

Hoping likewise that from your heart It was 

You will not let it slide." belone 

.** To play at loggats with them."— Act V. Sc. I. dulom 

This is a game still played in several parts of England. A 

OTHELLO 


Under this term w r ere comprehended four graduated 
straps, &c. that hung down in a belt on each side of it« 
receptacle fer tile sword. 1 have seen a most gorgeous belt 
of this description, at least as old as the time of James I. 
It was of common velvet, embroidered with gold, and had 
belonged to the Sommerset family. Pope mistook the 
meaning of this term, conceiving it to signify "short pen- 
dulous broadswords.*— STEEV ENS. 


" Special officers of night ."— Act 1. Sc. 2. 

Shabspvare must have read the Commonwealth and Go- 
vernment of Venice, translated by Lewkenor; in which the 
f'uiov/iog passage occurs; "For the greater expedition 
tlu-rmff, of these kinds ofjudgements, the heads or chieftains 
of the officers by night do obtain the authority of which the 
advocators are deprived. These officers of the night are six, 
and six likewise are those meane officers, that have only 
power to correct base vagabonds and trilling offences.” — 

MALONE. 

“ Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you, 
Against the general enemy Ottoman."— Act I. Sc. 3. 

It was part of the policy of the Venetian state, never to 
entrust the command of an army to a native. To exclude 
therefore (says Contareno, as translated by Lewkenor, 
I’itiJj, from tile Venetian state, the danger or occasion of 
ambitious enterprises, our ancestors held it a better course 
to defend the dominions on the continent with foreign mer- 
cenary soldiers, than with the home bred citizens. Their 
charges and veariy occasions of disbursement are likewise 
very great; for alwaise they do entertain in honorable sort 
with great provision a captains genera lie, who alwaise is 
a stranger borne. — MALONE, 

" The Antropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders— A ct . 1 . Sc. 3. 

The Cannibals and Anthropophagi were known,, to an 
English audience before Shakspeare introduced tiffs. In 
Hie History of Orlando Furioso, played before Elizabeth, 
they are mentioned ; and Raleigh speaks of, people whose 
heads appear not above their shoulders. Histories, says 
Gilpin, in a sermon before Edward IV. notice a "people 
c. tiled Antropophagi, eaters of mm." In Hackiuyt’s 
Voyages, 1508, we find this passage * On that branch 
which is called Caora. are a nation of people whose heades 
*t i • pear net above their shoulders : they are reportedto have 
their eyes in their shoulders, and their mouthes in the 
middle of their breasles.”— REED, and STEEVENS, 

* Thrice driven bed of down. *— Act I. Sc. 3. 

A driven bed is a bed for which the feathers are selected, 
by -hiving with a fan, which separates ta*- light from the 
heavy.-ljOHNSON. 

« As luscious as locusts. *— Act 1. Sc. 3. 

tha fruit of the locust tree is a long black pod, that enn- 


r tains the seeds, among which there is a very sweet luscious 
juice, of much the same consistency as fresh honey.— 

; STEEVENS. 

i * Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings .* 

| Act III, Sc. 3. 

| Jesses are short straps of leather tied about the foot of a 
hawk, by which she is field on the fist — HANMER. 

" - — if th e general camp, 

Pioneers and all. Act III. Sc. 3. 

Pioneers were generally degraded soldiers, appointed to 
the- office cf pioneer as a punishment for misbehaviour. 

“ A soldier ought ever to retaine and keepe his armes in 
saftie and forthcoming, for he is more to be detested than a 
coward, that, will lose or play away any part thereof, or 
refuse it for his ease, or to avoid paiues; wherefore such a 
one is to be demissed with punishment, or to be made some 
abject pioneer .* The Art of War, by E. Davies, 1610. 

GROSE. 

* Crusadoes .”— Act III. Sc. 4. 

The ernsado is so called from the cross which is stamped 
upon it; it is a Portuguese coin, in value about three 
shillings of our money.— GREY. 

* And it was died in mummy.”— Act III. Sc. 4. 

The balsamic liquorrunning from mummies, was formerly 
celebrated for its anti-epileptic virtues. We are now wise 
enough to know that the qualities ascribed to it are all 
imaginary. Mummy, however, is still much coveted by 
painters, as a transparent brown colour which throws a 
warmth into their shadows.— STEEVENS. 

" If that the earth could teem with woman's tears 

Each drop she falls, would prove a crocodile.” 

Act IV. Sc. I, 

Shakspeare here alludes to the fabulous accounts of cro- 
codiles. " It is written (says Bullokar), that he shall weep 
over a man’s head, when he hath devoured the body, ami 
then will eat up the head too. Wherefore, in Latin there is 
a proverb, crocodili lacrymee, crocodile’s tears, to signify 
such tears as are fained.* It appears, that a dead c ocodile, 
"but in perfect forme,* of about nine feet ipnfc, ad been 
exhibited in London in our poet’s time.— MALON . 

* For a joint ring .”— Act IV. Sc. 3. 

The n? Jure of a joint ring will be best explained by « 
passage in Dryden s Don Sebastian: 





EXPLANATORY NOTES. 


Wtt/f joints so dose as not to be perceiv'd ; 
set are they both each other's counterpart : 
eserpart had Juan inscrib'd, and his had Zayda , 


But if they join, you must for ever part,* 

* Chrysolite Act V. Sc. I. 
Pliny informs ns, that Ptolemy Philadelphia hi 


• wr/' r ivctd vj uivsc i my* */*»<•* u# 

O* **«C «ccA other, Jhavs forg'd this lye 



